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INTRODUCTORY  NOTE. 


The  series  of  mnftnces  in  which  Bumas  has  dealt 
with  the  courts  of  the  later  Valois  kings,  Charles 
IX.  and  Henri  III. ,  —  a  series  of  which  "  La  Seine 
Margot,"  or  "Marguerite  de  Valois,"  is  the  first 
chronologically  speaking,  —  describes  the  main 
events  of  the  period  with  such  substantial  accuracy 
that  one  who  reads  this  great  trilogy  may  be  fairly 
said  to  be  studying  French  history,  if  not  perhaps 
piBporing  himself  to  write  it 

From  the  death  of  Henri  II.  through  the  reigna 
of  the  three  sons  of  that  unhappy  monarch,  —  the 
sickly  and  ill-fated  Fianqois  II.,  the  cruel,  almost 
insane,  Charles  IX.,  and  the  efTeminate,  irresolute, 
and  cowardly  Henri  IH.,  —  the  one  pervading  per- 
sonality in  France  was  that  of  Catherine  de  Mddicis ; 
and  as  her  hatred  and  fear  of  Henri  of  Navarro 
was  the  mainspring  of  her  policy  from  the  time 
that  his  character  became  so  developed  as  to  distin- 
gaish  him  from  the  other  princes  of  the  Bourbon 
family,  all  of  whom  were  adheionta  of  tho 
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formed  religion,  and  to  attract  to  him  the  warm 
and  enthusiastic  devotion  of  the  constantly  increas- 
ing Huguenot  party,  so  has  Dumas  taken  that 
hatred  and  that  fear  for  the  theme  upon  which  he 
has  constructed  three  romances  which  rival,  in  in- 
tense interest  and  power  to  entertain  and  amuses 
any  that  have  ever  come  even  from  his  pen. 

If  it  was  from  the  lips  of  Charles  that  the  order 
for  the  bloody  work  of  St  Bartholomew's  Day, 
1572,  issued,  it  was  the  mind  of  the  queen  mother 
that  prompted  it,  and  the  will  of  the  queen  mother 
that  forced  it  from  those  lips ;  and  the  vast  num- 
bers of  Huguenots  that  were  massacred  in  the 
streets  of  Paris  in  pursuance  of  that  order  were 
sacrificed  pitilessly  and  ruthlessly  in  the  hope  that 
in  the  general  carnage  the  king  of  Navarre  would 
be  put  out  of  the  way  with  his  co-religionists. 

The  assassination  of  Gaspard  de  Coligny,  the 
brave  Admiral,  whose  services  to  France  had  been 
so  great,  can  never  cease  to  be  an  event  of  sad  and 
mournful  interest  to  all  lovers  of  religious  liberty ; 
and  the  vivid  description  of  the  foul  deed  to  be 
found  in  the  following  pages  derives  added  interest 
from  the  fact  that  the  part  therein  assigned  to 
Coconnas  was  really  performed  by  him. 

M.  De  Crue  has  recently  published  in  Paris  a 
book  entitled,  "Ze  Parti  des  Politiques  au  lendemain 
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de  la  SainUBarthiUmy**  and  which  has  for  its  sub- 
title, "La  MolU  et  Coconat,"  which  it  seems  is  in 
each  instance  the  more  authentic  orthography. 

It  appears  from  the  researches  of  M.  de  Crue  that 
our  two  heroes  were  even  more  important  person- 
ages than  they  are  represented  by  Dumas  to  have 
been.  The  party  of  the  Politiques  occupied  a  sort 
of  middle  position  between  the  Catholics  and 
Huguenots ;  it  was  originally  headed  by  the  Mont- 
morencys,  and  after  them  by  Franqois,  Due  d'Alen- 
qon.  La  MoUe,  described  as  dissolute,  pious,  very 
superstitious,  became  the  confidant  of  d'Alengon; 
and  it  is  said  that  Charles  IX.,  who  detested  his 
brother,  twice  gave  the  order  to  strangle  La  MoUe ; 
and  that  one  day  he  himself,  with  the  Due  de  Guise 
and  other  gentlemen,  waited  in  a  passage  at  the 
Louvre  for  that  purpose.  La  MoUe  was  saved  only 
because  he  entered  the  room  of  the  Queen  of 
Navarre  instead  of  d'Alen^on's. 

Annibal  Coconat  (or  Coconata)  is  said  by  M. 
De  C^e  to  have  been  taken  as  an  associate  by 
La  MoUe  to  supply  personal  courage,  in  which  he 
was  lacking.  They  were  both  secret  agents  of 
Spain,  which  power  was  under  Philip  II.  always 
industriously  fomenting  the  religious  troubles  in 
France.  Charles  IX.  is  quoted  as  having  spoken  of 
Coconat  thus:  "Coconat  was  a  valiant  gentleman. 


•  •• 
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but  he  was  wicked;  be  was  one  of  tbe  wickedest 
men  living  in  my  kingdooL  I  remember  having 
heard  him  say,  among  other  things,  when  he  vaunted 
his  part  in  the  Saint  Bartholomew,  that  he  had 
bought  from  the  hands  of  the  people  thirty  Hugue- 
nots in  order  to  have  the  satisfaction  of  killing 
them  after  his  own  pleasure,  which  was,  first  to 
make  them  renounce  their  religion  with  a  promise 
to  save  their  lives;  this  being  done,  he  killed  them 
with  his  poniard  cruelly  with  several  cuts." 

This  monarch,  who  was  horrified  at  such  ''wick- 
edness" and  "cruelty/'  is  the  same  who  stood  at 
the  window  of  the  Louvre  on  the  same  occasion, 
shooting  at  passing  Huguenots  with  his  arquebus. 
In  1574  a  scheme  was  formed  (by  La  Molle  ?) 
which  provided  that  d'Alen9on  was  tQ  fly  from 
Paris  with  the  King  of  Navarre,  Turenne,  and 
Coconat,  and  put  himself  at  the  head  of  all  the 
malcontents  of  the  kingdom,  the  expectation  being 
that  Ludwig  of  Nassau  and  his  army  would  support 
him,  as  well  as  England,  Germany,  and  the  Nether- 
lands. The  spies  of  the  queen  mother,  however, 
ferreted  out  the  plot  D'Alen9on  and  the  King  of 
Navarre  were  kept  prisoners  in  the  Louvre,  while 
La  Molle  and  Coconat  were  arrested.  The  first  was 
looked  upon  as  the  head  of  the  conspiracy,  Coconat 
merely  as  an  instrument    They  were  both  put  to 
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the  torture.  La  MoUe,  after  keeping  silent  for  a 
long  while,  finally  denounced  as  his  accomplices 
Tuxenne,  Coconat,  Bouillon^  Cond^,  and  others,  but 
did  not  breathe  the  name  of  D'Alenqon.  Coconat, 
however,  did  speak,  under  torture,  of  D'Alenqon 
and  Montmorency. 

La  Molle  was  the  lover  of  the  Queen  of  Navarre ; 
the  Dudiesse  de  Nevers  was  one  of  Coconat's  many 
mistresses.  Marguerite  pleaded  for  La  MoUe's  par* 
don,  but  could  only  obtain  a  promise  that  he  should 
not  have  a  public  execution ;  but  the  preparation^ 
were  hastened,  and  before  the  order  arrived  they 
were  both  beheaded  in  the  Place  de  Grfeve. 

BrautOme  says  that  Marguerite  and  the  Duch- 
esse  de  Nevers  secretly  disinterred  the  bodies,  and 
had  them  buried  in  the  Chapel  of  Saint  Martin  at 
Montmartre.  It  was  said  also  that  they  kept  the 
heads  of  their  lovers  embalmed. 

A  poet  of  the  time  composed  this  epigram  for 
La  Molle:   "Mollis  vita  fttdt,  moUior  interUus." 

This  brief  sketch  of  the  resulte  of  historical 
research  will  enable  the  reader  to  judge  for  himself 
how  closely  Dumas  has  adhered  to  fact 

History  has  had  much  to  say  of  Marguerite  de 
Valois,  Queen  of  Navarre,  —  of  her  fatel  beauty 
and  her  even  more  fatel  levity  of  character,  to  call 
it  by  no  harsher  name.    Dumas  has  certainly  pre- 
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sented  her  tx)  us  here  in  quite  as  favorable  a  light 
as  the  known  facts  of  her  life  and  character  war- 
rant Our  own  historian,  Motley,  has  had  a  word 
to  say  of  her  when  telling  the  story  of  her  brother 
Fran(;ois's  brief  experience  as  Govemor-Greneral  of 
the  Netherlands.  Her  relations  with  that  brother 
have  been  commented  upon  very  severely;  she 
accompanied  him  to  the  Netherlands,  where  she 
added  many  names  to  the  list  of  those  whom  her 
charms  had  seduced,  —  notably  that  of  Don  John 
of  Austria,  the  hero  of  Lepanto. 

It  would  be  difficult,  indeed,  to  imagine  a  tale 
otherwise  than  interesting  which  should  have  for 
its  central  figure,  or  for  one  of  its  central  figures,  the 
jovial,  insauctant,  captivating,  lovable,  but  withal 
shrewd  and  calculating,  Henri  de  Bourbon,  King  of 
Navarre,  afterwards  Henri  IV.  of  Franca  Always 
present,  a  gay  and  mocking  spectre  in  the  minds  of 
Catherine  de  Mddicis  and  her  childless  sons,  un- 
stable in  love  and  in  religion,  but  always  manly 
and  brave,  generous  and  loyal,  the  son  of  Jeanne 
d'Albret  is  the  true  hero  of  the  Valois  Bomances. 
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MARGUERITE    DE   VALOIS. 


CHAPTEE  L 

X.   DB  guise's  latin. 

On  Monday,  the  18tii  of  Aagust,  1572,  there  was  a  giand 
f^  at  the  LoaYie.  The  windows  of  the  ancient  royal 
residence,  ordinarily  so  dark,  were  brilliantly  illtuninated ; 
and  the  squares  and  streets  adjacent^  usually  so  solitary 
after  the  clock  of  St.  Germain  TAuzerrois  had  tolled 
nine,  were  crowded  with  people,  although  it  was  past 
midnight. 

This  great  crowd,  threatening,  pressing,  and  turbulent, 
resembled  in  the  gloom  a  dark  and  rolling  sea,  each  swell 
of  which  increases  to  a  moaning  wave ;  this  sea,  extending 
all  along  the  quay,  and  into  the  streets  Fosses  St  Germain 
and  I'Astruce,  spent  its  waves  at  the  base  of  the  walls  of 
the  Louvre,  on  the  one  hand,  and  against  the  Hdtel  de 
Bourbon,  which  was  opposite,  on  the  other.  There  was,  in 
spite  of  the  royal  fdte,  and  perhaps  even  because  of  the 
royal  fite,  something  threatening  in  the  aspect  of  the 
multitude ;  for  it  was  very  sure  that  the  festivity  which 
it  then  witnessed  was  but  the  prelude  to  a  festivity  of 
another  kind,  to  occur  a  week  later,  to  which  it  would  be 
invited,  and  in  which  it  would  heartily  participate. 
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2  UABGUERITE  DB  YALOIS. 

The  court  vrsa  celebrating  the  marriage  of  Madame 
Matguerite  de  Valois,  daughter  of  Henri  II.,  and  sis- 
ter of  King  Charles  IX.,  with  Henri  de  Bourbon,  King  of 
Navarre.  That  same  morning  the  Cardinal  de  Bourbon 
had  united  the  young  couple  with  the  usual  ceremonial 
observed  at  the  marriages  of  the  royal  daughters  of  France, 
on  a  stage  erected  at  the  entrance  to  Notre  Dame. 

This  marriage  had  astonished  everybody,  and  occasioned 
much  surmise  to  certain  persons  who  were  more  discerning 
than  others.  They  could  not  comprehend  the  union  of 
two  parties  who  hated  each  other  so  thoroughly  as  did  at 
this  moment  the  Protestant  party  and  the  Catholic  party ; 
and  they  wondered  how  the  young  Prince  de  Conde  could 
forgive  the  Due  d'Anjou,  the  king's  brother,  for  the  death 
of  his  father,  assassinated  by  Montesquieu,  at  Jamac. 
They  asked  how  the  young  Due  de  Guise  could  pardon 
Admiral  de  Coligny  for  the  death  of  his  father,  assassin- 
ated at  Orleans  by  Poltrot  de  Mer^.  Moreover,  Jeanne  de 
Navarre,  the  courageous  spouse  of  the  weak  Antoine  de 
Bourbon,  who  had  conducted  his  son  Henri  to  the  royal 
espousals  which  awaited  him,  had  died  scarcely  two  months 
before,  and  singular  reports  had  been  spread  abroad  as  to 
this  sudden  death.  It  was  everywhere  whispered,  and  in 
some  places  said  aloud,  that  she  had  discovered  some 
terrible  secret ;  and  that  Catherine  de  M^dicis,  fearing  its 
disclosure,  had  poisoned  her  with  perfumed  gloves,  made 
by  one  Een^,  a  Florentine  very  skilful  in  matters  of  that 
kind.  This  report  was  the  more  spread  and  believed 
when,  after  the  death  of  this  great  queen,  at  her  son's 
request  two  physicians,  one  of  whom  was  the  famous 
Ambroise  Par^,  were  instructed  to  open  and  examine  the 
body,  but  not  the  skull.  As  it  was  by  the  smell  that 
Jeanne  de  Navarre  had  been  poisoned,  it  was  the  brain 
alone  —  the  only  part  of  the  body  excluded  from  the 


.         •        •  • 


M.  DB  GUISE'S  LATIN.  3 

autopsy — that  could  present  any  traces  of  the  crime. 
We  say  crime,  for  no  one  doubted  that  a  crime  had  been 
committed. 

This  was  not  all.  King  Charles,  in  particular,  had 
pushed  on  this  marriage,  which  not  only  would  re-estab- 
lish peace  in  his  kingdom,  but  would  draw  to  Paris  the 
leading  Huguenots  in  France^  with  a  persistence  bordering 
on  obstinacy.  As  the  two  betrothed  belonged,  one  to  the 
Catholic  religion  and  the  other  to  the  Reformed  religion, 
they  were  obliged  to  obtain  a  dispensation  from  Gregory 
XIII.,  who  then  filled  the  papal  chair.  The  dispensation 
was  slow  in  coming,  and  the  delay  causing  great  uneasiness 
to  the  late  Queen  of  Navarre,  she  had  one  day  expressed 
to  Charles  IX.  her  fears  lest  the  dispensation  should  not 
arrive ;  to  which  the  king  had  replied,  — 

"  Be  under  no  alarm,  my  dear  aunt.  I  honor  you  more 
than  I  do  the  Pope,  and  I  love  my  sister  more  than  I  fear 
his  Holiness.  I  am  not  a  Huguenot,  but  neither  am  I 
a  fool ;  and  if  the  Pope  makes  any  difficulties,  I  will  my- 
self *take  Margot  by  the  hand,  and  unite  her  to  your  son  in 
full  church." 

This  speech  was  soon  spread  through  the  Louvre  and 
the  city,  and  while  it  greatly  rejoiced  the  Huguenots,  had 
given  the  Catholics  wherewithal  to  reflect  upon  ;  and  they 
asked  one  another  in  suppressed  tones  if  the  king  really 
meant  to  betray  them,  or  was  only  playing  a  part  which 
some  fine  morning  or  some  fine  evening  might  have  an 
unexpected  conclusion. 

It  was  particularly  with  regard  to  Admiral  de  Coligny, 
who  for  five  or  six  years  had  been  so  bitterly  opposed  to 
the  king,  that  the  conduct  of  Charles  IX.  appeared  inexpli- 
cable. After  having  put  on  his  head  a  price  of  a  hundred 
and  fifty  thousand  golden  crowns,  the  king  now  swore  by 
him,  called  him  his  father,  and  declared  openly  that  he 
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should  in  futuie  confide  the  conduct  of  the  war  to  him 
alone.  To  euch  a  pitch  was  this  carried  that  Catherine  de 
Mddicis  herself,  who  until  then  had  controlled  the  actions^ 
will,  and  even  desires  of  the  young  prince,  seemed  h^gin- 
ning  to  he  really  uneasy,  and  not  without  reason ;  for  in 
a  moment  of  confidence,  Charles  IX.  had  said  to  the  admi- 
ral in  reference  to  the  war  in  Flander^  '*  My  father,  there 
is  one  other  thing  in  regard  to  which  we  must  he  on  our 
guard  I  and  that  is,  that  the  queen,  my  mother,  who  likes 
to  poke  her  nose  everywhere,  as  you  well  know,  shall  learn 
nothing  of  this  undertaking.  We  mu^t  keep  it  so  quiet 
that  she  does  not  hear  a  word  of  it|  or,  meddler  as  she  is, 
she  will  spoil  all" 

Now,  wise  and  experienced  as  he  ^^as,  Goligny  had  not 
kept  this  counsel  secret;  and  although  he  had  come  to 
Paris  with  great  suspicions,  and  although  at  his  departure 
from  Chatillon  a  peasant  had  thrown  herself  at  his  feet, 
crying,  "Oh,  Monsieur,  our  good  master,  do  not  go  to 
Paris,  for  if  you  do  you  will  die,  —  you  and  all  who  are 
with  you ! "  —  these  suspicions  were  lulled  and  almost  de- 
troyed  in  his  hreast  and  in  that  of  T^ligny,  his  son-in- 
law,  to  whom  the  king  was  especially  kind  and  attentive, 
calling  him  his  hrother  as  he  called  the  admiral  his  father* 
and  behaving  to  him  as  he  did  to  his  best  friends. 

The  Huguenots,  then,  excepting  some  few  morose  and 
suspicious  spirits,  were  completely  reassured.  The  death 
of  the  Queen  of  Navarre  was  understood  to  have  been 
caused  by  a  pleurisy ;  and  the  spacious  apartments  of  the 
Louvre  were  filled  with  those  brave  Protestants  to  whom 
the  marriage  of  their  young  chief,  Henri,  promised  an  un« 
expected  return  of  good  fortune.  Admiral  de  Goligny, 
La  Rochefoucault,  the  young  Prince  de  Cond^,  T^ligny,  in 
short,  all  the  leaders  of  the  party,  were  triumphant  when 
tbe^  saw  so  powerful  at  the  Louvre  and  so  welcome  in 
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Paris  those  whom,  three  months  before,  King  Charles  and 
Queen  Catherine  would  have  hanged  on  gibbets  higher 
than  those  of  assassins. 

Marshal  de  Montmorency  alone  was  looked  for  in  vain 
among  his  brethren,  for  no  promise  could  allure  him,  no 
pretence  could  deceive  him ;  and  he  remained  in  retirement 
in  his  Ch&teau  de  I'Isle  Adam,  putting  forth  in  explanation 
the  enduring  grief  occasioned  by  the  death  of  his  fiEtther, 
Constable  Anne  de  Montmorency,  killed  by  a  pistol-shot 
by  Robert  Stuart  at  the  battle  of  St.  Denis.  But  as  this 
had  happened  more  than  three  years  before,  and  as  sensi- 
tiveness was  a  virtue  not  much  in  vogue  at  that  time,  one 
could  place  as  much  or  as  little  faith  as  he  pleased  in  that 
explanation. 

Everything  seemed  to  show  that  the  retirement  of 
Marshal  de  Montmorency  was  ill-judged;  the  king,  the 
queen,  the  Due  d'Anjon,  and  the  Due  d'Alengon  did  the 
honors  of  the  royal  filte  with  surprising  courtesy  and 
kindness. 

The  Due  d'Anjou  received  from  the  Huguenots  them- 
selves well-merited  compliments  on  the  two  battles  of 
Jarnac  and  Montcontour,  which  he  had  gained  before  he 
was  eighteen  years  of  age,  — more  precocious  in  that  than 
either  Csesar  or  Alexander,  to  whom  they  compared  him, 
of  course  placing  the  conquerors  of  Pharsalia  and  Issus 
below  the  living  prince.  The  Due  d'Alen9on  looked  on 
with  his  bland,  false  smile,  while  Queen  Catherine,  radiant 
with  joy  and  diffuse  in  compliment,  congratulated  Prince 
Henri  de  Cond6  on  his  recent  marriage  with  Marie  de 
Cloves  ;  and  the  M.  M.  de  Guise  themselves  looked  gra- 
ciously on  the  formidable  enemies  of  their  house,  and  the 
Due  de  Mayenne  discoursed  with  M.  de  Tavannes  and  the 
admiral  on  the  impending  war,  which  was  now  more  than 
ever  threatened  against  Philippe  IL 
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In  the  midst  of  these  groups,  his  head  a  little  inclined, 
his  ear  open  to  all  that  was  said,  moved  a  young  man 
about  nineteen  years  of  age,  with  a  keen  eye,  black  hair 
cut  very  close,  thick  eyebrows,  and  a  nose  curved  like  an 
eagle's  beak,  with  a  sneering  smile,  and  a  growing  mus- 
tache and  beard.  This  young  man,  who  had  first  distin- 
guished himself  at  the  battle  of  Arnay  le  Due,  where  he 
had  bravely  exposed  himself  to  danger,  and  who  received 
many  compliments,  was  the  dearly  beloved  pupil  of 
Coligny,  and  the  hero  of  the  day.  Three  months  before, 
that  is  to  say,  when  his  mother  was  living,  they  called 
him  the  Prince  de  B^n ;  now  he  was  called  the  King 
of  Navarre,  and  in  after-time  Henri  IV. 

From  time  to  time  a  gloomy  cloud  passed  suddenly  and 
rapidly  over  his  brow.  Doubtless  he  recollected  that  only 
two  months  had  elapsed  since  his  mother's  death ;  and  he 
less  than  any  one  doubted  that  she  had  been  poisoned. 
But  the  cloud  was  transitory,  and  disappeared  like  a  fleet- 
ing shadow ;  for  they  who  spoke  to  him,  they  who  con- 
gratulated him,  they  who  elbowed  him,  were  they  who 
had  assassinated  the  brave  Jeanne  d'Albret 

Some  paces  distant  from  the  ELing  of  Navarre,  almost  as 
pensive  and  gloomy  as  the  king  affected  to  be  joyous  and 
frank,  was  the  young  Due  de  Guise,  conversing  with 
T^ligny.  More  fortunate  than  the  B^arnais,  at  twenty- 
two  years  of  age  he  had  almost  attained  the  reputation  of 
his  father,  Fran9ois,  the  great  Due  de  Guise.  He  was 
a  polished  nobleman,  very  tall,  with  a  high  and  haughty 
expression,  and  gifted  with  such  natural  majesty  as  to  oc- 
casion the  remark  that  by  his  side  other  princes  seemed 
to  belong  to  the  people.  Toung  as  he  was,  the  Catholics 
looked  up  to  him  as  the  chief  of  their  party,  as  the 
Huguenots  considered  Henri  de  Navarre,  whose  portrait 
we  have  just  drawn,  to  be  their  chief.     He  had  heretofore 
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of  their  pride.  The  gleams  which  shot  forth  from  the 
eyes  of  the  ParisiaDs  into  the  darkness  of  night  were  the 
lightnings  of  their  hatred  illumining  the  future. 

Meantime,  in  the  interior  all  were  smiling ;  and  a  mur- 
mur, more  soft  and  flattering  than  ever,  pervaded  the 
Louvre  at  the  moment  when  the  youthful  bride,  after 
having  laid  aside  her  toilet  of  ceremony,  her  long  mantle, 
and  flowing  veil,  returned  to  the  ball-room,  accompanied 
by  the  lovely  Duchesse  de  Nevers,  her  most  intimate 
friend,  and  led  by  her  brother,  Charles  IX,  who  presented 
her  to  the  principal  guests. 

The  bride  was  the  daughter  of  Henri  II.,  the  pearl  of 
the  crown  of  France,  Mabgueritb  db  Yalois,  whom,  in 
his  familiar  tenderness  for  her.  King  Charles  IX.  always 
called  ma  sceur  Margot. 

Kever  was  a  more  flattering  reception,  never  one  more 
merited  than  that  which  awaited  the  new  Queen  of  Na- 
varre. Marguerite  at  this  period  was  scarcely  twenty 
years  old,  and  already  she  was  the  object  of  all  the  poets' 
eulogies,  some  of  whom  compared  her  to  Aurora,  others 
to  Cytherea ;  she  was,  in  truth,  a  beauty  without  rival  in 
that  court  in  which  Catherine  de  M^cis  had  assembled 
the  loveliest  women  of  the  age  and  country. 

She  had  black  hair,  a  brilliant  complexion,  a  voluptu- 
ous eye  veiled  by  long  lids,  coral  and  delicate  lips,  a 
graceful  neck,  a  full,  enchanting  figure,  and,  concealed  in 
a  satin  slipper,  a  tiny  foot  scarce  larger  than  an  in&nt's. 
The  French,  who  possessed  her,  were  proud  to  see  so  lovely 
a  flower  flourishing  in  their  soil,  and  foreigners  who  passed 
through  France  returned  home  dazzled  with  her  beauty  if 
they  had  but  seen  her,  and  amazed  at  her  knowledge  if 
they  had  discoursed  with  her  -,  for  not  only  was  Marguerite 
the  loveliest,  she  was  also  the  most  learned  woman  of  her 
time.  And  on  all  sides  was  quoted  the  remark  of  an  Italian 
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savant  who  had  been  ptesented  to  her,  and  who  after  hav- 
ing conveised  with  her  for  an  hour  in  Italian,  Spanish, 
Greek,  and  Latin,  had  said  on  quitting  her  presence,  *'  To 
see  the  court  without  seeing  Marguerite  de  Yalois  is  to 
see  neither  France  nor  the  court." 

Thus  it  may  be  supposed  that  addresses  to  King  Charles 
IX.  and  the  Queen  of  Navarre  were  not  wanting.  The 
Huguenots  were  much  given  to  speech-making.  Many 
allusions  to  the  past,  and  many  demands  as  to  the  future 
were  adroitly  slipped  into  these  addressee  to  the  king; 
but  to  all  such  allusions  and  speeches  he  replied,  with  his 
pale  lips  and  his  crafty  smile,  -~ 

''  In  giving  my  sister  Maigot  to  Henri  de  Navarre,  I 
give  my  sister  to  all  the  Protestants  of  the  kingdom." 

This  phrase  assured  some,  and  made  others  smile,  for 
it  had  really  a  double  sense,  '^  the  one  paternal,  which 
Charles  IX.  could  not  sincerely  intend ;  the  other  injuri- 
ous to  the  bride,  her  husband,  and  even  to  him  who  uttered 
it^  —  for  it  recalled  some  scandalous  rumors  with  which 
the  chroniclers  of  the  court  had  already  found  means  to 
smirch  the  nuptial  robe  of  Marguerite  de  Valois. 

Meantime,  M.  de  Guise  was  conversing,  as  we  have  said, 
with  T^ligny  ;  he  did  not,  however,  pay  to  the  conversa- 
tion such  sustained  attention  but  that  he  turned  away 
somewhat,  from  time  to  time,  to  cast  a  glance  at  the 
group  of  ladies  in  the  midst  of  which  shone  the  Queen 
of  Navarre.  When  the  princess's  eye  thus  met  that  of 
the  young  duke,  a  cloud  seemed  to  overspread  that  lovely 
brow,  around  which  stars  of  diamonds  formed  a  tremulous 
circlet,  and  some  agitating  thought  might  be  divined  in 
her  restless  and  impatient  manner. 

The  Princess  Claude,  the  elder  sister  of  Marguerite, 
who  had  been  for  some  years  married  to  the  Due  de 
Lorraine,  had  observed  this  uneasiness^  and  going  up  to 
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her,  was  about  to  inquire  the  cause,  when  all  stood  aside 
at  the  approach  of  the  queen-mother,  who  came  forward, 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  young  Prince  de  Cond^ ;  and 
the  princess  was  thus  suddenly  shut  out  frova  her  sister. 
There  was  then  a  general  movement,  by  which  the 
Due  de  Guise  profited  to  approach  Madame  de  l^evers, 
his  sister-in-law,  and  Marguerite. 

Madame  de  Lorraine^  who  had  not  lost  sight  of  her 
sister,  then  remarked,  instead  of  the  cloud  which  she  had 
before  observed  on  her  forehead,  a  burning  blush  come 
into  her  cheeks.  The  duke  approached  still  nearer ;  and 
when  he  was  within  two  steps  of  Marguerite,  she  appeared 
rather  to  feel  than  see  his  presence,  and  turned  round, 
making  a  violent  effort  over  herself  in  order  to  give  her 
features  an  appearance  of  calmness  and  indifference.  The 
duke  then,  respectfully  bowing,  murmured  in  a  low  tone, 
*'Ipse  aUuli  "  ("  I  have  brought  it  ")• 

Marguerite  returned  the  salute  of  the  young  duke,  and 
as  she  bowed,  replied  in  the  same  tone,  "Noctupro  more** 
("  To-night  as  usual  *"). 

These  words,  uttered  softly,  were  so  lost  in  the  enormous 
collar  which  the  princess  wore  as  to  be  heard  only  by  the 
person  to  whom  they  were  addressed ;  but  brief  as  had 
been  the  conference,  it  doubtless  comprised  all  that  the 
young  couple  had  to  say,  —  for  after  this  exchange  of  two 
words  for  three,  they  separated.  Marguerite  more  thought- 
ful, and  the  duke  with  his  brow  less  clouded  than  when 
they  met  This  little  scene  took  place  apparently  without 
being  noticed  by  the  person  most  concerned ;  for  on  his 
side,  the  King  of  Navarre  had  eyes  but  for  one  individual 
among  those  whom  Marguerite  de  Yalois  had  around  her, 
and  that  was  the  lovely  Madame  de  Sauve. 

Charlotte  de  Beaune-Semblan9ay,  granddaughter  of  the 
unfortunate  Semblan^y,  and  wife  of  Simon  de  Fizes, 
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BtfOQ  de  S«ave»    muB   one  of  tbe  Lidics^ii-wiiiang  to 
Githeniie  de  M^dicis^  and  one  of  ihe  most  radoubtaLle 
auxiliaries  of  this  queen,  who  ponied  furtii  far  her  eoB- 
mies  philiecB  of  love  when  she  djued  not  |K»ar  out  fur 
tbem  Italian  poison.     Delicatelj  fiiiiv  and  hj  tnzna  spaik- 
ling  with  Tiyacity  or  langnishing  in  melancholj,  always 
nad J  for  love  or  intrigue,  —  the  two  great  oocnpsldcms 
vhich  for  fifty  yeats  employed  the  eooii  of  the  llmie 
aoeoeeding  kings, — a  woman  in  the  fall  seziBe  of  the 
void,  and  endowed  with  all  womanly  chazms,  ^um  the 
hlne  eye,  langnishing  or  beaming  fiie,  to  the  smaJl  azid 
finely-formed  feet,  restless  in  their  alippeca  of  Telret,  Ma- 
dame de  SauYe  had  already  for  some  moutba  OLyt^ria^ 
the  senses  of  the  King  of  Xavarre  —  then  gtHViTi^  Lis 
debml  as  loYer  as  well  as  politician  —  so  ooliipltJteO j  iissa 
Maigaerite  de  Yaloia,  a  magnificent  and  rojhl  bea.iLtT,  hstd 
not  even  excited  admiration  in  the  heart  of  her  t^pjuu: ; 
and  what  was  more  strange,  and  astonifch^bd  ertrj  oiitv 
STen  in  that  soul  so  full  of  darkness  and  niTKUsrr, — 
Catherine  de  Medicis,  while  she  prosecruted  her  yi'\\v^  'A 
union  between  her  daughter  and  the  Kiixg  of  Is^r^sr^ 
had  not  ceased  to  favor  almost  opeiJT  Lii  iizix'X3j  w:^u 
Madame    de    Sauve.      But    despite    this    p-/v*fTi\2  Kad, 
and  despite  the  easy   manners  of  tbe  ^^^^  tzjt  l-jrt^j 
Chariotte  had  hitherto  resisted;  and  tLis  r^i£la.iA'^  xiy 
heani-o^  incredible,  unprecedented,  eren  Vi»'JTt  XhiiSA  ih^ 
beauty  aud  wit  of  her  who  resisted,  Lftd  Ui^-^-iT'A  iii  Xufs 
heart  of  the  B^amais  a  passion  wLicb,  uxii^rac:  Jj*$d,  itbH 
recoOed  on  itself  and  had  destrojed  in  tLe  yjxizj'^  't.:y/% 
heart  ail  timidity,  pride,  and  eren  tLat  <a(7«:^*3i»*Zi*»t.  isul 
philosophy,  half  idleneai^  which  fonned  ihh  Imtui  *A  x,a. 
diancter. 

Madame  de  SauTO  had  been  only  a  few  XLlx-vt<*5t  ;x  t;>^ 
ball-room  ;  from  spite  or  grie^  she  ha.!  at  Ijist  tv^.v i ^j 
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on  not  being  preBent  at  her  nvhYs  triumph,  and  under  the 
pretext  of  an  indispoeition,  had  allowed  her  husband, 
who  had  been  for  five  yean  secretaiy  of  state,  to  go  alone 
to  the  Louvre.  But  when  Catherine  de  M^icis  saw  the 
baron  without  his  wife,  had  learned  the  oause  that  kept 
away  her  dear  Charlotte,  and  that  her  indisposition  was  but 
slight^  she  wrote  to  her  a  brief  summons,  which  the  young 
woman  had  instantly  obeyed.  Henri,  sad  as  he  had  at 
first  been  at  her  absence,  had  yet  breathed  more  freely 
when  he  saw  }L  de  Sauve  enter  alone ;  but  at  the  moment 
when,  not  expecting  her  appearance,  he  was  about  to  pay 
some  court  to  the  charming  creature  whom  he  was  con- 
demned, if  not  to  love,  at  least  to  treat  as  his  wife,  he 
saw  Madame  de  Bauve  arise,  as  it  were,  from  the  farther 
end  of  the  gallery.  He  was  nailed  to  the  place,  his  eyes 
listened  on  the  Circe  who  enthralled  him  as  if  by  magic 
chains,  and  instead  of  continuing  his  steps  towards  his  wife, 
by  a  movement  of  hesitation  which  betrayed  more  aston- 
ishment than  alarm,  he  advanced  to  meet  Madame  de  Sauve. 

The  courtiers,  seeing  the  King  of  Navarre,  whose  in- 
flammable heart  they  knew,  approach  the  beautiful  Char- 
lotte, had  not  the  courage  to  prevent  their  meeting,  but 
drew  aside  complaisantly ;  so  that  at  the  same  moment 
when  Marguerite  de  Yalois  and  M.  de  Guise  exchanged 
the  few  words  in  Latin  which  we  have  noted  above, 
Henri,  having  approached  Madame  de  Sauve,  began,  in  a 
French  very  intelligible,  although  flavored  with  a  Gascon 
accent,  a  conversation  much  less  mysterious. 

**  Ah,  my  dear ! "  he  said,  *'  you  have  then  come  at  the 
very  moment  when  they  assured  me  that  you  were  unwell, 
and  I  had  lost  all  hope  of  seeing  you  t " 

"Your  Majesty,"  replied  Madame  de  Sauve,  ''would 
perhaps  wish  me  to  believe  that  it  had  cost  you  something 
ti)  lose  this  hope  t " 
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"Sang  Diouf  I  belieye  it!"  leplied  the  Btemaia; 
'-  know  you  not  that  you  are  my  ami  by  day,  aad  my  star 
by  night  1  By  my  faith !  I  was  io  deepeat  darkjiesa  till 
you  appeared  and  illumined  all." 

"  Then,  Moneeigneur,  I  serve  you  a  veiy  ill  turn." 

"  What  mean  you,  my  dear  f  '^  inquired  HenrL 

''I  mean  that  he  who  is  master  of  the  handsomest 
woman  in  France  should  only  have  one  desire,  ^-^  that  the 
light  should  disappear  and  give  way  to  darkness  and  to 
happiness." 

"You  know,  cruel  one,  that  my  happiness  is  in  the 
hands  of  one  woman  only,  and  that  she  laughs  at  poor 
HenrL" 

"  Oh  I "  replied  the  baroness,  "  I  believed,  on  the  con- 
trary, that  it  was  this  person  who  was  the  sport  and  jest 
of  the  King  of  Navarre/' 

Henri  was  alarmed  by  this  unfriendly  manner,  although 
he  reflected  that  it  betrayed  jealousy,  and  that  jealousy  ia 
the  mask  of  love.  *'  By  my  faith,  dear  Charlotte,  you  re- 
proach me  very  unjustly,  and  I  do  not  comprehend  how 
so  lovely  a  mouth  can  be  so  crueL  Do  you  suppose,  then, 
that  it  is  I  who  marry  myself  t  No,  Mn^e^ain^^rw,  it  is 
not  I ! " 

"  It  is  I,  perhaps,"  said  the  baroness,  sharply. 

''With  your  lovely  eyes  have  you  not  seen  farther, 
Baroness  1  No^  no ;  it  is  not  Henri  de  Navaxre  who  weds 
Maiguerite  de  Valois.'' 

"  And  who  is  it,  then  1 " 

"  Why,  9ang  Diou  /  it  is  the  Befonned  religion  which 
marries  the  Pope ;  that 's  all." 

"  No,  no,  Monseigneur ;  I  am  not  to  be  deceived  by 
your  witticisms.  Tour  Majesty  loves  Madame  Marguerite. 
And  can  I  blame  you  1  Heaven  forbid  1  She  is  beautiful 
enough  to  be  adored." 
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Henri  reflected  for  a  moment,  and  as  he  reflected,  a 
meaning  smile  curled  the  comer  of  his  lipe. 

''Baroness/'  said  he,  "yon  have  no  right  to  seek  a 
quarrel  with  me.  What  have  you  done  to  prevent  me 
from  espousing  Madame  Marguerite?  Nothing.  On  the 
contraiy,  you  have  always  driven  me  to  despair." 

**  And  well  for  me  that  I  have,  Monseigneur !  "  replied 
Madame  de  Sauve. 

"  How  is  that  ? " 

"Certainly,  since  to-day  you  wed  another." 

"  Ah !  I  many  her  because  you  do  not  love  me." 

"If  I  loved  you,  Sire,  it  would  be  fatal  to  me  in 
another  hour." 

"  In  another  hour  I  What  do  you  mean  t  And  of 
what  death  would  you  diet" 

"  Of  jealousy  !  for  in  an  hour  from  now  the  Queen  of 
Navarre  will  send  away  her  women,  and  your  Majesty 
your  gentlemen." 

"  Is  that  really  the  thought  that  occupies  your  mind, 
my  dear?" 

"  I  do  not  say  so.  I  only  say  that  if  I  loved  you  it 
would  occupy  my  mind  most  tormentingly." 

"  Well ! "  cried  Henri,  full  of  delight  on  hearing  that 
avowal,  the  first  that  he  had  received,  "  if  the  King  of  Na- 
varre should  not  send  away  his  gentlemen  this  evening  ?  " 

"  Sire,"  replied  Madame  de  Sauve,  looking  at  the  king 
with  astonishment  for  once  unfeigned,  "you  say  things 
impossible  and  incredible." 

"  What  must  I  do  to  make  you  believe  them  1 " 

"  Give  me  a  proof;  and  that  proof  you  cannot  give  me." 

"  Yes,  Baroness,  yes !  By  Saint  Henri,  I  will  give  it 
you !  "  exclaimed  the  king,  gazing  amorously  on  her. 

"  Oh,  your  Majesty !  "  murmured  the  lovely  Charlotte, 
with  downcast  eyes,  "  I  do  not  comprehend.     No ;  it  is 
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impossible  that  yon  should  turn  away  from  the  happiness 
that  awaits  you.'* 

''  There  are  four  Henris  in  this  hall^  my  adorable  I "  re- 
plied the  king,  —  "  Henri  de  France,  Henri  de  Cond^,  Henri 
de  Guise ;  but  there  is  only  one  Henri  de  Navarre." 

"  Weill  *• 

"Well;  if  this  Henri  de  Navarre  is  with  you  all 
night  —  " 

"All  night!" 

"  Tee ;  then  you  will  be  certain  that  he  is  not  with 
any  other." 

"  Ah  I  if  you  do  that.  Sire/'  said  Madame  de  Sauve. 

"  On  the  honor  of  a  gentleman,  I  will  do  it ! " 

Madame  de  Sauve  raised  her  beaming  and  love-promis- 
ing eyes  and  smiled  at  the  king,  whose  heart  was  filled 
with  intoxicating  delight. 

"  And  then,"  said  Henri,  "  what  will  you  say  1" 

"I  will  say,"  replied  Charlotte,  "that  your  Majesty 
really  loves  me." 

"  Ventre-sairUrgria !  then  you  shall  say  it." 

"But  how  can  it  be  managed?"  murmured  Madame 
de  Sauve. 

"Oh^  pardieul  Baroness,  have  you  not  about  you 
some  waiting-woman  whom  you  can  trust?" 

"  Tes,  Dariole  is  devoted  to  me." 

^Sang  Dum!  then  say  to  her  that  I  will  make  her 
fortune  when  I  am  King  of  France,  as  the  astrologers 
prophesy." 

Charlotte  smiled,  for  even  at  this  period  the  Gascon 
reputation  of  the  B^rnais  was  already  established  with 
respect  to  his  promises. 

"  Well,  then,  what  do  you  desire  of  Dariole  1 " 

"  Little  for  her,  a  great  deal  for  me.  Tour  appartemeiU 
is  over  mine?" 
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"  Yes." 

"  Let  her  vrait  behind  the  door.  I  will  strike  three 
blows  gently ;  she  will  open,  and  you  will  have  the  proof 
I  offer  you." 

Madame  de  Sanve  kept  silence  for  seyeral  seconds;  and 
then^  as  if  she  had  looked  around  her  to  observe  if  she 
were  overheard,  she  futened  her  gaze  for  a  moment  on 
the  group  which  surrounded  the  queen-mother.  Brief  as 
the  moment  was,  it  was  sufficient  for  Catherine  and  hev 
lady-in-waitihg  to  exchange  a  look. 

''Oh,  if  I  were  inclined/'  said  Madame  de  Sauve,  in 
the  tone  of  a  siren,  which  would  have  melted  the  wax  in 
Ulysses'  ears,  -—  'Mf  I  were  inclined  to  make  your  Majesty 
tell  a  falsehood-^" 

"  My  darling,  try  ! " 

"  Ah,  upon  my  soul  I  I  confess  I  am  tempted  to  do  so.** 

"  Allow  yourself  to  yield ;  women  are  never  so  strong 
as  after  their  defeat" 

"  Sire,  I  hold  you  to  your  promise  for  Dariole,  when 
you  shall  be  King  of  France." 

Henri  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy. 

It  was  at  the  precise  moment  when  the  cry  escaped  the 
lips  of  the  B^amais  that  the  Queen  of  Navarre  replied  to 
the  Due  de  Guise,  **  iTocfw  pro  nu>re.'* 

Then  Henri  withdrew  from  Madame  de  Sauve  as  happy 
as  the  Due  de  Quiae  when  he  went  from  Marguerite  de 
Valoia 

An  hour  after  the  double  scene  we  have  just  related. 
King  Charles  and  the  queen-mother  also  retired  to  their 
apartments.  Almost  immediately  the  apartments  began 
to  empty;  in  the  galleries  the  bases  of  the  marble  columns 
were  exposed  to  view.  The  admiral  and  the  Prince  de 
Cond^  were  escorted  home  by  four  hundred  Huguenot 
gentlemen   through    the    middle  of   the   crowd,   which 
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CHAPTER  IL 

THE  QUEEN  OF  NAYABBE's  GHAMBEB. 

The  Due  de  Guise  escorted  his  sister-in-law,  the  Duchesse 
de  Nevers,  to  his  house  in  the  Rue  du  Ohaumey  and  then 
proceeded  to  his  own  apartments  to  change  his  dress,  put 
on  a  night  cloak,  and  arm  himself  with  one  of  those  short 
and  sharp  poniards  which  were  called  ^^foi  de  gentUr 
Komme!*  and  were  worn  without  swords ;  but  at  the  mo- 
ment when  he  took  it  off  the  table  on  which  it  was  placed, 
he  perceived  a  small  billet  between  the  blade  and  the 
scabbard.     He  opened  it  and  read  as  follows :  -~ 

'^  I  hope  that  M.  de  Quise  will  not  return  to  the  Louvre  to- 
night; or  if  he  does,  that  he  will  at  least  take  the  precaution 
to  provide  himself  with  a  good  ooat-of-mail  and  a  proved 
sword.** 

"Ah,  ah!"  said  the  duke,  turning  to  his  vdUt  de 
ckamhre,  "this  is  a  singular  warning,  Mattre  Robin; 
have  the  kindness  to  tell  me  who  have  been  here  in  my 
absence.'' 

"  One  only,  Monseigneur." 

"  Who  1  *' 

"  M.  du  Gast.** 

"  Ah,  ah  I  In  fact,  I  thought  I  recognized  his  writing. 
Tou  are  sure  Gast  has  been  here  1    You  have  seen  him  9 " 

"I  have  done  more,  Monseigneur,  I  have  spoken  to 
him." 

"Good;  then  I  will  follow  the  advioeu  My  jacket 
and  my  sword  I " 
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Tbe  9aUi  de  dkawArey  aecartamed  to  these  dmigBB  of 
eoBtome,  broog^  both.  The  duke  pnt  on  his  jacket, 
which  VIS  made  of  zinga  of  afceel  ao  fine  that  it  waa 
acaroely  thicker  than  Teivd ;  he  then  put  on  a  doaLlet  of 
gimy  and  aflTei;  his  fJAToiite  colon,  drew  on  long  booU 
reaching  to  hia  thighs,  pot  upon  his  head  a  black  Tclyet 
cap,  without  feather  or  jewels,  cnreloped  himaelf  in  a 
doak  of  daik  color,  plaeed  a  dagger  in  his  belt^  and  giring 
his  sword  to  a  page,  the  onlj  stteDdast  he  allowed  tn 
aeoompan J  him,  be  stazted  for  the  Lonrxeu  As  he  stepped 
upon  the  threshold  of  the  hooae,  the  watchman  of  9L 
Gennain  rAax«9Tois  called  tbe  boar  of  one.  Late  as  it 
was,  and  unsafe  as  were  tbe  streets  at  tliat  period,  no 
scademt  happened  to  the  adTentnToos  prince,  and  be  ar- 
rired  safely  before  the  colossal  pile  of  tbe  old  Ixrafie, 
whoae  lighta  were  all  extingaisbed,  and  wbicb  at  tbat 
hoar  arose  fonnidable  in  its  sflenoe  and  dazkneas. 

In  front  of  the  rojal  chiteaa  was  a  deep  fosse,  looking 
into  which  were  the  chaabets  of  most  of  tbe  princes  wbo 
inhabited  the  palace.  Margoerite's  appartememi  was  on  tbe 
fiat  flooTy  and,  easil  j  accessible  hot  for  tbe  fosse,  was,  in 
fOBaeqiwnfw  of  the  depth  to  wbicb  tbat  was  eat,  thirtj 
feet  from  the  bottom  of  the  walL  and  coDseaoentlT  out  of 
the  reach  of  robben  or  lorvn ;  bat  nerertbekssi  tbe  Doe 
de  Gnise  approached  it  witboot  hesitatkni. 

At  the  asme  moment  was  heard  the  sotse  of  a  win- 
dow  which  opened  on  the  groand^ooc  The  window  was 
grated ;  hot  a  hand  appeared,  lifted  oot  ooe  of  tbe  bars, 
loosened  beforehand,  and  dropped  frmn  it  a  sOken  conL 

"  Is  thai  joo,  Gilloone  t "    said  tbe  duke,  in  a  low 
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"  Awaitd  you." 

"  'T  ia  weU." 

Hereupon  the  duke  made  a  signal  to  his  page,  who, 
opening  his  cloak,  took  out  a  small  rope-ladder.  The 
prince  attached  one  end  to  the  silk  cord,  and  Gillonne, 
drawing  it  up,  made  it  fSEist ;  and  the  prince,  after  having 
buckled  his  sword  to  his  belt,  ascended  without  accident. 
When  he  entered,  the  bar  was  replaced  and  the  window 
closed,  while  the  page,  having  seen  his  master  quietly 
enter  the  Louvre,  to  the  windows  of  which  he  had  accom- 
panied him  twenty  times  in  the  same  way,  laid  himself 
down  in  his  cloak  on  the  grass  of  the  fosse,  and  beneath 
the  shadow  of  the  walL  The  night  was  dark ;  and  several 
large  rain-spots  fell  from  the  heavy  clouds  changed  with 
electric  fluid 

The  Due  de  Guise  followed  his  conductress,  who  was  no 
other  than  the  daughter  of  Jacques  de  Matignon,  Marshal 
of  France.  She  was  the  confidante  of  Marguerite,  who  kept 
no  secret  from  her ;  and  it  was  said  that  among  the  number 
of  mysteries  intrusted  to  her  incorruptible  fidelity,  there 
were  some  so  terrible  as  to  compel  her  to  keep  the  rest. 

There  was  no  light  left  either  in  the  lower  chamber  or 
in  the  corridor,  only  from  time  to  time  a  livid  glare  illu- 
minated the  dark  apartments  with  a  vivid  flash,  which 
instantly  disappeared.  The  duke,  still  guided  by  his  con* 
ductress,  who  held  his  hand,  reached  a  spiral  staircase 
formed  in  the  thickness  of  the  wall,  and  which  opened 
by  a  secret  and  invisible  door  into  the  antechamber  of 
Marguerite's  appatiement.  In  this  antechamber,  which 
was  entirely  dark,  Gillonne  stopped. 

**  Have  you  brought  what  the  queen  requested  Y  **  she 
inquired  in  a  low  voice. 

*'  Tes,"  replied  the  Duo  de  Guise ;  **  but  I  will  only 
give  it  to  her  Majesty  in  person." 
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tion  will  never  die !  No,  no,  Duke ;  you  may  keep  the 
letters  of  your  Maigueiite,  and  the  casket  ehe  has  given 
you.  From  these  letters  she  asks  but  one,  and  that  only 
because  it  is  as  dangerous  for  you  as  for  hersel£" 

**  They  are  all  at  your  disposal,"  said  the  duke ;  **  select^ 
then,  among  them  the  one  you  wish  to  destroy." 

Marguerite  searched  anxiously  in  the  open  casket,  and 
with  a  tremulous  hand  took,  one  after  the  other,  a  dozen 
letters,  of  which  she  examined  the  addresses  only,  as  if 
by  the  inspection  alone  of  these  she  could  recall  to  her 
memory  what  the  letters  themselves  contained ;  but  after 
a  close  scrutiny,  she  looked  at  the  duke,  pale  and 
agitated.  ''Monsieur/'  she  said,  "what  I  seek  is  not 
here.     Have  you  lost  it  by  any  accident)'* 

"  What  letter  do  you  seek,  Madame  ? " 

"That  one  in  which  I  told  you  to  marry  without 
delay." 

"  As  an  excuse  for  your  infidelity  f " 

Marguerite  shrugged  her  shoulders.  "  No ;  but  to  save 
your  life.  That  one  in  which  I  say  to  you  that  the  king, 
seeing  our  love  and  my  exertions  to  break  off  your  pro- 
posed espousals  with  the  Infanta  of  Portugal,  had  sent  for 
his  brother,  the  bastard  of  Angoul^me,  and  said  to  him, 
pointing  to  two  swords,  *  With  this  slay  Henri  de  Guise 
this  night,  or  with  the  other  I  will  slay  thee  in  the  morn- 
ing.'    Where  is  that  letter  ? " 

**  Here,"  said  the  duke,  drawing  it  from  his  breast 

Marguerite  snatched  it  from  his  hands,  opened  it  anx- 
iously, assured  herself  that  it  was  really  that  which  she 
desired,  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joy,  and  applied  to  it 
the  lighted  candle.  The  flames  instantly  consumed  the 
paper;  then,  as  if  Marguerite  feared  that  her  imprudent 
words  might  be  read  in  the  very  ashe%  she  trampled  them 
underfoot 


THE  QUXEN  OF  NAVABB£>8  CHAMBER.     23 

Dnring  all  this  feyerish  action,  the  Due  de  Ouiae  had 
matched  hia  miatroaa  attentively. 

'^  Welly  Ifargaerite,"  he  said,  when  she  had  finiBhed, 
"are  yon  aatiafied  nowt" 

**  Tea,  for  now  that  you  have  wedded  the  Princesae  de 
Porciau,  my  brother  will  forgive  me  yonr  love ;  while  he 
never  would  have  pardoned  me  for  revealing  a  secret  anch 
as  that  which  in  my  weakness  for  you  I  had  not  the 
strength  to  conceal  from  yon." 

^  Trae,"  replied  Qaise ;  "  then  you  loved  me." 

~  And  I  love  you  still,  Henri,  as  much  —  more  than 
ever!* 

"Your' 

'^YeSy  I;  for  never  more  than  at  this  moment  did  I 
need  a  sincere  and  devoted  friend  Queen,  I  have  no 
throne;  wife,  I  have  no  husband!" 

The  young  prince  shook  his  head  sorrowfully. 

**  I  tell  you,  I  repeat  to  you,  Henri,  that  my  husband 
not  only  does  not  love  me,  but  hates  —  despises  me ;  in- 
deed, it  seems  to  me  that  your  presence  in  the  chamber  in 
which  he  ought  to  be  is  proof  of  this  hatred,  this  contempt." 

'^  It  is  not  yet  late,  Madame,  and  the  King  of  Navarre 
requires  time  to  dismiss  his  gentlemen ;  if  he  has  not 
already  come,  he  will  come  soon«" 

''And  I  tell  you,"  cried  Marguerite,  with  increasing 
vexation,  — "I  tell  you  that  he  will  not  come!" 

<< Madame!"  exclaimed  Gillonne,  suddenly  entering, 
"  the  King  of  Navarre  is  just  leaving  his  apartments  1 " 

**  Oh,  I  knew  he  would  come  1 "  exclaimed  the  Due  de 
Guise. 

**  Henri,"  said  Marguerite,  in  a  quick  tone,  and  seizing 
the  duke*s  hand,  —  **  Henri,  you  shall  see  if  I  am  a 
woman  of  my  word,  and  if  I  may  be  relied  on.  Henri, 
enter  that  doaef 
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'*  Madame,  allow  me  to  go  while  there  is  yet  tune,  for 
reflect  that  the  firat  mark  of  love  you  bestow  on  him,  I 
shall  quit  the  cabinet,  and  then  woe  to  him  I " 

**  Are  you  mad  f  Go  in  —  go  in,  I  say,  and  I  will  be 
responsible  for  all; "  and  she  pushed  the  duke  into  the 
closet. 

It  was  time.  The  door  was  scarcely  closed  behind  the 
prince  when  the  King  of  Navarre,  escorted  by  two  pages, 
who  carried  eight  torches  of  yellow  wax  in  two  candelabra, 
appeared,  smiling,  on  the  threshold  of  the  chamber.  Mar- 
guerite concealed  her  trouble,  and  made  a  low  bow. 

"  Tou  are  not  yet  in  bed,  Madame,"  observed  the  B^ar- 
nais,  with  his  frank  and  joyous  look.  ''Were  you  by 
chance  waiting  for  me?" 

''No,  Monsieur,"  replied  Marguerite;  "for  yesterday 
you  repeated  to  me  that  our  marriage  was  a  political 
alliance,  and  that  you  would  never  thwart  my  wishes." 

"  Assuredly ;  but  that  is  no  reason  why  we  should  not 
confer  a  little  together.  Oillonne,  close  the  door,  and 
leave  us." 

Marguerite,  who  was  sitting,  then  rose  and  extended 
her  hand,  as  if  to  desire  the  pages  to  remain. 

"  Must  I  call  your  women  1  **  inquired  the  king.  "  I  will 
do  so  if  such  be  your  desire,  although  I  confess  that  for 
what  I  have  to  say  to  you  I  should  prefer  our  being  alone ;" 
and  the  King  of  Navarre  advanced  towards  the  closet. 

"  No ! "  exclaimed  Marguerite,  hastily  going  before  him, 
—  "  no  1  there  is  no  occasion  for  that ;  I  am  ready  to  hear 
you." 

The  B^amais  had  learned  what  he  desired  to  know ;  he 
threw  a  rapid  and  penetrating  glance  towards  the  cabinet, 
as  if  in  spite  of  the  thick  curtain  which  hung  before  it, 
he  would  dive  into  its  obscurity,  and  then,  turning  his 
looks  to  his  lovely  wife,  pale  with  terror,  he  said  with  the 
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ntmoat  compooure,  "  Id  that  case,  Madame,  let  us  confer 
tar  a  few  momente." 

"  Aa  7<mx  Majesty  pleases,"  said  the  yoimg  wife,  &lIiDg 
into,  ntber  than  Bitting  upon  the  eeat  which  hei  hoaband 
pointed  oat  to  her. 

The  B&mais  placed  himself  bedde  her.  "  Madame," 
be  continued,  "whatever  many  persons  ma;  have  said, 
I  think  onr  marrii^  is  a  good  mamsge.  I  stand  well 
with  70a ;  7on  stand  well  with  me." 

**  Bat  —  "  said  Margnerita,  alarmed. 

"  Conseqnently,  we  ought,"  observed  the  King  of  Na- 
varre, without  seeming  to  notice  Margaerite's  hesitation, 
"  to  act  towards  each  other  like  good  allies,  since  we  have 
to-day  sworn  alliance  in  the  presence  of  God.  Don't  yon 
think  ao I" 

"  Unqaestionably,  Monsiear." 

"  I  know,  Madame,  how  great  yooi  penetration  is ;  I 
know  how  the  ground  at  court  is  intersected  with  danger- 
OQS  abyssea.  Now,  I  am  young,  and  although  I  never 
injored  any  one,  I  have  a  great  many  enemies.  In  which 
camp,  iladame,  ought  I  to  range  her  who  beats  my  name, 
asd  who  has  vowed  her  affection  to  me  at  the  foot  of  the 
altar  I" 

"  Honsienr,  conld  you  think  —  " 

"  I  think  nothing,  Madame ;  I  hope,  and  I  am  anxious 
to  know  tliat  my  hope  b  wdl  founded.  It  is  quite  certain 
that  OUT  marriage  is  menly  a  pretext  or  a  snare." 

Uarguerits  started,  for  perhaps  the  same  thought  had 
oceomd  to  her  own  mind. 

"  Now,  then,  which  of  the  two  t "  continued  Henri  de 
Navarre.  "  The  king  hates  me ;  the  Due  d'Anjou  hates 
me ;  tiie  Dae  d'Alenjon  hates  me ;  Catherine  de  M^icis 
hated  my  mother  too  much  not  to  hate  me." 

**  Ob,  Mcmnetti,  what  an  yon  saying  1 " 
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"  The  trathy  Madame,"  replied  the  king ;  **  and  I  wish, 
in  order  that  it  may  not  be  supposed  that  I  am  dnped 
concerning  the  assassination  of  M.  de  Mouy  and  the  poi- 
soning of  my  mother,  that  some  one  were  here  who  could 
hear  me.*' 

**  Oh,  Monsieur,"  replied  Marguerite,  with  an  air  as 
calm  and  smiling  as  she  could  assume,  "  you  know  very 
well  that  there  is  no  one  here  but  you  and  myself." 

"  It  is  for  that  very  reason  that  I  thus  give  vent  to  my 
thoughts ;  this  it  is  that  emboldens  me  to  declare  that  I 
am  not  duped  by  the  caresses  showered  on  me  by  the 
house  of  France  or  by  those  of  the  house  of  Lorraine." 

"  Sire  I  Sire  I "  exclaimed  Marguerite. 

"  Well,  what  is  it,  my  dear  f "  inquired  Henri,  smiling. 

**  Why,  Monsieur,  such  remarks  as  these  are  extremely 
dangerous." 

"  Not  when  we  are  alone,"  observed  the  king.  **  I  was 
saying  —  " 

Marguerite  was  evidently  distressed ;  she  desired  to  stop 
every  word  upon  the  lips  of  the  king,  but  he  continued 
with  his  apparent  simplicity,  **  I  was  saying  that  I  am 
menaced  on  all  sides,  — •  menaced  by  the  king,  menaced  by 
the  Due  d'Alengon,  menaced  by  the  Due  d'Anjou,  menaced 
by  the  queen-mother,  menaced  by  the  Due  de  Guise,  by 
the  Due  de  Mayenne,  by  the  Cardinal  de  Lorraine,  men- 
aced, in  fact,  by  everybody.  One  feels  that  instinctively, 
as  you  know,  Madame.  Well,  against  all  these  menacesi 
which  must  soon  become  attacks,  I  can  defend  myself  by 
your  aid,  for  you  are  beloved  by  all  the  persons  who  detest 
me." 

"11"  said  Marguerite. 

"  Yes,  you,"  repb'ed  Henri,  with  easy  frankness  of  man- 
ner, —  *'  yes,  you  are  beloved  by  Eling  Charles ;  yon  are 
beloved  [he  laid  strong  emphasis  on  the  word]  by  the 
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Due  d'Alen^on ;  you  aie  beloved  by  Queen  Catherine ; 
and  you  are  beloved  by  the  Duo  de  Guise." 

"  Monsieur  I  ^  murmured  Marguerite. 

"  Well  I  what  is  there  astonishing  in  the  £Btct  that  all 
the  world  loves  yout  AU  I  have  mentioned  are  your 
brothers  or  relatives.  To  love  one's  brothers  and  relatives 
is  to  live  according  to  the  heart  of  God.** 

''  But  what,  then/'  asked  Marguerite,  distressed,  — 
"  what  would  you  have  1 " 

"  I  would  say  that  if  you  will  —  I  will  not  ask  you  to 
love  me  —  but  if  you  will  be  my  ally,  I  can  brave  every- 
thing ;  while  on  the  other  hand,  if  you  become  my  enemy, 
I  am  lost." 

"  Oh,  your  enemy !  never,  Monsieur  1 "  exclaimed 
Marguerite. 

"  And  my  love  —  never  either  1 " 

"  Perhaps  —  " 

"  And  my  ally  1 " 

"  Certainly.'^  And  Marguerite  turned  round  and  pre- 
sented her  hand  to  the  king. 

Henri  took  the  proffered  hand,  kissed  it  gallantly,  and 
retaining  it  in  his  own,  more  from  a  desire  of  investiga- 
tion than  from  any  sentiment  of  tenderness,  said,  ''  Well, 
Madame,  I  believe  you,  and  accept  the  alliance.  They 
married  us  without  our  knowing  each  other,  without 
our  loving  each  other ;  they  married  us  without  consult- 
ing us  —  us  whom  they  united.  We  therefore  owe  noth- 
ing to  each  other  as  man  and  wife.  Tou  see,  Madame, 
that  I  anticipate  yoni  wishes,  and  that  I  confirm  to  you 
to-night  what  I  told  you  yesterday.  But  we  ally  ourselves 
freely  and  without  any  compulsion.  We  ally  ourselves 
as  two  loyal  hearts  who  owe  each  other  mutual  protec- 
tion should  ally  themselves.  Do  you  so  understand  the 
matter  %  '^ 
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**  Tea,  Monsieur,"  said  Marguerite,  endeayoring  to 
withdraw  her  hand 

''  Well,  then/'  continued  the  B^mais,  with  his  eyes 
fixed  on  the  cabinet^  ''  as  the  first  proof  of  a  frank  alliance 
is  the  most  perfect  confidence,  I  will  now,  Madame^  relate 
to  you  in  all  its  details  the  plan  I  have  fonned,  in  order 
that  we  may  victoriously  meet  and  overcome  all  these 
enemies." 

<<  Monsieur ! "  said  Marguerite,  turning  her  eyes  towards 
the  closet^  while  the  B<^amais,  seeing  his  trick  succeed, 
laughed  in  his  sleeve. 

**  This  is  what  I  mean  to  do/'  he  continued,  without 
appearing  to  remark  the  uneasiness  of  his  young  wife ; 
"  I  intend  —  " 

**  Monsieur,"  said  Marguerite,  rising  hastily,  and  seizing 
the  king's  arm,  "allow  me  a  little  air;  my  emotion  — 
the  heat  —  I  am  stifling."  And,  in  truth,  she  was  as  pale 
and  trembling  as  if  she  was  about  to  fall  on  the  carpet. 

Henri  went  straight  to  a  window  at  some  distance  and 
opened  it.  This  window  looked  on  the  river.  Marguerite 
followed  him.  "  Silence,  Sire  I  silence,  for  pity's  sake  1 " 
she  murmured. 

"  What,  Madame  1 "  said  the  B^amais,  with  his  peculiar 
smile, ''  did  you  not  say  we  were  alone  1  ** 

*'  Yes,  Monsieur ;  but  have  you  not  heard  me  say  that 
by  the  aid  of  a  tube  introduced  into  the  ceiling  or  the 
wall  everything  could  be  heard  1" 

"  Well,  Madame,  well,"  said  the  B^amais,  earnestly,  and 
in  a  low  voice,  "  it  is  true  you  do  not  love  me ;  but  you 
are  at  least  an  honorable  woman." 

"  What  do  you  mean.  Monsieur  1 " 

"  I  mean  that  if  you  were  capable  of  betraying  me  yoa 
would  have  allowed  me  to  continue,  as  I  might  have  be- 
trayed myselt    You  stopped  me.     I  now  know  that  some 
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that  I  asked  the  baroness  for  this  rendezvous ;  but  as  my 
word  is  pledged,  and  Dariole  awaits  me,  no  matter.  She 
will  not  be  so  attractive,  I  fear,  since  in  going  to  her  I 
have  passed  through  my  wife's  bedchamber;  for  fferUre- 
saifU-gris  /  this  Margot,  as  my  brother-in-law.  King 
Charles,  caUs  her,  is  an  adorable  creature."  And 
with  a  step  which  betrayed  a  alight  hesitation,  Henri  de 
Navarre  ascended  the  staircase  which  led  to  Madame 
de  Sauve's  apartments. 

Marguerite  had  followed  him  with  her  eyes  until  he 
disappeared.  Then  she  returned  to  her  chamber,  and 
found  the  duke  at  the  door  of  the  cabinet.  The  sight 
almost  touched  her  with  remorse. 

The  duke  was  grave ;  and  his  knitted  brow  bespoke 
bitter  reflection.  ''  Marguerite  is  neutral  to^y,"  he  said ; 
**  Marguerite  will  be  hostile  in  a  week." 

**  Ah  1  you  have  been  listening  f  "  said  Marguerite. 

"  What  else  could  I  do  in  the  cabinet  f  " 

**  And  did  you  find  that  I  behaved  otherwise  than  the 
Queen  of  Navarre  should  behave  f " 

**  No ;  but  diffezently  from  the  way  in  which  the  mis- 
tress of  the  Due  de  Guise  should  behave." 

"  Monsieur/'  replied  the  queen,  "  I  may  not  love  my 
husband ;  but  no  one  has  the  right  to  require  me  to  betray 
him.  Would  you  yourself  reveal  the  secrets  of  the  Prin- 
cesse  de  Porcian,  your  wife  1 " 

"  Gome,  come,  Madame,"  answered  the  duke,  shaking 
his  head,  ''  this  is  very  well ;  I  see  that  you  do  not  love 
me  as  in  those  days  when  you  disclosed  to  me  the  plot  of 
the  king  againrt  me  and  my  party." 

''The  king  was  strong  and  you  were  weak;  Henri  is 
weak  and  you  are  strong.  You  see  I  play  a  consistent 
part" 

"  Only  you  pass  from  one  camp  to  another." 
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"^TLat  vaa  a  right  I  acquired,  Mo2miear,  in  saving 
TOOT  life.* 

'^  Good,  Madame ;  and  as  when  loTers  sepante,  they 
retnm  all  the  gifts  that  have  passed  between  them,  I  will, 
if  the  occasion  presents  itself,  save  your  life  in  my  turn, 
aad  ve  shall  be  quits."  And  bowing  politely,  the  duke 
kft  the  toom,  nor  did  Marguerite  attempt  to  retain  him. 
In  the  antechamber  he  found  Gillonne,  who  guided  him 
to  the  window  on  the  ground-floor,  and  in  the  fosse  he 
found  his  page,  with  whom  he  returned  to  the  Hdtel 
de  Goise. 

Maignerite  went  to  the  opened  window.  ''What  a 
Bunage-night !  **  she  murmured  to  herself;  '' the  husband 
flifls,  the  lover  forsakes  me  ! "  She  shut  the  window,  and 
called  Gillonne  to  help  her  to  undress  and  retire  to  bed« 
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CHAPTER   III. 

THE  POET-KINO. 

The  morrow  and  the  following  days  were  passed  in  a  sno- 
cession  of  balls,  tournaments,  and  banquets.  The  same 
union  continued  to  be  exhibited  between  the  two  parties. 
Attentions  and  caresses  were  lavishly  bestowed  on  the 
leading  Huguenots.  The  king  seemed  to  have  laid  aside 
his  usual  melancholy,  and  the  queen-mother  was  so  occu- 
pied with  embroidery,  ornaments,  and  plumes  that  she 
could  not  sleep. 

The  Huguenots,  in  some  measure  appeased  by  that  new 
Capua,  began  to  assume  silken  doublets,  wear  devices,  and 
parade  before  certain  balconies,  as  if  they  were  Catholics. 
On  every  side  the  reaction  in  &vor  of  the  Protestants  was 
so  great  that  it  seemed  as  if  the  court  were  about  to  be- 
come Protestant  itselfl  Even  the  admiral,  in  spite  of  his 
discernment,  was  deceived,  and  was  so  carried  away  that 
one  evening  he  forgot  for  two  whole  hours  to  chew  his 
toothpick,  — an  occupation  to  which  he  usually  abandoned 
himself  from  two  o'clock,  when  he  finished  his  dinner, 
until  eight  o'clock  at  night,  when  he  sat  down  to  supper. 

The  evening  on  which  the  admiral  thus  deviated  ^m 
his  usual  habit,  King  Charles  IX.  had  invited  Henri  de 
Navarre  and  the  Due  de  Guise  to  sup  with  him.  After  the 
repast  he  went  into  his  chamber,  and  was  busily  explain- 
ing to  them  the  mechanism  of  a  wolf-trap  he  had  invented, 
when,  interrupting  himself,  "  The  admiral  does  not  come 
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tonight,*  8ud  he;  *^wh0  has  men  him  knlayi  and  can 
tell  me  anything  ahoat  himt** 

**  I  have,''  said  the  King  of  Nayarre ;  "  and  should 
jour  Majesty  be  anxious  about  his  health,  I  can  reastuie 
you,  for  I  saw  him  this  momiiig  at  six,  and  this  evening 
at  seven  o'clock." 

''Ah,  ah  ! "  replied  the  king,  whose  eyes  were  instantly 
fixed  with  a  searching  expression  on  his  brothe^iu-law ; 
"  fw  a  newly-married  man,  Henriot,  you  are  very  early.** 

**  Yes,  Sire,"  answered  the  King  of  Navarre ;  '*  I  wished 
to  inquire  of  the  admiral,  who  knows  everything,  whether 
some  gentlemen  I  expect  are  on  their  way  hither/* 

**  More  gentlemen  !  why,  you  had  eight  hundred  on  the 
day  of  your  wedding,  and  new  ones  join  you  every  day. 
You  are  surely  not  going  to  invade  us  Y"  said  Charles  IX.| 
smUing. 

The  Due  de  Guise  frowned. 

^  Sire/'  returned  the  B^amais,  '*  a  war  with  Flanders  is 
^K>ken  of;  and  I  am  collecting  round  me  all  those  gentle- 
men of  my  country  who  I  think  can  be  useful  to  your 
Majesty." 

The  duke,  calling  to  mind  the  project  of  which  Henri 
had  spoken  to  Marguerite  the  day  of  their  marriage,  lis- 
tened more  attentively. 

**  Well,  well,"  replied  the  king,  with  his  sinister  smile, 
''the  more  the  better;  let  them  all  come.  But  who  aie 
these  gentlemen.    Brave  ones,  I  trust  f" 

"  I  know  not,  Sire,  if  my  gentlemen  will  ever  equal 
those  of  your  Majesty,  of  the  Due  d'Anjou,  or  of  the  Due 
ds  Guise ;  but  I  know  that  they  will  do  their  besf 

"  Do  you  expect  many  t " 

"Ten  or  twelve,  perhaps." 

"What  are  their  namest" 

"  Site,  I  cannot  at  this  moment  call  any  of  them  to 
vol-  L  —  a 
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xnisd,  with  the  exoaption  of  one  whom  T^ligny  vecom- 
luends  to  me  as  a  most  aocoinplished  gentleman,  and 
whose  naoie  is  La  Moie.^' 

**  La  Mok  I "  said  the  king,  who  was  well  acquainted 
with  the  genealogy  of  all  the  nohle  fiunilies  of  France  ; 
"is  he  not  a  Lerac  de  la  Mole,  a  Provencal?" 

'^ Exactly  so,  Sire;  you  see,  I  recruit  even  in 
Provence." 

**  And  I,"  added  the  Due  de  Guise,  with  a  sarcastic 
unile,  '*  go  still  &rther  than  the  King  of  Navarre,  for  I 
seek  even  in  Piedmont  all  the  hrave  Catholics  I  can 
find." 

'<  Catholic  or  Huguenot,"  interrupted  the  king, ''  it  little 
Blatters  to  me,  so  they  are  hrave." 

The  expression  of  the  king's  fELce  while  he  uttered  these 
words,  which  thus  united  Catholics  and  Huguenots  in  his 
thoughts,  was  so  full  of  indifference  that  the  duke  himself 
was  surprised. 

*'  Your  Majesty  is  talking  of  the  Flemings  1 "  said  the 
admiral,  to  whom  Charles  had  some  days  previously  ac- 
corded the  privilege  of  entering  without  being  announced, 
and  who  had  overheard  the  king's  last  words. 

"  Ah  !  here  is  my  father,  the  admiral !  '^  cried  Charles, 
opening  his  arms.  ''We  were  speaking  of  battles,  of 
gentlemen,  of  brave  men — and  he  comes.  It  is  like 
the  loadstone  that  attracts  the  iron.  My  brother-in-law 
of  Navarre  and  my  cousin  of  Guise  expect  reinforce- 
ments for  your  army.  That  was  the  subject  of  our 
conversation." 

**  And  these  reinforcements  are  approaching,"  said  the 
admiral 

"Have  you  any  intelligence  of  them,  Monsieur Y" 
asked  the  B^mais. 

**  Yes,  my  son,  and  particularly  of  M.  de  la  Mole ;  he 
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was  aft  Oddaaa  yutadaj,  and  wiQ  be  m  FHia  U>-mottoiw 

or  the  daj  after.** 

**  The  deTil !  Toa  moBt  be  a  aoreerar,  MofUMor  the 
Admiial,*  said  the  Dae  de  Goiae^  ''to  know  what  is  pass- 
ing  at  thirty  or  fortj  leagues'  dislaiiee.  For  my  part,  I 
shoiild  like  to  know  with  as  much  certainty  wh^  will 
happen,  or  what  has  happened  at  Orleans." 

Coligny  remained  nnmoved  by  this  speech,  which  eri- 
deotly  alluded  to  Uie  death  of  Fian^is  de  Gnise,  the 
doke's  &ther,  killed  before  Orleans  by  Poltiot  de  M^i^ 
and  not  without  a  sospicion  of  the  admiral's  having  been 
concerned  in  the  murder. 

**  Monsieur/'  replied  he,  coldly,  and  with  dignity,  **  I 
am  a  sorcerer  whenever  I  wish  to  know  anything  that 
eonoems  my  own  affairs  or  those  of  the  king.  My  courier 
arrived  an  hour  ago  from  Origans,  having  travelled,  thanks 
to  the  poet,  thirty-two  leagues  in  a  day.  As  M.  de  la 
Mole  has  only  his  own  horse,  he  rides  but  ten  leagues  a 
day,  and  cannot  arrive  in  Paris  until  the  24th.  Here  is 
all  my  magic." 

**  Bmvo,  my  father !  well  answered  1 "  cried  Charles 
IX.  "  Teach  these  young  men  that  it  is  wisdom  as  well  as 
age  that  has  whitened  your  hair  and  beard ;  so  now  we 
will  send  them  to  talk  of  love  and  tournaments,  and  we 
will  ourselves  discourse  of  our  wars.  Grood  advisers  make 
good  kings.  Leave  us,  gentlemen^  I  wish  to  talk  with 
the  admiraL" 

The  two  young  men  left  the  apartment,— the  King  of 
Navarre  first,  then  the  Duo  de  Guise ;  but  outside  the 
door  they  separated,  after  a  formal  salute.  Ck>ligny  fol- 
lowed them  with  his  eyes,  not  without  disquietude ;  for 
be  never  saw  these  two  men  meet,  who  cherished  so  dead- 
ly a  hate  against  each  other,  without  a  dread  that  some 
spark  would  kindle  a  conflagration.    Charles  saw  what 
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was  passing  in  his  mind,  and  said,  laying  his  hand  on  his 
arm,  — 

''  Fear  nothing,  my  £Either ;  I  am  here  to  preserve  peace 
and  ohedience.  I  am  really  a  king,  now  that  my  mother 
is  no  longer  queen;  and  she  is  no  longer  queen  since 
Coligny  hecame  my  father." 

'*0h,  Sire!"  responded  the  admiral,  ''the  Queen 
Catherine — " 

''Is  a  mischief-maker.  Peace  is  impossible  with  her. 
These  Italian  Catholics  are  furious,  and  will  hear  of  noth- 
ing hut  extermination ;  now,  for  my  part^  I  not  only  wish 
to  pacify,  hut  I  wish  to  give  power  to  those  who  profess 
the  Eeformed  religion.  The  others  are  too  dissolute,  and 
scandalize  me  with  their  amours  and  their  revels.  Shall 
I  speak  frankly  to  you ) "  continued  Charles,  with  increas- 
ing effusiveness.  "  I  mistrust  every  one  about  me,  except 
my  new  friends.  I  suspect  the  ambition  of  Tavannes ; 
VielLleville  cares  only  for  good  wine,  and  would  betray  his 
king  for  a  cask  of  Malvoisie ;  Montmorency  thinks  only  of 
the  chase,  and  lives  among  his  dogs  and  falcons;  the 
Comte  de  Eetz  is  a  Spaniard ;  the  Guises  are  Lorraines. 
I  think  there  are  no  true  Frenchmen  in  France  except 
myself,  my  brother-in-law  of  Navarre,  and  yourself;  but  I 
am  chained  to  the  throne,  and  cannot  command  the  army. 
It  is  as  much  as  I  can  do  to  hunt  at  St.  Germains  or  Ram- 
bouillet.  My  brother-in-law  of  Navarre  is  too  young  and 
too  inexperienced;  besides,  he  seems  to  me  exactly  like 
his  father  Antoine,  who  was  always  abandoned  to  women. 
There  is  but  you,  my  father,  who  can  be  called  at  the 
same  time  brave  as  Csesar  and  wise  as  Plato ;  so  that  I 
scarcely  know  what  to  do,  —  keep  you  near  me  as  my  ad- 
viser, or  send  you  to  the  army  as  its  general  If  you  coun- 
sel me,  who  will  command)  If  you  command,  who  will 
counsel  mel" 
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"  Sire/'  said  Colignyy  "  we  must  conquer  first,  and  take 
counsel  after  the  victory." 

''That  is  your  advice;  so  he  it.  Monday  you  shall 
leave  for  Flanders,  and  I  for  Amhoise." 

"  Your  Majesty  leaves  Paris,  then  1 " 

"  Yes ;  I  am  weary  of  this  confusion,  and  of  these  f^tes. 
I  am  not  a  man  of  action  ;  I  am  a  dreamer.  I  was  not 
bom  to  be  a  king ;  I  was  bom  to  be  a  poet.  You  shall 
form  a  sort  of  council,  which  will  govern  while  you  are 
away  fighting ;  and  if  my  mother  has  no  part  in  it,  all 
will  go  well.  I  have  already  sent  word  to  Ronsard  to 
meet  me ;  and  there,  we  two  —  far  from  noise,  far  from 
the  world,  far  from  the  wicked,  under  the  great  forest- 
trees,  on  river-banks,  by  murmuring  streams  —  will  talk 
together  of  the  things  of  God,  the  only  compensation 
which  this  world  affords  for  the  deeds  of  men.  At  this 
moment  I  must  go  and  reply  to  a  sonnet  my  dear  and 
illustrious  poet  has  sent  me.  I  cannot,  therefore,  now 
give  you  the  documents  necessary  to  make  you  acquainted 
with  the  question  at  issue  between  Philippe  II.  and  myself. 
There  is,  besides,  a  plan  of  the  campaign  drawn  up  by 
my  ministers.  I  will'  find  it  all  for  you  and  give  it  to 
you  to-morrow." 

'*  At  what  o'clock,  Sire  ? " 

**  At  ten  o'clock ;  and  if  by  chance  I  am  busy  making 
verses,  or  in  my  cabinet  writing,  well,  you  will  find  all 
the  papers  in  this  red  portfolio.  The  color  is  remarkable, 
and  you  cannot  mistake  it.  I  am  now  going  to  write  to 
Bonsard." 

"  Adieu,  Sire  ! " 

"  Adieu,  my  &ther  I  " 

"  Your  hand  ? " 

''  What  1  my  band )  In  my  arms,  in  my  heart,  there 
is  your  place  I    Come,   my  old  soldier,  come ! "    And 
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Charles,  diawing  Coligny  towaidB  him  as  he  incKned 
himself  before  him,  pressed  his  lips  to  his  forehead. 

The  admiral  wiped  awaj  a  tear  as  he  left  the  room. 
Charles  followed  him  with  his  eyes  as  long  as  he  coald 
see  him,  and  listened  as  long  as  he  could  catch  a  sound  ; 
and  when  he  could  no  longer  see  or  hear  him,  he  turned 
and  entered  his  armory.  This  armory  was  the  favorite 
apartment  of  the  king.  It  was  there  he  took  his  fencing 
lessons  with  Fomp^e,  and  his  lessons  in  poetry  with  Ron- 
sard.  He  had  gathered  there  all  the  most  costly  arms  he 
had  been  able  to  collect  The  waUs  were  hung  with  axes, 
shields,  spears,  halberds,  pistols,  and  muskets,  and  that 
day  a  fiimous  armorer  had  brought  him  a  magnificent 
arquebuse,  on  the  barrel  of  which  were  incrusted  in 
silver  these  four   lines,   composed    by  the    royal    poet 

himself:  — 

**  FovLT  maintenir  la  foy, 
Je  snis  belle  et  fiddle ; 
Aux  ennemis  da  roj, 
Je  ea\a  belle  et  cmelle." 

Charles  entered  this  room,  as  we  have  said ;  and  after  hav- 
ing shut  the  door  by  which  he  had  entered,  he  raised  the 
tapestry  that  masked  a  passage  leading  into  a  little  cham- 
ber, where  a  woman,  kneeling,  was  saying  her  prayers. 
As  this  movement  was  quietly  made,  and  the  footsteps  of 
the  king  were  deadened  by  the  thick  carpet,  the  woman 
heard  no  sound,  and  continued  to  pray.  Charles  stood 
for  a  moment  pensively  looking  at  her. 

She  was  a  woman  of  thirty-four  or  thirty-five  years  of 
age,  whose  masculine  beauty  was  set  off  by  the  costume 
of  the  peasants  in  the  neighborhood  of  Cauz*  She  wore 
the  high  cap  so  much  the  fashion  at  the  court  of  France 
during  the  time  of  Isabel  of  Bavaria,  and  her  bodice  was 
red  and  embroidered  with  gold,  like  thoee  of  the  contadineB 
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woman   oonoeiTes  for  the  cikili  she  ha^  r-zraed.  l-^  ac 
which  the  pamphlets  of  the  pen>i  sa^izr  a::  mr:!.  Is 
less  pore.     "  Hete  I  am,*  sail  sbe  :  **  speak  : " 
**  Is  the  man  hen  for  whom  I  ae:;t !  * 
<•  He  has  heen  hero  half  an  hour." 
Charles  rose  fiom  Us  seat,  apjroaehed  lhm 
looked  to  sssoie  himsfilf  there  were  bo 
went  towards  the  door,  and  looked  oat  there  aim,  shook 
Iks  dost  finom  hk  trophks  of  anw,  patted  a  lar^  fiTey- 
boand  which  followed  him  whereTer  he  went^  stopping 
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when  he  stopped,  and  moving  when  he  moved,  then  re- 
turning to  his  nurse,  'VLet  him  come  in,  nurse,"  said  he. 

The  nurse  disappeared  hy  the  same  passage  by  which 
she  had  entered,  while  the  king  went  and  leaned  against 
a  table  on  which  were  scattered  arms  of  every  kind. 
Scarcely  had  he  done  so,  when  the  tapestry  was  again 
lifted,  and  the  person  whom  he  expected  entered.  He 
was  a  man  about  forty  years  old,  his  large  gray  eyes 
full  of  treachery  and  falsehood,  his  nose  curved  like  the 
beak  of  a  screech-owl,  his  cheek-bones  prominent.  His 
face  sought  to  assume  an  expression  of  respect ;  but  only  a 
hypocritical  smile  appeared  on  his  lips  blanched  by  fear. 

Charles  gently  put  his  hand  behind  him,  and  grasped 
the  butt  of  a  pistol  of  a  new  construction,  that  was  dis- 
charged, not  by  a  match,  as  formerly,  but  by  a  flint  brought 
in  contact  with  a  wheel  of  steel.  He  fixed  his  dull  eyes 
steadily  on  the  new-comer,  while  he  whistled,  with  strik- 
ing correctness  and  even  melody,  one  of  his  favorite 
hunting  airs. 

After  a  pause  of  some  minutes,  during  which  the  ex- 
pression of  the  stranger's  face  grew  more  and  more  dis- 
composed, "  You  are  the  person,"  said  the  king,  "  called 
Fran9ois  de  Louviers-Maurevel  1 " 

"  Yes,  Sire." 

''  Commander  of  petardeers  1 " 

"  Yes,  Sire." 

"  I  wished  to  see  you." 

Maurevel  bowed. 

"  You  know,"  continued  Charles,  laying  a  stress  on  each 
word,  "  that  I  love  all  my  subjects  equally  ? " 

''I  know,"  stammered  Maurevel,  "that  your  Majesty 
is  the  father  of  your  people.** 

"  And  that  the  Huguenots  and  Catholics  are  equally  my 
children." 
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a  pistol  ^m  your  bolster  and  shot  him  in  the  hack;  then, 
fieeing  he  was  dead,  -—  for  you  killed  him  on  the  spot^  ^ 
you  escaped  on  the  hoise  he  had  given  you.  This  is  your 
histoiy,  I  believe  ?  '^ 

And  as  Maurevel  remained  mute  under  this  accoaatioDy 
every  detail  of  which  was  true,  the  king  began  to  whistle 
again,  with  the  same  correctness  and  melody,  the  same 
hunting  air. 

"  Now,  then.  Master  Assassin,"  said  he,  *'  do  you  know 
I  have  a  great  mind  to  hang  you  )  " 

"  Oh,  Sire  !  **  cried  MaureveL 

'*  Young  Mouy  entreated  me  to  do  so  only  yesterday ; 
and  I  scarcely  knew  what  answer  to  make  him,  for  his 
demand  was  but  just." 

Maurevel  clasped  his  hands. 

*'  All  the  more  just,  since  I  am,  as  you  have  said,  the 
£Eithsr  of  my  people ;  and  since,  as  I  answered  you,  now 
that  I  am  reconciled  to  the  Huguenots,  they  are  as  much 
my  children  as  the  Catholics.'* 

"  Sire/'  said  Maurevel,  in  despair,  ^  my  life  is  in  your 
hands;  do  with  it  what  you  wilL" 

**  You  are  quite  right ;  and  I  would  not  give  a  fiuthing 
for  it" 

**  But,  Sire,"  asked  the  assassin,  ^  is  there  no  way  of 
redeeming  my  crime )" 

**  I  know  of  none ;  only  if  I  were  in  your  place  —  but 
thank  God  I  am  not  —  ** 

^'Well,  Sire,  were  you  in  my  place)"  murmured 
MaureveL 

**  I  think  I  could  extricate  myself,"  said  the  king. 

Mauxeyel  raised  himself  on  one  knee  and  one  hand,  fix* 
ing  his  eyes  upon  Charles. 

'^  I  am  yexy  fond  of  young  Mouy,"  said  the  king ;  **  but 
I  am  equally  fond  of  my  cousin  of  Guise.    And  if  my 
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▼bo  comes  to  life. 

**  Nov,  the  inxpoitaiiK  diing  iir 
desperate  sitnation,  ia  to  aecme  tiie  &Tcr  ct  air  ^.c^azL  :x 
Gfiise  ;  and  ipfelriTij^  oi  him,  I  aai  imiiii«ied  if  ^c^n<^■^:T:g 
be  told  me  last  nigbt."  3fdaievel  ir?w  nears.  **  *  iTiag- 
ine,  Sira,'  aaid  ke  to  me,  ^that  ewr  Tin.TCTng  ac  3bl  :'ilc<:k 
mj  deadliart  aoemj  pMaaa  down  the  Bjb  Sfi.  Gamain 
rAnxaooM^  od  bis  nfenzB  from  tke  Lcuvre.  I  aee  hue 
from  a  faanad  vindow  in  the  room.  o€  dt  cLl  prscertci; 
tbe  Canon  Pierre  Piles  ;  and  I  pnj  the  Deril  to  open  ^ne 
earth  and  swallow  him  in  its  abiiMiea»^  Sow,  then,  ILihre 
Maofsvel,  if  jaa  wan  the  Deril,  or  if  fix  a  moment  joa 
eoold  take  his  place,  that  wonld  pffrhapa  be  agieeabAe  to 
MJ  cfwwni  of  GniaeL'' 

MaoreTel  recovered  hia  infernal  anile,  and  frnm  hi:*  lipa» 
itill  pale  with  fifight,  dropped  the  woria,  *^  Bat,  Sire,  I 
cannot  make  the  eaith  open.* 

**  Toa  opened  it,  however,  if  I  remember  eorrectlj,  to 
ikm  bnra  Mov  j.  After  that^  yon  will  tell  me  that  it  was 
dona  with  a  pistol.     Have  yon  that  pistol  no  longer  I " 

*^  I  am  a  better  merkBiaan,  Sire,  with  an  aiqneboae  than 
a  pistol,'*  replied  Manrevel,  now  quite  reassoied. 

^  Never  mind,''  aaid  the  king  ;  ^  I  am  sore  M.  de  Gmae 
will  not  care  how  it  is  dona^  ao  it  be  done.* 

''Bat,''  said  Mavrevel,  ''Imost  faareawaaponloaniely 
SB,  aa  p«hT»  I  ahall  hare  to  fiie  from  a  long  distance.'* 

**  I   have  ten  aiqnebaaea  in  this  ehaabai^'*  replied 
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Charles  IX.,  '*  with  which  I  hit  a  crown-pieoe  at  a  hun- 
dred and  fifty  paces;  will  yon  try  one)'' 

''  Most  willingly,  Sire !  cried  Maurevel,  advancing  to- 
wards the  one  placed  in  a  comer,  and  which  that  very  day 
had  been  brought  to  the  king. 

"  No,  not  that  one/'  said  the  king ;  "  I  reserve  that  for 
myself.  Some  day  I  will  have  a  grand  hunt,  and  then  I 
hope  to  use  it.     Take  any  other  you  like." 

Maurevel  took  one  from  a  rack.  ''And  who  is  this 
enemy,  Sire  )  "  asked  he. 

"  How  should  I  know ) ''  replied  Charles,  with  a  con- 
temptuous look. 

"  I  must  ask  M.  de  Quise,  then,"  faltered  MaureveL 

The  king  shrugged  his  shoulders.  "  Do  not  ask,"  said 
he ;  "  for  M.  de  Guise  will  not  answer.  Does  any  one 
answer  such  questions  as  that )  It  is  for  those  who  do 
not  wish  to  be  hanged  to  guess." 

"  But  how  shall  I  know  him  1 " 

"  1  tell  you  he  passes  the  canon's  window  every  morning 
at  ten  o'clock." 

'*  But  many  pass  that  window  ;  would  your  Majesty 
deign  to  give  me  a  sign  of  some  kind ) " 

"  Oh,  that  is  very  easy.  To-morrow,  for  example,  he 
will  carry  a  red  morocco  portfolio  under  his  arm." 

"  That  is  sufficient,  Sire." 

"  You  have  still  the  horse  M  de  Mouy  gave  you,  have 
you  not  %  " 

*'  Sire,  I  have  a  horse  that  is  fleeter  than  any  other  in 
France." 

'*  Oh,  I  am  not  anxious  about  you ;  only  it  is  as  well  to 
let  you  know  there  is  a  back  door." 

**  Thanks,  Sire ;  pray  Heaven  for  me  1 " 

''  Eh  I  thousand  demons !  pray  to  the  Devil  rather ;  for 
by  his  aid  only  can  you  escape  a  halter." 
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"  Adieo,  Sn." 

"  Adieu  I  B;  the  way,  U.  ManieTel,  nmember  that  if 
I  bear  of  y^ou  before  ten  to-morrow,  or  do  not  hear  of  you 
ifterwsids,  there  u  an  ouldieUe  at  the  LoaTie." 

And  Charles  b^an  to  whistle  tranqoilly,  and  more  cor- 
nctly  than  ever,  hia  favorite  air. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THB  EVENING  OF  AUG.  24,  1572. 

OuB  readen  have  not  forgotten  that  in  the  previous  chap- 
ter Henri  was  anxiously  expecting  the  arrival  of  a  gentle- 
man named  La  Mole» 

This  young  gentleman,  as  the  admiral  had  anticipated, 
entered  Paris  by  the  gate  of  St.  Marcel,  the  evening  of 
Aug.  24,  1572 ;  and  bestowing  a  contemptuous  glance  on 
the  numerous  hostelries  that  displayed  their  picturesque 
signs  on  either  side  of  him,  he  rode  on  into  the  heart  of 
the  city,  and  after  having  passed  through  the  Place  Mau- 
bert,  the  Petit  Pont»  the  Pont  Notre  Dame,  and  along  the 
quays,  he  stopped  at  the  end  of  the  Hue  de  TArbre 
Sec. 

The  name  pleased  him,  no  doubt,  for  he  entered  the 
street ;  and  finding  on  his  left  a  large  plate  of  iron  swing- 
ing, creaking  on  its  hinges,  he  stopped  and  read  these 
words,  "  La  Belle  £!toile,"  written  on  a  scroll  beneath  the 
sign,  which  was  a  most  attractive  one  for  a  hungry  travel- 
ler ;  it  represented  a  fowl  roasting  in  the  midst  of  a  black 
sky,  while  a  man  in  a  red  cloak  reached  towards  that  novel 
kind  of  star  with  his  arms,  his  purse,  and  his  longings. 

**  Here,"  said  the  gentleman  to  himself,  '*  is  an  inn  that 
promises  well,  and  the  landlord  must  be  a  most  ingenious 
fellow.  I  have  always  heard  that  the  Hue  de  TArbre  Sec 
was  near  the  Louvre;  and  provided  that  the  interior 
agrees  with  the  exterior,  I  shall  be  admirably  lodged." 

While  this  monologue  was  going  on,  another  person 
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eotered  the  otim  end  of  the  8faraoi»  and  stopped  also  to 
aJmixe  tiio  sign  of  tbe  Belle  fitoOa 

The  gentleBBsn,  whom  ve  slieady  knoWy  si  least  by 
namc^  rode  a  white  hinee^  and  wore  a  blaek  doublet  omar 
meoted  with  jet ;  his  doak  was  of  violet  yelret^  his  boots 
were  of  Uack  leather,  and  the  hilts  of  his  sword  and 
dagger  were  of  steel,  beantiliillj  worked.  He  was  a 
man  from  twentj-^nr  to  twentj-fiye  years  old,  of  dark 
eomplexiooy  with  blue  eyes,  a  delicate  mustache,  and 
fining  teeth  that  seemed  to  light  up  his  £u»  when  his 
£nely  formed  lips  were  parted  in  a  smile  of  melancholy 


Nothing  oonld  fonn  a  greater  contrast  with  him  than 
the  second  tsaveUer.  Beneath  his  slouched  hat  appeared 
a  ptofoffion  of  hair  of  a  brown-red  color,  and  laige  gray 
eyes  that  on  the  slightest  occasion  sparkled  so  fiercely 
thai  they  seemed  to  be  black,  fie  had  a  fnir  complexioD, 
a  li^t  mustache,  and  splendid  teeth ;  with  his  white  skin 
and  tall  £orm  and  broad  shoulders,  he  was  what  is  gene- 
tally  termed  a  handsome  cavalier,  and  during  the  last  hour, 
which  he  had  employed  in  staring  up  at  all  the  windows 
on  the  pretext  of  lookiog  for  signs,  the  women  had  hon- 
Died  him  with  considerable  attention.  As  to  the  men, 
ahhongh  they  were  inclined  to  laugh  on  seeing  his  short 
eoat,  his  tight  breeches,  and  his  boots  of  an  antique 
Cnhkni,  they  changed  their  rising  laughter  to  a  "God 
fxeserve  you ! "  courteously  spoken,  on  a  nearer  view  of 
that  coontenance  which  took  on  in  one  minute  ten  differ* 
eat  expressionSi  but  not,  however,  the  expression  of  good- 
will oommonly  worn  by  the  embarrassed  provincial.  He 
it  was  who  first  addressed  the  other  gentleman,  who  was, 
ts  we  have  said,  looking  at  the  sign  of  the  Belle  ]6toile. 

** Mcrdiy  Monsieur!*'  said  he,  with  the  accent  that 
chaiaeteriaes  the  natives  of  Piedmont,  "  we  aie  close  to 
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the  Louyre,  are  we  not  ?  At  all  events,  I  think  your  choice 
is  the  same  as  mine,  and  I  am  highly  flattered  by  it." 

'^  Monsieur/'  replied  the  other,  with  a  provincial  accent 
that  rivalled  that  of  his  companion,  "  I  believe  this  inn  is 
near  the  Louvre ;  but  I  have  not  yet  made  up  my  mind  to 
enter  it." 

"  You  are  undecided.  Monsieur  1  The  house  is  tempting, 
nevertheless.     Tou  must  allow  the  sign  is  very  inviting/' 

''  Very !  and  it  is  for  that  very  reason  I  mistrust  it,  for 
I  am  told  that  Paris  is  full  of  sharpers,  and  they  may 
cheat  you  by  a  sign  as  well  as  by  anything  else." 

"  Mordi  ! "  replied  the  Piedmontese,  *'  I  don't  care  a 
fig  for  their  tricks ;  and  if  the  host  does  not  serve  me 
a  chicken  as  well  roasted  as  the  one  on  his  sign,  I  will 
put  him  on  the  spit  and  roast  him  instead.  Gome,  let  us 
go  in." 

"  You  have  decided  me,"  said  the  Proven9al,  laughing ; 
"  precede  me,  I  beg." 

"  Impossible,  Monsieur  \  I  could  not  think  of  it,  for  I 
am  only  your  most  obedient  servant,  the  Comte  Annibal 
de  Coconnas." 

''And  I,  Monsieur,  but  the  Comte  Joseph-Hyacinthe 
Boniface  de  Lerac  de  la  Mole,  entirely  at  your  service." 

*'  And  so.  Monsieur,  let  us  take  each  other's  arm,  and 
enter  together." 

The  result  of  this  proposition  was  that  the  two  young 
men  got  off  their  horses,  threw  the  bridles  to  the  hostler, 
linked  arms,  adjusted  their  swords,  and  advanced  towards 
the  door  of  the  inn,  on  the  threshold  of  which  stood  the 
innkeeper.  But  contrary  to  usage  in  such  cases,  the 
worthy  proprietor  did  not  seem  to  notice  them,  so  busy 
was  he  talking  with  a  tall  man,  wrapped  in  a  large  drab 
cloak,  like  an  owl  buried  in  her  feathers.  The  two  gen- 
tlemen were  so  near  the  host  and  his  &iend  in  the  dun- 
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eokned  cloak  that  Cocoimaay  impatient  at  the  small  degree 
of  impoTtaiioe  aceoided  to  him  and  his  companion,  touched 
the  landlord's  sleeve,  who  seemed  then  to  aronse  himself 
with  a  start,  and  dismissed  his  friend  with  an  "Au  revoir  ! 
come  soon,  and  at  any  rate,  let  me  know  the  honr 
appointed." 

*'  WeU,  Monsieur  Jackanapes/'  said  Coconnas,  "  do  not 
you  see  that  we  have  basiness  with  jou  1 " 

^I  beg  pardon,  gentlemen/'  said  the  host ;  "  I  did  not 


you." 

*^  Eh,  mordi  I  then  you  ought  to  have  seen  us ;  and 
now  that  you  do  see  us,  say,  if  you  ^please,  '  Monsieur  the 
County'  and  not '  Monsieor/  " 

La  Mole  stood  in  the  background,  leaving  Coconnas, 
who  seemed  to  have  taken  charge  of  the  affair,  to  speak  ^ 
bat  it  was  plain  from  the  expression  of  his  face  that  he 
WIS  fully  prepared  to  act  upon  occasion. 

^Well,  what  is  your  pleasure,  Monsieur  the  Count  1" 
asked  the  landlord,  in  a  quiet  tone. 

^Ah,  that's  better;  is  it  noti"  said  Coconnas,  turn- 
ing to  La  Mole,  who  inclined  his  head  affirmatively. 
**  Monsieur  the  Count  and  myself  wish  to  sup  and  sleep 
hsie  to-night." 

**  Gentlemen,"  said  the  host, ''  I  am  very  sorry,  but  I 
have  only  one  chamber ;  and  I  am  afraid  that  would  not 
mit  you." 

**  So  much  the  better,"  said  La  Mole ;  ''  we  will  go  and 
lodge  somewhere  else." 

**  No,  no ;  I  shall  stay  here,"  said  Coconnas.  ''  My 
hone  is  tired.    I  will  have  the  room,  since  you  will  not." 

''Ah  !  that  is  quite  differenti"  replied  the  host,  with  the 
nme  impertinent  coolness.  "  If  there  is  to  be  only  one  of 
yoo,  I  cannot  lodge  you  at  alL" 

**Mardif"  cried  Coconnas^  "here's  a  p;retty  fellowj 

VOL.  L  —  4 
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Just  now  you  could  not  lodge  us  because  we  were  two, 
and  now  you  have  not  lOom  for  one.  You  will  not  lodge 
us  at  all  then  9 " 

''Since  you  take  this  high  tone,  gentlemen,  I  will 
answer  you  frankly." 

"  Answer,  then  ;  but  answer  quickly." 

''Well,  then,  I  would  rather  not  have  the  honor  of 
lodging  you  at  all." 

"For  what  reason?"  asked  Coconnas,  growing  white 
with  rage. 

"Because  you  have  no  servants,  and  for  one  niaster^a 
room  full,  I  should  have  two  servants'  rooms  empty ;  so 
that  if  I  let  you  have  the  master's  room,  I  run  the  risk  of 
not  letting  the  others." 

"  M.  de  la  Mole,"  said  Coconnas,  "  do  you  not  think 
we  ought  to  thrash  this  fellow  ?  " 

"  Decidedly,"  said  La  Mole,  preparing  himself,  as  did 
Coconnas,  to  lay  his  whip  over  the  host's  back. 

But  the  landlord,  despite  this  demonstration,  contented 
himself  with  retreating  a  step  or  two.  "  It  is  easy  to  see," 
said  he,  in  a  tone  of  raillery,  "  that  these  gentlemen  are 
from  the  provinces.  At  Paris  it  is  no  longer  the  fashion 
to  kill  innkeepers ;  only  great  men  are  killed  nowadays. 
And  if  you  make  any  disturbance,  I  will  call  my  neigh- 
bors ;  and  instead  of  your  beating  me,  you  will  be 
beaten  yourselves, — which  will  be  rather  humiliating 
to  two  gentlemen." 

*^IfordiI"  cried  Coconnas,  in  a  rage ;  "  he  is  laughing 
at  us." 

"  Gi^goire,  my  arquebuse,"  said  the  host  to  his  servant, 
in  the  same  voice  in  which  he  would  have  said,  "  Give 
these  gentlemen  a  chair." 

''  Trippe  del  papa  I "  roared  Coconnas,  drawing  bia 
sword;  "warm  up,  then,  M.  de  k  Molel" 
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'*No,  no;  for  while  we  wana  up,  our  supper  will 
grow  cold." 

**  What !  you  thiuk  —  **  cried  Coconuaa. 

"  I  think  that  M.  de  la  Belle  fitoile  is  right  Only  he 
does  not  know  how  to  treat  his  guests,  especially  when 
they  are  gentlemen ;  for  instead  of  saying  coarsely,  '  Gen- 
tlemen, I  do  not  want  you,'  he  should  have  said  politely, 
'  Enter,  gentlemen,'  —  at  the  same  time  reserving  to  him- 
self the  right  to  charge  in  his  hill,  'Master's  room,  so 
much ;  servant's  room,  so  much.'  "  With  these  words  La 
Mole  gently  pushed  aside  the  host,  who  was  looking  for 
his  arquebnse,  and  entered  with  Coconnas. 

** WeU,"  said  Coconnas,  "I  am  sorry  to  sheathe  my 
■word  before  I  have  ascertained  that  it  is  as  sharp  as 
that  rascal's  larding-needle." 

"Patience,  my  dear  friend,"  said  La  Mole.  ''AH  the 
inns  in  Paris  are  full  of  gentlemen  come  to  attend  the 
King  of  Navarre's  marriage,  or  for  the  threatened  war  in 
Flanders ;  and  we  should  have  great  difficulty  in  finding 
another  apartment.  Besides,  perhaps  it  is  the  custom  to 
receive  strangers  at  Paris  in  this  manner." 

**  Mordi  t  how  quiet  you  are,  M.  de  la  Mole  I ''  mut- 
tered Coconnas,  curling  his  red  mustache  with  rage. 
"  Bat  let  the  scoundrel  take  care  ;  for  if  his  meat  be 
Dot  excellent^  if  his  bed  be  hard,  his  wine  less  than 
three  years  in  bottle,  and  his  waiter  be  not  as  pliant  as 
»reed  — " 

"  There,  there,  my  gentleman,"  said  the  landlord,  whet- 
ting bis  knife  on  a  strap,  "  you  may  make  yourself  easy  ; 
joa  are  in  a  land  of  plenty."  Then  in  a  low  tone  he 
added,  shaking  his  head,  "It  is  some  Huguenot;  they 
hare  grown  so  insolent  since  the  marriage  of  their  B^ar- 
nais  with  Mademoiselle  Margot ! "  Then,  with  a  smile 
that  would  have  made  his  guests  shudder  had  they  seen 
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it,  ''How  strange  it  would  be  if  I  were  to  have  two 
Huguenots  come  to  my  house,  just  when  —  " 

"  Now,  then/'  interrupted  Coconnas,  "  are  we  going  to 
have  any  supper?" 

"  Yes,  as  soon  as  you  please,  Monsieur/'  returned  the 
host,  softened,  no  doubt^  by  the  last  reflection  that  had 
occurred  to  him. 

"Well,  then,  the  sooner  the  better,"  said  CoconnasL 
Then,  turning  to  1a  Mole,  "  Pray,  Monsieur  the  County" 
said  he,  "  while  our  room  is  being  prepared,  tell  me,  do 
you  think  Paris  seems  a  gay  cityl" 

"  Faith !  no,"  said  La  Mole.  "  Thus  far  I  seem  to  haye 
seen  only  scared  and  sullen  faces.  Perhaps  they  are 
afraid  of  the  storm.  You  see  the  sky  is  dark  and  the 
air  is  heavy." 

"Are  you  not  looking  for  the  Louvre,  Count T* 

**  Yes ;  and  you  also,  I  think,  M.  de  Coconnas." 

«  Well,  let  us  look  for  it  together." 
It  is  rather  late  to  go  out,  is  it  not  9 "  said  La  Mole. 
£arly  or  late,  I  must  go  out ;  my  orders  are  peremp- 
tory, —  to  come  instantly  to  Paris,  and  on  arriving,  to 
communicate  with  the  Due  de  Guise." 

At  the  name  of  the  Due  de  Guise,  the  landlord  drew 
nearer. 

"  I  think  the  rascal  is  listening  to  us,"  said  Coconnas, 
who  could  not  forgive  the  host  his  rude  reception  of 
them. 

''  I  am  listening,  gentlemen,"  replied  he,  taking  off  his 
cap ;  **  but  it  is  to  serve  you.  I  heard  the  great  duke's 
name  mentioned,  and  I  came  immediately.  What  can  I 
do  for  youl" 

"  Ah  !  that  name  is  magical,  it  seems,  since  it  changes 
your  insolence  to  politeness.  Mordi!  Maltre  —  Maltre  — 
what  is  your  name  1 " 
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it 


La  Huri^re/'  replied  the  host,  bowing. 

"Well,  Maitre  la  Horieie,  do  you  think  my  arm  is 
lighter  than  that  of  the  Due  de  Guise,  who  makes  you 
BO  civil  r* 

"  No,  Monsieur  the  Count ;  but  it  is  not  so  long.  Be- 
sides, I  must  tell  you  that  the  great  Henri  is  the  idol  of 
the  Parisians." 

''  What  Henri  ? "  asked  La  Mole. 

"It  seems  to  me  that  there  is  only  one,"  said  the 
innkeeper. 

"  Pardon,  my  friend,  there  is  another,  of  whom  I  beg 
you  not  to  speak  disrespectfully ;  it  is  Henri  de  Navarre. 
And  there  is  also  Henri  de  Cond^,  who  has  his  share  of 
merit." 

'*  I  do  not  know  them,''  said  the  landlord. 

"But  I  do;  and  as  I  am  directed  to  the  King  of 
Navarre,  I  desire  you  not  to  speak  slightingly  of  him 
before  me." 

The  host,  without  replying  to  M.  de  la  Mole,  carelessly 
touched  his  cap  and  continued  his  attentions  to  Coconnas. 
"  Monsieur,"  he  said,  "  is  going  to  see  the  great  Due  de 
Guise?  Monsieur  is  very  fortunate;  he  has  come,  no 
doubt,  for  —  " 

"  For  what  ? "  asked  Coconnas. 

"  For  the  fl^te,"  replied  the  host,  with  a  singular  smile. 

"  For  the  flutes,  you  ought  to  say,"  replied  Coconnas ; 
"  for  according  to  what  I  hear,  Paris  is  goiged  with  fldtes. 
At  leasts  no  one  talks  of  anything  but  balls,  festivities,  and 
carousals.     People  enjoy  themselves  in  Paris,  hey  1 " 

"  Only  moderately,  —  up  to  the  present  time,  at  least ', 
but  they  are  going  to  enjoy  themselves,  I  hope." 

"  The  marriage  of  the  King  of  Navarre  has  broaght  a 
great  many  people  to  Paris,  has  it  not  1 "  said  La  Mole. 

"  A  great  many  Huguenots,  yes,"  replied  La  Huri^re, 


54  MABGUERITE  BE  VALOIS. 

roughly;  but  suddenly  changing  his  tone,  ''Pardon  me^ 
gentlemen,"  said  he  ;  **  perhaps  you  are  of  that  religion  ?  ** 

"  I  of  that  religion  I "  cried  Goconnas ;  "  come,  now,  I 
am  as  good  a  Catholic  as  our  holy  Father  the  Pope.** 

La  Huri^re  turned  towards  La  Mole,  as  if  to  question 
him ;  but  either  La  Mole  did  not  understand  the  move- 
ment or  he  judged  it  inexpedient  to  reply  except  by 
another  question.  **  If  you  do  not  know  his  Majesty  the 
King  of  Navarre,  Maitre  la  Huriere,"  said  he,  '*  perhaps 
you  know  the  admiral.  I  have  heard  he  has  some  in- 
fluence at  court ;  and  as  I  have  letters  for  him,  perhaps 
you  will  so  feir  sully  your  mouth  as  to  tell  me  where  hf) 
lives." 

''He  lived  in  the  Rue  de  Bethisy,''  replied  the  host, 
with  a  satisfaction  he  could  not  conceal. 

"  He  lived  %  "  said  La  Mole.  "  What  do  you  mean  ? 
Has  he  moved,  thenf 

"  Yes ;  out  of  this  world  perhaps." 

"  What  1 "  cried  both  the  gentlemen  together,  **  the 
admiral  dead)" 

"  What  1  M.  de  Coconnas,"  continued  the  host,  with  a 
wicked  smile,  "  are  you  a  firiend  of  the  Due  de  Guise^  and 
do  you  not  know  that  about  the  admiral  1" 

"  Know  what  1 " 

''  That  day  before  yesterday,  as  the  admiral  was  passing 
before  the  house  of  the  Canon  Pierre  Piles,  he  was  fired 
at  —  " 

"  And  killed  1 "  said  La  Mole. 

"  No,  he  had  his  arm  broken  and  two  fingers  taken  ofT; 
but  it  is  hoped  the  balls  were  poisoned." 

"  How,  wretch  1 "  cried  La  Mole ;  "  hoped  %  " 

"  Believed,  I  mean,"  said  the  host.  **  We  won't  quarrel 
about  a  word ;  my  tongue  tripped."  And  Mattre  la  Hu- 
riere,  turning  his  back  to  La  Mole^  put  out  his  tongue  at 


"*  Is  t^aft  dii«:.^  jmi  La  ILeLs;^  *^  I  zxuihc  in  iiiAzmziy  ^ 

*  Azii  L*  oiii  CjeoojiiiB^  '^mnsm  ilaa  in  si  liiii  LjiTTas.. 
y  .158  IikiiT ;  lS:ir  Ad  &u»  ^hfif  TntfCgin  puKiI  wtiul  Cbph 

*  Lr;  TIC?  scrciai;  ^gn"rt*niigtt  r*'  crhii  Lb  Htttht^ 
ire  cf  XkTiz!?^." 

*  Ar>i  W  sikifi  she  hissm  ufiiar  aiAximr  «Hia  liiit  ttsiEri  i>9&- 
si  SIT  iCaei  fsfpy  pii2  a  am&m.  jJ  my  crrinhiuii!;.  ami 
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CHAPTER  V. 

OF  THE  LOUVBB  IN   PARTICULAB,  AND  OF  TIBTUB  IN 

GENERAL. 

The  two  young  men,  directed  by  the  first  person  they 
met^  went  by  way  of  the  Rue  d'Averon  and  the  Rue  St 
Germain  I'Auxerrois,  and  soon  found  themselves  before 
the  Louvre,  whose  towers  were  beginning  to  be  lost  in 
the  darkness  of  the  night. 

"What  is  the  matter  with  youf  asked  Coconnas  of 
La  Mole,  who  stopped  before  the  old  chftteau,  and  gazed 
with  a  sacred  respect  on  the  drawbridges,  the  narrow 
windows,  and  the  pointed  belfries  suddenly  presented 
to  his  view. 

**  I  scarcely  know,"  said  La  Mole ;  "  my  heart  beats 
strangely.  I  am  not  timid ;  but  -*- 1  know  not  why —  this 
palace  seems  to  me  gloomy  and — yes,  terrible  1 " 

"  For  my  part,"  replied  Ck)connas,  "  I  feel  in  excellent 
spirits.  My  dress  is  perhaps  somewhat  disordered,"  con- 
tinued he,  glancing  at  his  travelling  costume,  ''  but,  bah  ! 
it  is  the  distinguished  manner  that  tells.  Besides,  my 
orders  commanded  prompt  action ;  I  shall  therefore  have 
my  welcome,  since  I  shall  have  promptly  obeyed." 

The  two  young  men  continued  their  way,  each  in- 
fluenced by  the  feelings  he  had  expressed. 

The  Louvre  was  guarded  with  more  than  usual  care,  and 
the  number  of  the  sentinels  was  doubled.  Our  cavaliers 
were  therefore  at  first  somewhat  embarrassed ;  but  Ck>con- 
nas,  who  had  remarked  that  the  Due  de  Guise's  name 
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acted  like  a  talimnan  on  the  FrnxsaxuL,  mppromcbol  the 
aentmely  and  making  qbb  of  tbe  duke's  name*  demanded 
penniBsioQ  to  entex.  The  name  aeemed  to  produoe  its 
ordinaij  effect  npoa  the  eddiery  vho,  hoverer,  a^ed 
Gooonnas  if  be  had  the  eoanteEsign.  Cooonnas  vas 
fdfoed  to  oonliBai  that  he  had  noL 

"Stand  back,  then,"  said  the  aoldific 

At  this  moment  a  peison  vho  'was  talking  with  the 
offica  of  the  guaid  when  Cooonnas  demanded  leave  to 
entei;  adranoed  to  him.  **  What  do  yon  want  with  M. 
de  Goise  f "  asked  he,  with  a  strong  Gennan  accent. 

**  I  wish  to  see  him,**  said  Cooonnas. 

^  Impoasihle ;  the  duke  is  with  the  king.* 

*"  Bat  I  have  a  letter  for  him.'* 

"Ah,  that  is  diffarenl     What  is  jonr  name  1** 

'^  The  Comte  Annibal  de  Coeonnas." 

"Will  M.  Annibal  give  me  the  kttert" 

« On  my  word,"  said  La  Mde  to  himself^  "  I  hojpe  I 
may  find  another  gentleman,  eqoallj  polite,  to  conduct 
me  to  the  King  of  Navarre." 

"GiTB  me  the  letter,''  said  the  Gennan  gentleman, 
holding  out  his  hand  towards  Cooonnas. 

" Mardi!  "  replied  the  Piedmontese,  "  I  scarcely  know 
whether  I  ought,  as  I  have  not  the  honor  of  knowing  you." 

''It  is  BL  de  Besme,"  said  the  sentinel;  "you  may 
aafely  give  him  your  letter.     I'll  answer  for  it." 

'^  M.  de  Besme !  "  cried  Cooonnas ;  ''with  the  greatest 
pleasure.  Here  is  the  letter.  Pktfdon  my  hesitation ;  but 
when  one  is  intrusted  with  an  important  comnusaion,  one 
oogbt  to  be  caiefuL" 

"There  is  no  need  of  any  excuse,"  said  Besme. 

"Monsieur,"  said  La  Mole,  advancing  in  his  turn, 
''since  you  are  so  obliging,  will  you  take  charge  of  my 
letter,  as  you  have  taken  that  of  my  companion  1" 
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"  Who  are  you,  Monsieur  1 " 

''The  Comte  Lerac  de  la  Mole." 

"  I  don't  know  you." 

**  It  is  veiy  natural  that  I  should  not  have  the  honor  of 
heing  known  to  you,  Monsieur ;  I  am  a  stranger,  and  like 
the  Comte  de  Coconnas,  I  have  arrived  tliis  evening  firom 
a  far  distance." 

"  Where  do  you  come  from  1 " 

"From  Provence." 

"With  a  letter  1" 

"  Yes." 

"For  the  Due  de  Guise  1" 

"  No ;  for  his  Majesty  the  King  of  Navarre." 

"  I  am  not  in  the  service  of  the  King  of  Navarre,**  said 
Besme,  with  a  sudden  coldness ;  "  and  therefore  I  cannot 
take  your  letter."  And  turning  on  his  heel,  he  entered 
the  Louvre,  bidding  Coconnas  follow  him. 

La  Mole  was  left  aloue.  At  this  moment  a  troop  of 
cavaliers,  about  a  hundred  in  number,  came  out  from 
the  Louvre. 

"Ah,  ah  1"  said  the  sentinel  to  his  comrade,  "here 
comes  Mouy  and  his  Huguenots  I  See  how  joyous  they  aU 
ate.  The  king  has  promised  th^m,  no  doubt,  to  put  to 
death  the  assassin  of  the  admiral ;  and  as  it  was  he  who 
murdered  Mouy's  father,  the  son  will  kill  two  birds  with 
one  stone." 

"Pardon,"  said  La  Mole,  addressing  the  soldier,  "but 
did  you  not  say,  my  good  fellow,  that  this  officer  is  M. 
de  Mouy  ? " 

"  Yes,  indeed,  my  gentleman." 

"And  that  those  with  him — " 

" — Are  heretics,  yes." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  La  Mole,  without  seeming  to  notioe 
the  term  of  contempt  employed  by  the  sentinel ;  "  that  is 
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all  I  wished  to  know."  Immediately  approaching  the 
leader  of  the  party,  "  Monsieur/'  he  said,  ''I  am  in- 
fonned  that  you  are  M.  de  Mouy." 

''Tea,  Monsieur/'  returned  the  officer,  courteously; 
**  may  I  inquire  whom  I  have  the  honor  of  addressing ) " 

''The  Comte  Lerac  de  la  Mole." 

The  young  men  bowed  to  each  other. 

^  What  can  I  do  for  you,  Monsieur ) "  asked  Mouy. 

**  Monsieur,  I  have  just  arrived  from  Aix,  and  I  have  a 
letter  from  M.  d'Auriac,  Grovernor  of  Provence,  for  the 
King  of  Navarre.  How  can  I  give  it  to  him?  How  can 
I  enter  the  Louvre  1 " 

'^  Nothing  is  easier  than  to  enter  the  Louvre,"  replied 
Mouy ;  "  but  I  fear  the  King  of  Navarre  will  be  unable 
to  see  you  at  this  hour.  I  will,  however,  if  you  please, 
conduct  you  to  his  apartments,  and  then  you  must  manage 
for  yourself.** 

**  A  thousand  thanks  ! " 

''Come,  then,  Monsieur,"  said  Mouy. 

Mouy  dismounted,  advanced  towards  the  wicket,  passed 
the  sentinel,  conducted  La  Mole  into  the  chdteau,  and 
opening  the  door  leading  to  the  king's  apartments,  "  Enter, 
and  inquire  for  yourself,  Monsieur,"  said  he.  And  salut- 
ing La  Mole,  he  retired. 

La  Mole,  left  alone,  looked  around.  The  anteroom 
was  vacant ;  one  of  the  doors  on  the  inner  side  was  open. 
He  advanced  a  few  paces  and  found  himself  in  a  passage- 
way. He  knocked  and  called;  but  no  one  answered. 
The  profoundest  silence  reigned  in  that  part  of  the  Louvre. 
^  Who,  then,  told  me,"  he  thought,  "  of  that  formalism 
ao  rigorously  exclusive  Y  Any  one  may  go  and  come  in  this 
palace  as  in  a  public  place."  He  called  again,  without 
any  better  result  than  before.  "  I  will  walk  straight  on," 
thought  he;  ''I  must  meet  some  one  at  last."    And  he 
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went   into   the   corridor^  which   became   darker  as   he 
proceeded. 

Suddenly  the  door  opposite  that  hy  which  he  had 
entered  opened,  and  two  pages  appeared,  lighting  a  lady 
of  noble  bearing  and  exquisite  beauty.  The  glare  of  the 
torches  fell  full  on  La  Mole,  who  stood  motionless.  The 
ladj  stopped  also.  "What  do  you  want,  Monsieur  1" 
said  she,  in  a  voice  which  sounded  in  his  ears  like 
delicious  music. 

''  Oh,  Madame,"  said  La  Mole,  lowering  his  eyes,  **  pax^ 
don  me  1 1  have  just  left  M.  de  Mouy,  who  was  so  good  as  to 
conduct  me  hither,  and  I  wish  to  see  the  King  of  Navarre." 

"  His  Majesty  is  not  here.  Monsieur ;  he  is,  I  think,  with 
his  brothei^in-law.  But  in  his  absence,  could  you  not 
say  to  the  queen  — " 

"Oh,  yes,  Madame,"  returned  La  Mole,  "if  I  could 
obtain  audience  of  her." 

"  You  have  it  already.  Monsieur." 

"  How  is  that ) "  cried  La  Mole. 

"  I  am  the  Queen  of  Navarre." 

La  Mole  made  so  abrupt  a  movement  of  surprise  and 
alarm  that  the  queen  smiled. 

"  Speak,  Monsieur,"  said  Marguerite ; "  but  speak  quickly, 
for  the  queen-mother  is  waiting  for  me." 

"  Oh,  Madame !  if  you  are  expected  so  immediately, 
permit  me  to  withdraw,  for  it  is  impossible  for  me  to 
speak  to  you  at  this  moment.  I  am  incapable  of  bring- 
ing together  two  ideas ;  the  sight  of  you  has  dazzled  me. 
I  no  longer  think  ;  I  admire." 

Marguerite,  full  of  grace  and  beauty,  advanced  towards 
the  handsome  young  man,  who,  without  knowing  it,  had 
acquitted  himself  like  a  finished  courtier. 

"  Recover  yourself.  Monsieur,"  said  she ;  "  I  will  waity 
and  let  them  wait  for  me." 
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**  Oby  pardon  me,  Madame,"  said  La  Mole,  **  that  I  did 
not  at  once  salute  your  Majesty  with  all  the  respect  which 
your  Majesty  has  the  right  to  expect  from  one  of  her  most 
humble  servants ;  but  —  " 

"  But/'  interrupted  Marguerite^  **  you  took  me  for  one 
of  my  ladies  1 " 

**  No,  Madame ;  but  for  the  shade  of  the  beautiful  Diana 
of  Poitiers,  who  is  said  to  haunt  the  Louvre." 

"Come,  Monsieur/'  said  Marguerite,  "1  see  that  you 
will  make  your  fortune  at  court.  You  have  a  letter  for 
the  king,  you  say  1  It  was  very  useless.  But  no  matter ; 
where  is  it  1  I  will  give  it  to  him*  Only  hasten,  I  beg 
of  you." 

In  an  instant  La  Mole  threw  open  his  doublet  and 
drew  from  his  breast  a  letter  enveloped  in  silk.  Mar- 
guerite took  the  letter  and  glanced  at  the  writing.  ''  Are 
you  not  M.  de  k  Mole ) "  she  asked. 

'^  Yes,  Madame,  Oh  I  is  it  possible  %  Is  it  my  happi- 
ness that  my  name  is  known  to  your  Majesty  9 " 

''I  have  heard  my  husband  and  the  Due  d'Alen9on, 
my  brother,  speak  of  you.    I  know  they  expect  you." 

And  she  placed  in  her  corsage,  glittering  with  gold  and 
diamonds,  that  letter  which  left  the  young  man's  doublet, 
and  which  was  still  warm  with  the  warmth  of  his  breast 
La  Mole  followed  eagerly  with  his  eyes  every  movement 
of  Marguerite. 

"  Now,  Monsieur,^  said  she,  ''  descend  to  the  gallery 
below,  and  wait  until  some  one  comes  to  you  from  the 
King  of  Navarre.  One  of  my  pages  will  show  you  the 
way."  With  these  words  Marguerite  continued  on  her 
way.  La  Mole  placed  himself  against  the  wall ;  but  the 
corridor  was  so  narrow,  and  the  skirts  of  the  Queen  of 
Navarre  were  so  ample  that  her  silk  dress  brushed  against 
the  young  man,  while  a  penetrating  perfume  diffused  itself 
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where  she  had  passed.  La  Mole  shuddeied  through  all 
his  finamei  and  perceiving  that  he  was  ahout  to  fall,  leaned 
against  the  wall  for  support.  Marguerite  disappeared  like 
a  vision. 

"  Are  you  coming,  Monsieur  ?  "  cried  the  page  who  was 
to  conduct  La  Mole  to  the  lower  gallery. 

''  Oh,  yes,  yes  !  "  cried  La  Mole,  intoxicated ;  for  as  the 
page  led  him  the  same  way  that  Marguerite  had  gone,  he 
hoped  that  hy  hastening  he  should  see  her  again. 

And  in  fact,  as  he  reached  the  top  of  the  staircase,  he 
perceived  her  helow ;  and  either  hy  chance,  or  because 
she  heard  his  step,  she  looked  around,  and  La  Mole  saw 
her  features  a  second  time.  "  Oh !  "  said  he,  as  he  fol- 
lowed the  page,  '*  she  is  not  a  mortal ;  she  is  a  goddess. 
As  Yirgilius  Maro  says,  *JSt  vera  incemt  patuit  dccu"* 

"  Well  1 "  asked  the  young  page. 

"I  am  coming,"  said  La  Mole;  '* pardon,  I  am 
coming/' 

The  page  preceding.  La  Mole  descended  a  story  lower, 
opened  one  door,  then  another,  and  stopping, ''  Here  you 
are  to  wait,"  said  he. 

La  Mole  entered  the  gallery,  the  door  of  which  dosed 
after  him.  The  gallery  was  unoccupied,  except  for  the 
presence  of  a  gentleman  who  was  sauntering  up  and  down, 
and  seemed  also  waiting  for  some  one. 

It  was  so  dark  that  though  not  twenty  paces  apart  it 
was  impossible  for  either  to  recognize  the  other's  face. 
La  Mole  drew  nearer.  "  By  Heaven ! "  muttered  he, 
**  here  is  M.  de  Coconnas  again  1 " 

At  the  sound  of  footsteps,  Coconnas  had  already  turned, 
and  was  looking  at  him  with  the  same  astonishment. 

**Mord%  /  "  he  cried.  ''  The  devil  take  me,  but  here  is 
M.  de  la  Mole  !  Ah  1  what  am  I  doing  ?  —  swearing  in 
the  king^s  palace !    But,  bah  1  it  seems  that  the  king 
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swears  even  worse  than  I  do,  and  even  in  the  church. 
£h,  here  we  are  at  last,  then,  in  the  Louvre ) " 

'*  As  you  see.     M.  de  Besme  intioduced  you  ? " 

'*  Yes.  A  charming  German  is  that  M.  de  Besme.  And 
you,  who  introduced  you  ?  " 

"  M.  de  Mouy.  I  told  you  the  Huguenots  were  no 
longer  without  favor  at  court.  And  have  you  seen 
M.  de  Guise  1" 

"  No,  not  yet.  Have  you  ohtained  an  audience  of  the 
King  of  Navarre?" 

"No;  hut  I  soon  shall.  I  was  conducted  here  and 
told  to  wait" 

"  Ah,  you  will  see  we  shall  he  invited  to  some  grand 
supper,  and  placed  side  hy  side.  What  a  strange  chance  1 
Two  hours  ago  we  were  married  hy  fate — hut  what  is  the 
matter  1    Tou  seem  preoccupied." 

"II"  said  La  Mole,  quickly,  with  a  start,  —  for  he  still 
continued  as  if  dazsed  hy  the  vision  which  had  appeared 
to  him ;  "  no,  hut  the  place  in  which  we  now  are  awakens 
in  my  mind  a  crowd  of  reflections." 

"  Philosophical,  are  they  not  1  That  is  like  me.  When 
you  came  in  just  now  I  was  calling  to  mind  the  recom- 
mendations of  my  tutor.  Monsieur  the  Count,  are  you 
acquainted  with  Plutarch  1 " 

"  Of  course,''  said  La  Mole,  smiling ;  "  he  is  one  of  my 
favorite  authors.** 

"Well,"  continued  Coconnas,  gravely,  "that  great  man 
seems  to  me  not  mistaken  when  he  compares  the  gifbs  of 
nature  with  hrilliant  hut  ephemeral  flowers,  while  he 
regards  virtue  as  a  halsamic  plant,  of  an  imperishahle 
perfume,  and  of  a  sovereign  efficacy  for  the  cure  of 
wounds." 

"  Do  you  know  Greek,  M.  de  Coconnas  1'*  said  La  Mole, 
looking  steadily  at  his  interlocutor. 
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**  No  j  but  my  tutor  knew  it,  and  he  strongly  advised 
me,  when  I  should  be  at  court,  to  discoune  upon  virtue. 
That,  he  said,  gives  one  a  good  appearance.  So  I  am 
fortified  on  that  subject,  I  forewarn  you.  By  the  way, 
are  you  hungry  1" 

"  No/ 

''And  yet  you  seemed  anxious  to  taste  the  good  cheer  of 
the  Belle  l^toile.     As  for  me,  I  am  dying  of  starvation.^ 

''  Well,  M.  de  Coconnas,  here  Ib  a  good  opportunity  to 
utilize  your  arguments  upon  virtue  and  to  prove  your 
admiration  for  Plutarch  ;  for  that  great  writer  says  some- 
where, 'It  is  good  to  exercise  the  soul  with  grie^  and 
the  stomach  with  hunger '  ('  Prepon  esti  tSn  men  psttehSn 
odune,  ton  de  gcuiira  semo  aakein  *)J* 

"  Ah,  there  !  you  know  Greek,  then  1 "  cried  Coconnas, 
stupefied. 

"  Of  course,"  replied  La  Mole ;  "  my  tutor  taught  it 
to  me." 

^'Afordif  Count,  your  fortune  is  in  that  case  assured. 
Tou  can  make  verses  with  King  Charles  IX.,  and  can  talk 
Greek  with  Queen  Maiguerite." 

"  Without  reckoning,"  added  La  Mole,  smiling,  "  that 
I  can  also  talk  Gascon  with  the  King  of  Navarre." 

At  this  moment  the  door  communicating  with  the  king's 
apartments  opened,  and  M.  de  Besme  entered.  He  scru- 
tinized both  young  men,  in  order  to  recognize  his  own, 
and  then  motioned  to  Coconnas  to  follow  him.  Coconnas 
waved  his  hand  to  La  Mole.  Besme  traversed  a  gallery, 
opened  a  door,  and  stood  at  the  head  of  a  staircase.  He 
looked  cautiously  round,  and  said,  ''M.  de  Coconnas^ 
where  are  you  staying  V 

«  At  the  Belle  Etoile,  Rue  de  I'Arbre  Sec." 

''Ah,  that  is  close  by.  Return  to  your  hotel,  and 
to-night  — "    He  again  looked  around. 
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"  Well,  to-night  t " 

''Come  here  with  a  white  croes  in  yoor  hat  The 
pasa-woid  is  '  GoiBe.'     Hush !  not  a  wonL" 

**  What  time  am  I  to  come  1 " 

**  Wlien  you  hear  the  tocsia.'' 

**  Good ;  I  ehall  be  here,"  said  Goconnaa  And  saluting 
Besme,  he  withdrew,  asking  himself  in  a  low  tone,  ^^  What 
in  the  devil  does  he  meant  and  for  what  is  the  tocsin  to 
sound  t  No  matter ;  I  hold  to  my  opinion,  —  a  charming 
Tedesco  is  M.  de  Besme.  Shall  I  wait  for  the  Gomte  de 
Li  Mole  t  Ah  !  of  course  not ;  he  will  probably  sup  with 
the  King  of  Navarre."  And  Goconnas  directed  his  steps 
towards  the  Rue  de  TArbre  Sec,  whither  the  sign  of  the 
Belle  fitoile  drew  him  like  a  loadstone. 

In  the  mean  time  the  door  of  the  King  of  Navarre's 
apartment  opened,  and  a  page  appeared.  "  You  are  the 
Comte  de  la  Mole  1"  said  he. 

**  That  is  my  name." 

**  Where  do  you  lodge  t " 

''At  the  Belle  £toUe." 

**  Good !  that  is  close  to  the  Louvre.  Listen ;  his 
Majesty  the  King  of  Navarre  has  desired  me  to  inform 
you  that  he  cannot  at  present  receive  you*  Perhaps  he 
vill  send  for  you  to-night;  but  at  all  events,  if  to- 
morrow morning  you  have  not  heard  from  him,  come  to 
the  Louvre." 

**  But  the  sentinel  will  refuse  me  admission." 

**  True.  The  countersign  is  '  Navarro ; '  utter  that  word 
and  all  the  doors  will  open  before  you." 

•'Thanks." 

"  Wait,  my  gentleman.  I  am  ordered  to  conduct  you 
to  the  gate,  that  you  may  not  lose  yourself  in  the 
Louvre." 

"By  the  way,  where 's  Goconnas t"  said  La  Mole  to 
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bimself  when  oatside  the  palace.  "  Oh !  he  has  stayed 
to  take  supper  with  the  Dae  de  Guise."  But  the  fiist 
peiBon  La  Mde  saw  on  entering  the  inn  was  Cooonnas 
seated  before  a  large  omelet. 

"  Oh,  oh !  "  died  Coconnas,  with  a  loud  burst  of 
laughter,  ''I  see  you  have  not  dined  with  the  ELing  of 
Navarre  any  mote  than  I  have  supped  with  the  Due  de 
Guise." 

"  Well,  no." 

"  Are  you  hungry  now  I  '* 

"  I  believe  I  am." 

"  In  spite  of  Plutarch  1 " 

"  Monsieur  the  Count,"  said  La  Mole,  smiling,  ^  Plutarch 
says  in  another  place^  '  Let  him  who  has  share  with  him 
who  has  not.'  Will  you,  for  love  of  Plutarch,  share  your 
omelet  with  me  1    While  eating,  we  will  talk  of  virtue." 

''  Oh  1  by  my  soul,  no.  That  will  do  at  the  Louvre, 
when  one  is  afraid -he  may  be  overheard,  and  when  his 
stomach  ib  empty.    Sit  down  and  let  us  have  supper." 

"  I  see  that  fiite  makes  us  inseparable.  Do  you  sleep 
here  1 " 

**  I  know  nothing  about  it.'' 

"  Nor  do  I." 

"  I  know,  at  any  rate,  where  I  shall  pass  the  night" 

•«  Where  1 '' 

''  Wherever  you  do ;  that  is  inevitable." 

They  both  laughed  and  fell  to  work  on  the  omelet  of 
Mattre  la  Huri^re. 
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THE  DEBT  PAID. 

Now,  if  the  reader  is  carious  to  know  why  M.  de  la  Mole 
had  not  been  received  by  the  King  of  Navarre,  why 
M.  de  Coconnas  had  not  seen  M.  de  Guise,  and  why  both, 
instead  of  supping  at  the  Louvre  on  pheasants,  partridges, 
and  kid,  supped  at  the  Belle  £toile  on  an  omelet,  he  must 
kindly  accompany  us  to  the  old  palace  of  kings,  and  fol- 
low Queen  Marguerite  of  Navarre,  of  whom  La  Mole  had 
lost  sight  at  the  entrance  of  the  grand  gallery. 

While  Marguerite  was  descending  that  staircase.  Duo 
Henri  de  Guise,  whom  she  had  not  seen  since  the  night 
of  her  marriage,  was  in  the  king's  cabinet.  To  that 
staircase  which  Marguerite  was  descending  there  was  an 
outlet ;  to  the  cabinet  in  which  M.  de  Guise  was,  there 
was  a  door ;  and  this  door  and  this  outlet  gave  entrance 
to  a  corridor  which  led  to  the  apartments  of  the  queen- 
mother,  Catherine  de  Mddicis. 

Catherine  de  M^dicis  was  alone,  seated  near  a  table, 
with  her  elbow  leaning  on  a  prayer-book  half-open,  and 
her  head  leaning  on  a  hand  still  remarkably  beautiful,  — 
thanks  to  the  cosmetics  with  which  she  was  supplied  by 
the  Florentine,  Ren4,  who  united  the  double  duty  of 
perfumer  and  poisoner  to  the  queen-mother. 

The  widow  of  Henri  IL  was  clothed  in  mourning, 
which  she  had  not  thrown  off  since  her  husband's  death. 
At  this  period  she  was  about  fifty-two  or  fifty-three  years 
of  age,  and  preserved  a  figure  full  of  freshness  and  stUl 
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of  considerable  beauty.  Her  apartment,  like  her  costume, 
was  that  of  a  widow ;  everything  was  of  a  sombre  color. 
By  her  side  was  a  small  Italian  greyhound,  called  Ph^b^, 
a  present  from  her  son-in-law,  Henri  de  Navarre. 

Suddenly,  and  at  a  moment  when  the  queen-mother 
appeared  plunged  in  some  thought  that  brought  a  smile 
to  her  lips,  colored  with  carmine,  a  man  opened  the  door, 
raised  the  tapestry,  and  showing  a  pale  face,  said,  "All 
goes  badly." 

Catherine  raised  her  head,  and  recognized  the  Due  de 
Guise.  "  How  '  all  goes  badly '  1 "  she  replied.  **  What 
mean  you,  Henri  1 " 

« I  mean  that  the  king  is  more  than  ever  taken  with 
the  accursed  Huguenots;  and  if  we  await  his  leave  to 
execute  the  great  enterprise,  we  shall  wait  a  very  long 
time,  and  perhaps  forever." 

*'  What,  then,  has  happened  1 "  inquired  Catherine,  still 
preserving  the  tranquillity  of  countenance  that  was  habit- 
ual to  her,  and  yet  to  which,  when  occasion  served,  she 
could  give  so  different  an  expression. 

"  Why,  just  now,  for  the  twentieth  time,  I  opened  the 
conversation  with  his  Majesty  as  to  whether  he  would  still 
permit  all  those  bravadoes  which  the  gentlemen  of  the 
Reformed  religion  indulge  in  since  the  wounding  of  their 
admiral." 

"  And  what  did  my  son  reply  1"  asked  Catherine. 

**  He  replied,  '  Monsieur  the  Duke,  you  must  necessarily 
be  suspected  by  the  people  as  the  author  of  the  attempted 
assassination  of  my  second  father,  the  admiral;  defend 
yourself  from  the  imputation  as  best  you  may.  As  to  me, 
I  will  defend  myself  properly,  if  I  am  insulted ; '  and  then 
he  turned  away  to  feed  his  dogs." 

''And  you  made  no  attempt  to  retain  himi" 

''Yes;  but  he  replied  to  me  in  that  tone  which  you  so 
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well  knoWy  and  looking  ai  me  with  the  gne  pceoiier  to 
him,  '  Monaieiir  the  Dake^  mj  dogs  aie  hmigrj ;  and  the j 
are  not  men,  whom  I  can  keep  waitii^'  Whernqpon  I 
came  atxaight  to  yon." 

**  AxMi  joa  have  done  righty**  said  the  qneen-molheB. 

«'  Bnt  what  is  now  to  he  done t" 

"  Try  a  kat  effort" 

"And  who  will  try  it!" 

''  I !     Is  the  king  alone  t  '* 

"  No ;  M.  de  Tavannes  is  with  him." 

**  Await  me  here ;  or  rather,  follow  me  at  a  distance.* 

Catherine  rose  and  went  to  the  chamber,  where,  on 
Turkey  carpets  and  velyet  cushions,  were  the  &voiite 
greyhounds  of  the  king.  On  perches  ranged  along  the 
wall  were  two  or  three  select  £Edcons  and  a  small  pied 
hawk,  with  which  Charles  IX.  amused  himself  in  bringing 
down  the  small  birds  in  the  garden  of  the  old  Louvre 
and  that  of  the  TuUerieSy  —  this  last  palace  being  in  the 
process  of  construction. 

On  her  way  the  queen-mother  brought  a  distressed  ex- 
pression to  her  face,  down  which  rolled  a  last,  or  rather 
a  first,  tear.  She  approached  Charles  IX.  noiselessly, 
as  he  was  giving  his  dogs  fragments  of  cakes  cut  into 
equal  portions.  '*  My  son,"  she  said  with  a  trembling  of 
the  voice  so  skilfully  affected  that  the  king  started. 

"What  would  you,  Madame!"  said  Charlesi  tuning 
round  suddenly. 

^I  would,  my  son,"  replied  Catherine,  "request  your 
leave  to  retire  to  one  of  your  ch&teaux,  —  no  matter 
which,  so  that  it  be  far  away  from  Paris." 

'*And  wherefore,  Madame  t "  inquired  Charles  IX«,  fixing 
on  his  mother  that  glassy  eye  which  on  certain  occasions 
became  so  penetrating. 

**  Because  every  day  I  receive  new  insults  from  persons  of 
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the  new  £eiith ;  becauee  to-day  I  bear  that  joa  have  been 
menaced  by  the  Protestants,  even  in  your  own  Loavre, 
and  I  do  not  desire  to  be  present  at  such  scenes." 

"But  then,  Madame,"  replied  Charles  IX.,  with  an 
expression  fall  of  conviction,  "they  have  attempted  to 
kill  their  admiral.  An  infamous  murderer  has  already 
assassinated  the  brave  M.  de  Mouy.  Mart  de  ma  vie  I 
Mother,  there  must  be  justice  iu  a  kingdom ! " 

*'  Oh,  be  easy  on  that  head,  my  son,"  said  Catherine  ; 
"justice  will  not  be  wanting  to  them,  for  if  you  should 
refuse  it,  they  will  still  have  it  iu  their  own  way, — 
on  M.  de  Guise  to-day,  on  me  to4norrow,  and  youxself 
hereafter.'* 

''  Oh,  Madame !  "  said  Charles,  allowing  a  first  accent  of 
doubt  to  break  through,  **  do  you  think  so  %  " 

"  Eh,  my  son,"  replied  Catherine,  giving  way  entirely  to 
the  violence  of  her  thoughts,  **  do  you  not  see  that  it  is  no 
longer  a  question  of  the  death  of  Fran9oi8  de  Guise  or  the 
admiral,  of  Protestant  religion  or  Catholic,  but  simply  of 
the  substitution  of  the  son  of  Antoine  de  Bourbon  for  the 
son  of  Henri  the  Second?" 

"  Come,  come,  Mother,  you  are  fiAlling  again  into  your 
usual  exaggeration,"  said  the  king. 

"  What,  then,  is  your  intention,  my  son ! " 

"  To  wait,  Mother,  —  to  wait  All  human  wisdom  is  in 
that  single  word.  The  greatest,  the  strongest,  the  most 
skilful  is  he  who  knows  how  to  wait." 

"  Do  you  wait,  then ;  but  for  my  part,  I  will  not  wait** 

And  on  this  Catherine  bowed,  and  advancing  towards 
the  door,  was  about  to  return  to  her  apartments.  Charles 
IX.  stopped  her.  "  Well,  then,  really,  what  is  best  to  be 
done.  Mother  1 "  he  asked ;  "  for  I  am  just,  before  every- 
thing, and  I  would  have  every  one  satisfied  with  me." 

Catherine  turned  towards  him.     "Come,  Count,"  she 
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Mid  to  Tknimesy  who  wwm  ciwiiing  tlie  posd  Isv^  ''ad 
ten  tha  king  joqr  opinion  as  to  wbisfc  flhomld  be  done.* 

''Will  your  IfaJQffcy  pennift  met*  inqmred  tbeooonL 

''Speak,  TftTumes!  ^Mikl" 

"  What  does  yoor  Ifajestj  do  when  in  the  ebam  the 
wounded  boar  tame  on  joat* 

"  MordigUj  Monsiear  \  I  await  him,  with  fiim  feci  and 
hand,"  replied  CbaileSy  "and  stab  him  in  the  thitst  wixh 
mj  sword.'' 

"Simply  that  he  any  not  hurt  jou,*  lemadknd 
Catherine. 

"And  to  amuse  myself^*  said  the  king,  with  a  andle 
which  indicated  coinage  pushed  even  to  ierodtj,— "hot 
I  will  not  amuse  myself  with  killing  my  aabjects;  for 
after  aD,  the  Hngaenots  an  my  sabjects  as  wcJl  ss  the 
Catholica." 

"  Then,  Sire,**  said  Catherine,  "j^oor  sabjeds,  the  Hn- 
gaenots, will  do  like  the  wild  boar  who  escapes  the  swoid 
thmst  at  his  throat ;  they  will  bring  down  the  throne.'* 

"Bah!  Do  you  leally  think  so,  Madamfet"  ssid 
Charles  IX.,  with  sn  air  which  denoted  that  he  did  not 
place  great  fidth  in  his  mother's  predictionB. 

"Bat  have  you  not  seen  IL  de  Ifouy  snd  his  party 
to^yl" 

"Tea;  I  have  seen  them,  and  indeed  jost  left  thenL 
Bat  what  does  he  ask  for  that  is  not  ynsA  1  He  has  n- 
qoested  the  death  of  lus  fetber's  murderer  and  the  ndnd- 
rsl's  aasaiwin.  Did  we  not  punish  M.  de  Montgomery  iut 
the  death  of  my  Cither  and  your  husband,  although  that 
death  was  a  simple  accident  t" 

"T is  well.  Sire,"  said  Catherine,  piqued  ;  "lei  «»y 
no  mora.  Yoor  ¥sj«sty  is  under  the  protection  of  that 
God  who  giTes  strength,  wisdom,  snd  confidence.  But  I, 
a  poor  woman,  whom  God  abandons,  no  doubt  on  acooant 
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of  my  sins,  —  I  fear,  and  give  way."  And  Catherine 
bowed  again  and  left  the  loom,  making  a  sign  to  the  Dnc 
de  Gnise,  who  had  at  that  moment  entered,  to  remain  in 
her  place,  and  tiy  a  last  effort. 

Charles  IX.  followed  his  mother  with  his  eye,  but  this 
time  did  not  recall  her.  He  then  began  to  caress  his 
dogs,  whistling  a  hunting  air.  He  suddenly  paused.  "  My 
mother,"  said  he,  ''  is  a  right  royal  spirit,  and  hesitates  at 
nothing.  Really  now,  it  is  a  cool  proposal,  to  kill  off 
some  dozens  of  Huguenots  because  they  come  to  demand 
justice !     Is  it  not  their  right,  after  all  f  " 

''  Some  dozens  ! "  murmured  the  Due  de  Guise. 

*'  Ah  I  you  are  there.  Monsieur  Y "  said  the  king,  ap- 
pearing to  see  him  for  the  first  time.  *'  Yes,  some  dozens. 
A  tolerable  waste  of  life !  Ah !  if  any  one  came  to  me  and 
said,  '  Sire,  you  shall  be  rid  of  all  your  enemies  at  once, 
and  to-morrow  there  shall  not  remain  one  to  reproach  you 
with  the  death  of  the  others,'  why,  then,  I  do  not  say  —  '* 

"  WeU,  Sire !  "* 

"Tavannes,"  said  the  king,  *'you  will  tire  Maigot; 
put  her  back  on  her  perch.  There  is  no  reason,  because 
she  bears  the  name  of  my  sister,  the  Queen  of  Nayarre, 
that  all  the  world  should  caress  her." 

Tavannes  put  the  hawk  on  her  perch,  and  amused  himr 
self  by  playing  with  a  greyhound's  ears. 

''But,  Sire,"  said  the  Due  de  Guise,  ''if  any  one  should 
say  to  your  Majesty,  '  Sire,  your  Majesty  shall  be  deliv- 
ered from  all  your  enemies  to-morrow  *  1 " 

"And  by  the  intercession  of  what  saint  would  this 
miracle  be  effected  1'^ 

"  Sire,  we  are  to-day  at  the  24th  of  August,  and  it  will 
therefore  be  by  the  intercession  of  Saint  Bartholomew." 

"A  worthy  saint,"  replied  the  king,  "who  allowed 
himself  to  be  skinned  alive." 
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*^  So  mnch  the  better ;  the  moie  he  suffered,  the  more 
he  will  have  cheiiahed  a  desire  for  vengeance  on  his 
execntionerSb" 

'*  And  is  it  yon,  my  cousin,"  said  the  king,  —  "is  it  yon, 
with  your  pretty  little  gold-hilted  sword,  who  will  to- 
morrow slay  ten  thousand  Huguenots  1  Ah,  ah  1  mart  de 
ma  vie/  yon  are  yery  amusing,  M.  de  Guise  1 "  And  the 
king  burst  into  loud  laughter,  but  a  laughter  so  forced 
that  the  room  echoed  with  its  sinister  sound. 

**  Sire,  one  word,  one  only,"  continued  the  duke,  shud- 
deiing  in  spite  of  himself  at  the  sound  of  this  laugh, 
which  had  nothing  human  in  it, —  "one  sign,  and  all  is 
ready.  I  have  the  Swiss  and  eleven  hundred  gentlemen ; 
I  have  the  light-horse  and  the  citizens.  Your  Migesty 
hss  your  guards;  your  friends,  the  Catholic  nobility. 
We  are  twenty  to  one." 

''  Well,  then,  cousin  of  mine,  since  you  are  so  strong, 
why  the  devil  do  yon  come  to  batter  my  ears  with  idl 
thisi  Act  without  me, — act!''  And  the  king  turned 
■gain  to  his  dogs. 

Then  the  tapestry  suddenly  moved  aside,  and  Catherine 
reappeared.  "  All  goes  well,"  she  said  to  the  duke ;  **  in- 
sist, and  he  will  3rield«"  And  the  tapestiy  fell  on  Cath- 
erine^ without  the  king  seeing,  or  at  least  appearing  to 
see  her. 

''But  yet,"  continued  Guise,  'Mt  is  necessary  that  I 
should  know  whether  in  acting  as  I  desire,  I  shall  act 
agreeably  to  your  Majesty's  views." 

"BeaUy,  Cousin  Henri,  yon  put  your  knife  to  my 
throat!  But  I  shall  resist  Mordieul  am  I  not  the 
kingr 

'*  ^o,  not  yet,  Sire ;  but  if  you  will,  you  shall  be  so 
to-morrow.'' 

^Ah,   what!**    continued   Charles,  ''you  would    kill 


74  HAR6UERITB  DB  VALOIS. 

the  King  of  Navarrey  the  Prince  de  Cond^  in  mj  Lotrvie 
—  ah.!  *'  Then  he  added  in  a  voice  ecaieely  audible^ 
"  Without  the  walls,  I  do  not  say  —  " 

'*  Siie,"  cried  the  doke^  ^  they  are  going  oat  this  evening 
to  join  in  a  revel  with  yonr  hrother,  the  Dae  d'Alen9on." 

''Tavannes,"  said  the  king,  with  well-affected  impa*- 
tienoe,  **6o  not  you  see  that  you  annoy  Acteeont  Here^ 
boy!  here!" 

And  Charles  IX.  left  the  apartment,  without  waiting  to 
hear  more,  leaving  Tavannes  and  the  Due  de  Guise  almost 
as  uncertain  as  before. 

Another  scene  was  taking  place  in  Catherine's  apart- 
ments, who,  after  she  had  given  the  Due  de  Guise  her 
counsel  to  remain  firm,  had  returned  to  her  rooms,  where 
she  found  assembled  the  persons  who  usually  assisted  at 
her  going  to  bed. 

Her  £stce  was  now  as  full  of  joy  as  it  had  been  downcast 
when  she  went  out.  One  by  one  she  dismissed  her 
women ;  and  there  remained  only  Madame  Marguerite, 
who,  seated  on  a  chest  near  the  open  window,  was  looking 
at  the  sky,  absorbed  in  thought.  On  finding  herself  alone 
with  her  daughter,  the  queen-mother  two  or  three  times 
opened  her  mouth  to  speak,  but  each  time  a  gloomy 
thought  suppressed  the  words  ready  to  escape  her  lips. 
Suddenly  the  tapestry  moved,  and  Henri  de  Navarre  ap- 
peared. The  little  greyhound,  which  was  asleep  on  a  so&, 
leaped  towards  him  at  a  bound. 

''Tou  here,  my  soni"  said  Catherine,  starting.  "Do 
yon  sup  in  the  Louvre  to-night  t" 

''No,  Madame,**  replied  Henri ;  "  we  are  going  into  the 
city  to-night,  with  M.  M.  d'Alen9on  and  de  Cond^  I 
almost  expected  to  find  them  here." 

Catherine  smiled.  ''Ah!  you  men  are  so  happy  to 
have  such  liberty!    Are  they  not,  dear  daughter t" 
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To*  iiafi  "Was  BLisuu  "ii^   "vsrsmasi   *Viia    11  ■^■jc  1.2*1. 

KTrmCfe.     Erf  hmil  3L  ji»  oamt  &  vttu  •▼mia  le  rr^^s?*:. 
isii  LI  ihft  .wifiiMM^HiMiiu  -^R^B  CES  rijlesL  f  jii  3 -^ 


T^  flEccmi  HOB  ILiitame  &  TtTrmnp.  *iis  -±dtx 


76  BIAB6UERITE  DE  VALOTS. 

which  led  from  the  king's  cabinet,  and  all  pale  and  treni' 
hlingy  and  hoping  not  to  be  observed  by  Catherine,  who 
was  examining,  with  Madame  de  Sauve,  the  contents  of 
the  box  brought  by  Ren^,  seated  herself  beside  Marguerite, 
near  whom  the  King  of  Navarre  was  standing,  with  his 
hand  on  his  brow,  like  one  who  tries  to  rouse  himself 
from  some  sudden  shock. 

At  this  instant  Catherine  turned  round.  *'  Daughter," 
she  said  to  Marguerite,  "  you  may  retire  to  your  chamber. 
My  son,  you  may  go  and  enjoy  yourself  in  the  dty/' 

Marguerite  rose,  and  Henri  turned  half  round.  Ma- 
dame  de  Lorraine  seized  Marguerite's  hand.  "Sister," 
she  whispered  hastily,  "  in  the  name  of  the  Due  de  Guise, 
who  now  saves  you,  as  you  saved  him,  do  not  go  hence ; 
do  not  go  to  your  apartments." 

**  Eh  1  what  say  you,  Claude  f "  inquired  Catherine, 
turning  round. 

«  Nothing,  Mother." 

"  What  did  you  whisper  to  Marguerite  1  ** 

*'  Only  to  bid  her  good-night,  and  to  give  her  a  mes- 
sage from  the  Duchesse  de  Nevers." 

"  And  where  is  the  lovely  duchess  1 " 

"  With  her  brotheMn-law,  M.  de  Guise." 

Catherine  looked  suspiciously  at  her  two  daughters,  and 
frowned.     **  Come  here,  Claude,"  she  said. 

Claude  obeyed,  and  the  queen  seized  her  hand.  "  What 
have  you  said  to  her,  indiscreet  girl  that  you  are  1 "  she 
murmured,  squeezing  her  daughter's  wrist  until  she  almost 
made  her  shriek  with  pain. 

"  Madame,"  said  Henri  to  his  wife,  having  lost  nothing 
of  the  movements  of  the  queen,  Claude,  and  Maif^erite, 
—  "  Madame,  will  you  allow  me  the  honor  of  kissing 
your  handl" 

Marguerite  extended  her  trembling  hand. 


''Wbit  did  fibe  w  tcvx^n:* 
stooped  to  impdm  a  kis  an  iisr 
••  Not  to  go  ocL 

do  not  Ton  go  out 

It  vas  onlj  a  flask  ;  liox  ly 
Hemi  at  once  saw  iLniii^  x 

**  This  is  iK)t  aH,"  aiiifri  Id 
vhich  a  conBtrr  gf-j^usnua^ 

^ILde  }a  Mokt^ 


''Thanks,'*  he  said,  takinr  ^iti:  jr2c 
under  Lis  doablet  :  aiii  TB*%rT\r  n.  ::r  jic  x 
wife,  be  placed  Lis  La7>i  'o.  ^ii*-  aii'iLa^'f  x 


«■• 


•*  WtiU,  Maitre  Rentr .  **  ih-  atii.  "^  bul  ii.  it  »  :.-:i?:Lraii 

pc»is'Der,  with  Lis  j»eri^  •!»  ei-Ii*- 

•*  I  shijuld  tLiiJk  ^zS  siaL    E^nrr^ —  '■  ^tll  i:*-s.  ^ 


like  J  *ii,  snp^il  J  all 
abroa^L" 

'^  Except  that  of  the  Kiitr  of  :5cTa=Tt'  t«?lLci.  i;^ 
Fl^peatine,  inipaieit'j. 

lie  ri  At  ;  and  vet  hit  toot  mTiif^  -wix  in*,  s/  .i_'.r  / 
Toa,  pecoiniDend«>i  T.in  to  me  ^p^l  !»«•  i—n-r  :/r-at:L- 
Come  to  me  to-Biyrrvw^  or  Hit  iL-j  tth^  *>-!:.  /rr  ▼  a:.:. 
brinj  TOUT  best  perfiniHjfe.'' 

At  this  moment,  tLe  I>adi{»fe  6*-  LTTiim^  ▼••j-  *r,*^t. 
no  lon^rer  contain  berEk:X  iiiiac  ml.  x^uL  a  in.  iflrfirr. 
aj'peared  not  to  bear  Lcs. 

'^  Sister  dear,  what  is  liie  jnsasr '  **  cnsi  Xi;?r>r^«^. 
goin^  to  hex. 

**  Nothing"  said  Chixtnrtvu  pBHsinr  "w?rw»«L  tiit  ivt 
young  women,  —  **  nc»tLiii^  :  bi^  hut  •u'in^  n*r"-  r^  so 
tack%   for   vLich    Marr'Tif   prescriif^d   fcvm^ui    yr*r,fa:^ 
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tions ;  **  and  again,  and  with  moie  force  than  before,  ahe 
pressed  her  eldest  daughter's  arm.  Then,  taming  towards 
the  youngest,  "  Why,  Maigot,"  she  said,  '^  did  yoa  not 
hear  me  request  you  to  retire  to  your  room  t  If  that  is 
not  sufficient,  I  command  you." 

''  Pardon  me,  Madame,"  replied  Marguerite,  trembling 
and  pale>  ''I  wish  your  Majesty  good-night." 

"I  hope  your  wishes  may  be  heard.  Good-night: 
good-night ! " 

Marguerite  withdrew,  staggering  with  terror,  and  in 
vain  seeking  a  glance  from  her  husband,  who  did  not 
even  turn  towards  her. 

There  was  a  moment's  silence,  during  which  Catherine 
remained  with  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  Duchesse  de  Lorraine, 
who,  without  speaking,  looked  at  her  mother  with  clasped 
hands. 

Henri's  back  was  still  turned,  but  he  was  watching 
the  scene  in  a  glass,  while  seeming  to  curl  his  mustache 
with  a  pomade  which  Ren^  had  given  to  him. 

"  And  you,  Henri,  do  you  mean  to  go ) "  asked 
Catherine. 

"  Ah,  yes !  that 's  true,"  exclaimed  the  King  of  Kavarre. 
"  Upon  my  soul  I  I  forgot  that  the  Due  d'Alen9on  and  the 
Prince  de  Cond^  are  waiting  for  me.  These  are  admi- 
rable perfumes.  They  quite  overpower  one,  and  destroy 
one's  memory.     Au  revoir,  Madame." 

*'  Au  rewnr  /  To-morrow  you  will  bring  me  tidings  of 
the  admiral,  will  you  not  ? " 

"  Without  feiL     Well,  Ph^b^,  what  is  it  ? " 

''  Ph^b^  ! "  said  the  queen-mother,  impatiently. 

"  Call  her,  Madame,*'  said  the  B^amais,  "  for  she  will 
not  allow  me  to  go  out" 

The  queen-mother  rose,  took  the  little  greyhound  by 
the  collar,  and  held  her  while  Henri  left  the  apartment, 


HHHT  ?vrn. 


vith  his  frir  ir^sst  a»  «aIixL  huT  smiling  tfr  £  j&  iri  3cs~  ;^i 
in  his  hmrt  dine  oia  lim  ^vait  .11  jmnimoir  -visn^     3^'. — ri 
him  the  -"^r**  ii:ti;  «c  in*?  *Tr  'lattuanift  Lb  -A±:t*i2ra.-*acF»»x 
to  ovcfUks  'i:7n  ;   luc  ::nfi   luor  "ins-   ^^j^aecu   asx.  T'±r  & 
eoojd  czlIt  ^m  iisr  junir  3usa  imus  tut  tsldmst^. 

**  Sow,  tJhtiriKTSt,'^  sui  (latiiianiB  ~d  ITtMrany  ot 
**  20  aiki  iui  IL  iu  '^nsB  nut  TLkvanntSh.  tou   ok   =.  -=r- 
oHSorj.  asii    tcn^r  TUign.  hart  11    i«    nmnxzir^  xr   iks^ 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

THE  NIGHT  OF  AUG.    24,  1572. 

When  La  Mole  and  Coconnas  bad  finished  their  meagre 
supper,  Coconnas  stretched  his  1^;8,  leaned  one  elbow  on 
the  table,  and  drinking  a  last  glass  of  wine,  said,  ''  Do 
jou  mean  to  go  to  bed  at  once,  M.  de  la  Mole ) " 

"  Upon  my  word,  I  am  very  much  inclined  to  do  so,  for 
it  is  possible  that  I  may  be  called  up  in  the  night." 

"  And  I  too,"  said  Coconnas ;  ''  but  it  appears  to  me 
that  under  the  circumstances,  instead  of  going  to  bed  and 
making  those  wait  who  are  to  come  to  us,  we  should  do 
better  to  call  for  cards  and  play  a  game.  They  will  then 
find  us  quite  ready." 

"  I  would  willingly  accept  your  proposal,  Monsieur,  but 
I  have  very  little  money  for  play.  I  have  scarce  a  hun- 
dred gold  crowns  in  my  valise  for  my  whole  treasure." 

"  A  hundred  gold  crowns  ! "  cried  Coconnas,  "  and  joa 
complain  )    Mordi  /  I  have  but  six  !  " 

"  Why,"  replied  La  Mole,  "  I  saw  you  draw  from  your 
pocket  a  purse  which  appeared  not  only  full,  but  I  should 
say  brim-full." 

"  Ah,"  said  Coconnas,  ''  that  is  to  defray  a  debt  which 
I  am  compelled  to  pay  to  an  old  friend  of  my  fieither, 
whom  I  suspect  to  be  like  yourself  somewhat  of  a 
Huguenot.  Yes,  there  are  here  a  hundred  rose  nobles," 
he  added,  slapping  his  pocket ;  "  but  these  hundred  roee 
nobles  belong  to  Maitre  Mercandon.  As  to  my  personal 
patrimony,  that,  as  I  tell  you,  is  limited  to  six  crowns.** 
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<«  How,  then,  can  you  play ) " 

"  Why,  it  is  for  that  very  reason  that  I  wish  to  play. 
Besides^  an  idea  occurs  to  me." 

"  What  is  it  ? " 

''We  both  came  to  Paris  on  the  same  enand/' 

«  Yes." 

**  We  have  each  a  powerful  protector." 

"  Yes." 

"  Yon  rely  on  yours  as  I  rely  on  mine." 

"  Yes." 

"  Well,  then,  it  has  occurred  to  me  that  we  should  play 
at  first  for  our  money,  and  afterwards  for  the  first  &yor 
which  may  come  to  us,  either  from  the  court  or  from  our 
mistress." 

**  Beally,  a  veiy  ingenious  idea,"  said  La  Mole,  with  a 
smile ;  **  but  I  confess  I  am  not  such  a  gamester  as  to  risk 
my  whole  life  on  a  card  or  a  turn  of  the  dice ;  for  the  first 
favor  which  may  come  either  to  you  or  to  me  will  in  all 
probability  involve  our  whole  life." 

"  Well,  then,  let  us  set  aside  the  first  fistvor  of  the  court, 
and  play  for  the  first  favor  of  our  mistress." 

'<  I  see  but  one  inconvenience  in  that/'  said  La  Mole. 

"What  is  it  r* 

"  That  I  have  no  mistress." 

"  Not  I ;  but  I  shall  not  be  slow  in  getting  one.  Thank 
God,  I  am  not  formed  in  a  way  to  be  long  in  want  in  that 
direction ! " 

"  As  you  say,  you  will  succeed,  M.  de  Gooonnas ;  but  as 
I  have  not  the  same  confidence  in  my  star  of  love,  it  would 
be  sheer  robbery  to  stake  my  fortune  against  yours.  Jjet 
us  play,  then,  until  your  six  crowns  be  lost  or  doubled ; 
and  if  lost,  and  you  desire  to  continue  the  game,  you  are 
a  gentleman,  and  your  word  is  as  good  as  gold." 

**  Done,"  replied  Coconuas ;  "you  are  right,  Monsieur ; 

VOL.  I.  —  6 
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a  geBtleman's  word  is  gold,  especially  when  he  has  credit 
at  court.  Thus,  helieve  me,  I  did  not  risk  too  much  when 
I  proposed  to  play  for  the  first  favor  we  might  reoeiTe  at 
court" 

"  DouhtlesSy  and  you  might  lose  it,  hut  I  could  not 
gain  it ;  for  heing  with  the  King  of  Navarre,  I  could  not 
receive  anything  from  the  Due  de  Guise." 

"  Ah,  the  heretic  ! "  murmured  the  host,  while  mbhing 
up  his  old  helmet^  "  what  I  I  smelt  you  out^  did  It*' 
and  he  crossed  himself  devoutly. 

'*  Well,  then,*'  continued  Coconnas,  shuffling  the  cards 
which  the  waiter  brought  him,  **  you  are  of  the  -^  " 

"  What  1 " 

"  New  religion.** 

"  I  r* 

"  Yes,  you." 

**  Well,  say  that  I  am,**  said  La  Mole,  with  a  smile  ; 
"have  you  anything  against  ust** 

"  No,  thank  God  1  I  hate  Huguenotry  with  all  my 
heart ;  but  I  do  not  hate  the  Huguenots,  for  they  are  in 
fashion  just  now.** 

"Yes,"  replied  La  Mole,  smiling,  "as  witness  the 
shooting  at  the  admiral;  but  let  us  play.** 

^  Yes,  let  us  play,  and  do  not  fear ;  for  should  I  lose 
a  hundred  crowns  of  gold  against  yours,  I  shall  have 
wherewithal  to  pay  you  to-morrow  morning/' 

"  Then  your  fortune  will  come  while  you  sleep." 

"  No ;  I  shall  go  and  find  it." 

"  Where  %    I  '11  go  with  you.** 

"  To  the  Louvre.** 

"  Are  you  going  back  there  to-night  1  ** 

'*Yes;  I  have  to-night  a  private  audience  with  the 
great  Due  de  Guise." 

Since  Coconnas  had  mentioned  the  Louvre,  La  Huri^re 
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had  left  off  deamng  lik  headpiece,  snd  viu'ihC  iizssv^ 
behind  La  Mole's  chair,  90  that  Cocazxiia»  sutiht  'rrr^L  «ft 
him,  and  made  signs  to  him  which  tb*-  Fi^^dm'nii'Mt  bl^ 
iorbed  in  his  game  and  the  couTerBoriai^  d.i  iion  T«n::i2'iL 

"Well,  it  is  veiy  strange,"  TBmark«;c  Lt  ZC  t*  :  *"  acjt.  7'rt 
we»  right  to  say  that  we  weie  Vjth  mia*?  ^ix*  fi:::i<r  rj^ 
I  also  have  an  appointment  at  the  Lmmf:  'i'^iL.rin  ^rs'.  nK 
with  the  Dnc  de  Gmse ;  mine  is  -triiL  tiit  tnc  'if  T  irracrt-^ 

^  Have  joa  a  oonntenign  %  ** 

"Yes." 

"  A  rallying^ign  ! - 

"  No.'' 

"  Well,  I  hare  one,  and  nrr  eocuvyjiri  »  —  " 

At  these  words  of  the  Piedm'or;**;.  La  H'j^>*»-  it^'t^ 
80  significant  a  gesture  that  Cyr.n.Ti»  wij',  ia'-  ^r.r  ru/**;'- 
his  head,  was  greatly  astoniHri^l,  erex  in'9%  'r-iii  ••*  t:^ 
game,  at  which  he  had  lo»rt  tLj»*  ^t^vta,  Cn  «**•::  **»«: 
astonishnient  depicted  on  iiit  in'>:  '«5  L-jt-  y^r^'Z^r.  Zjk  /.  ,*: 
torned  ronnd ;  bat  he  saw  n'ciiiLr  't#»^:::i*'-  i-ti  '^t  j  .*■ 
host,  with  his  armF  crosv-i,  tij':  ot  i.A  i^'ait  t:*»  i»^.n>*;t 
which  he  had  been  for/ij-'iiuz, 

"What  then  is  the  matt*?^*'  •^••'I  Lt  >>!/**  v  ''  '/'r/r-.-aa: 

Coeonnas  loc»ke«J  at  ti*e  Ii'^^j:  csii  ut  i:j»  -rr:  >/.:  ,n 
without  lepljinz:  he  d.i  n-it  at  al  ^'r':r«;:»*ft.'.  :'»*^  f^^ 
doubled  geaticulati'»n  of  y^— »r  ja  r —'.*-*«:.  J-fc  ^'••-,»-?^ 
saw  that  he  miist  ccrme  to  L>  »»:-*r.%:ii*?:  at. 'J  i;a^.  ;'  «ai.' . 
**I  also  am  fond  <rf  J'^a;-.  ciii  »  1  '**»'w  ii*«s*  v  »**:  %?»^ 
play  on  which  yon  ha-:  ^,r.  w»l  X -/:*»•  .*t*  irr.. '-*?'.  t:  r 
wadike  helmet,  and  tLat  '.1.  tii*  i>^dC  -if  a  >a/'^  v^y^'y-v** 
astonished  him." 

"You  make  a  fine  ar'wacwD';^.  it  5a*n  "  •ri*;C  La  Yi-  >»-. 
bnndng  into  laTi^btet. 

"Eh,  Mon«i*r:T!*  i«?:'l>^  La  Hv'i*r*^:.  wr.i  a  ir.j: : -^ 
city  admirably  pet  cpb,  aijd  a  ii.',^»riu*sif»  *^  ia  av/,.>>*;^ 


84  MABQUERITE  DE  VAL0I8. 

exprefising  a  sense  of  bis  inferiority,  *'  we  citizens  are  not 
brave,  and  we  have  not  the  distinguished  appearance.  It 
is  proper  enough  for  brave  gentlemen  like  jou  to  brighten 
up  your  gilded  helmets  and  delicate  rapiers ;  and  provided 
we  mount  guard  punctually  —  " 

**  Ah,  ah  I "  said  La  Mole,  shuffling  the  cards ;  "  you 
mount  guard  r* 

"  £h  1  to  be  sure,  Monsieur  the  Count ;  I  am  sergeant 
in  a  company  of  citizen  militia."  And  having  thus 
spoken,  while  La  Mole  was  occupied  in  dealing  the  cards. 
La  Huri^re  withdrew,  putting  his  finger  to  his  lips  to 
recommend  prudence  to  Coconnas,  more  bewildered  than 
ever.  Doubtless  that  caution  was  the  cause  of  his  losing 
the  second  game  almost  as  quickly  as  he  had  the  first. 

'*  Well,"  observed  La  Mole,  "  this  makes  exactly  your 
six  crowns.  Will  you  play  for  revenge  on  the  strength  of 
your  future  fortune  % " 

"  Willingly,"  replied  Coconnas. 

"  But  before  you  begin,  —  did  you  not  say  you  had  an 
appointment  with  the  Due  de  Guise ) " 

Coconnas  turned  his  looks  towards  the  kitchen,  and  saw 
the  great  eyes  of  La  Huri^re  repeating  the  same  warning. 
"  Tes,"  he  replied ;  **  but  it  is  not  yet  the  hour.  But  now 
let  us  talk  a  little  about  yourself,  M.  de  la  Mole." 

"  We  shall  do  better,  I  think,  by  talking  of  the  game, 
my  dear  M.  de  Coconnas ;  for  unless  I  am  very  much  mis- 
taken, you  are  in  a  fair  way  of  losing  six  more  crowns.*' 

"  Mordi !  that  is  true  1  I  always  heard  that  the 
Huguenots  had  good  luck  at  cards.  Devil  take  me,  if 
I  have  n't  a  good  mind  to  turn  Huguenot ! " 

The  eyes  of  La  Huri^re  sparkled  like  two  coals ;  but 
Coconnas,  absorbed  in  his  play,  did  not  notice  him. 

"  Do,  Count,  do,"  said  La  Mole ;  ''  and  you  shall  be 
well  received  among  us." 


CoeonnAs  aczatcbed  1»  av.  "  £"  I  'TO  Bm  an  vnnr 
good  lock  came  frc«a  liiMi.''  ht  and,  ■*"  I  wnmu.  itc  I  j»iLt 
do  Dot  bold  so  aitireJT  «rcj^  Mbb  :  ant  ae  aitt  aof  aom 
not  think  so  bikIi  a(  a  en^tv — ' 

"  Then  it  is  aoch  m  hmiHi'ful  rahasm^  awi  1a  Kutt . 
"  BO  simple,  ao  pnie  —  " 

"And  moreonr  ii  ■»  is  fwiinK,^  kjc  CnemnuK,  -*-  bul 
it  toings  good  lock  at  euvlc  ;  l-v;  ck^  lut  mt.  if  yric  di 
Dot  bold  all  the  ac«»,  and  ret  I  lurt-  viiv.:iiss  i-nn  cjdmlt. 
and  yoa  fi»y  ^^7  taidy.     It  waa  ht  titt  rii'^-.m — '' 

"  Ton  owe  me  six  crovn*  nx^,'  aaii  La  U  .ik.  ocittil'T. 

"  Ab,  bow  joa  tempt  iDe  ! '  aaid  dmiTiri  :  "  mi  tLu 
R17  tiigfat,  if  Iain  not  aui^iedviib  M.  dt  Csae — " 

"  Well  I " 

"  Well  I  to-momw  t  will  atk  tod  to  pmes]  me  i.:.  \he 
King  of  Navane ;  and  be  aKsi^i.  if  oix«  I  vzm  Ho^'ui^cil 
I  shall  be  more  Hogaenot  than  I^tlKa-,  '"•■■ti  ChJiic,  ihft> 
Uelancthon,  than  all  the  refonoers  oo  eanh." 

"  Hnah  I "  nid  Ia  Mole,  "  ;od  will  get  into  a  qiuzrd 
with  our  host," 

"Ah,  that  is  tme,"  said  Coconnas,  ttuning  bit  erw 
tovarda  the  kitchen  ;  "  but,  no,  be  is  not  listening.  He 
ii  too  mnch  occupied  at  this  moment." 

"  What  is  he  doing  I "  iuquiied  1a  Mole,  who  could  see 
nothing  from  his  place. 

"  He  is  talking  with  —  devil  take  me !  it  is  he  I " 

"  Who  1 " 

"  Whj,  thftt  night-bird  with  whom  he  was  talking  when 
we  anired,  —  the  man  in  the  yellow  doublet  and  drab 
cloak.  Mordi!  how  earnestly  be  talks  I  Eh  I  say  there, 
Ualtn  la  Huriere,  are  you  talking  politics,  perchance  t " 

Bat  this  time  the  reply  of  Mattre  la  Huri^re  was  a 
gestare  so  forcible  and  imperetive  that  in  spite  of  hia 
bve  tat  cards,  Coconnas  roee  and  went  to  him. 
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<'  What  is  the  matter ) "  asked  La  Mole. 

''You  want  wine,  my  gentleman  1"  said  La  Huri^ze, 
seizing  eagerly  the  hand  of  Coconnas ;  *'  they  will  get  it 
for  you.  Gregoire !  wine  for  the  gentlemen  1 "  Then, 
whispering  in  his  ear,  "  Silence,  for  your  life  1  and  get 
rid  of  your  companion." 

La  Huriere  was  so  pale,  the  sallow  man  was  so  siniBter, 
that  Coconnas  shuddered,  and  turning  towards  La  Mole, 
"  My  dear  M.  de  la  Mole,"  said  he,  ''  I  must  beg  you  to 
excuse  me.  I  have  lost  fifty  crowns  in  no  time.  I  am 
in  bad  luck  to-night" 

*'  Well,  Monsieur,  as  you  please,"  replied  La  Mole ; 
'*  besides,  I  shall  not  be  sony  to  lie  down  for  a  time. 
Maitre  la  Huriere  1" 

«  Monsieur  the  Count ! " 

"  If  any  one  comes  for  me  from  the  King  of  NaYane, 
wake  me  immediately;  I  shall  be  dressed,  and  conse- 
quently ready." 

"  So  shall  I,"  said  Coconnas ;  ''  and  that  I  may  not 
keep  his  Highness  waiting,  I  will  prepare  the  sign.  Maitre 
la  Huriere,  some  white  paper  and  scissors ! " 

"  Gr^oire  1 "  cried  La  Huriere,  "  some  white  paper  to 
write  a  letter,  and  scissors  to  cut  out  an  envelope." 

''Ah,  decidedly,"  said  the  Piedmontese  to  himself^ 
"something  mysterious  is  going  on." 

"  Good-nighty  M.  de  Coconnas,"  said  La  Mole ;  "  and 
you,  landlord,  be  so  good  as  to  light  me  to  my  room. 
Good  luck,  my  friend  1 "  and  La  Mole  disappeared  up  the 
staircase,  followed  by  La  Huriere. 

Then  the  mysterious  personage,  taking  Coconnas  by  the 
arm,  said  to  him  hastily, "  Monsieur,  you  have  very  nearly 
betrayed  a  secret  on  which  depends  the  fate  of  a  kingdom. 
One  word  more,  and  I  should  have  brought  you  down 
with  my  arquebuse.    Now  that  we  are  alone^  listen." 
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^  Bat  wbo  an  yom  wh»  ipaik  Id  xw  a  l^ial  tcne  cf 
0C'i:;:nu>d  t  **  aiad  Cooanzus. 

**I>id  Tt>a  cTcr  1mv«bj  nmr  q>fir  d  Muaevefl.!* 

**  The  ■iwiff-iTi  of  ibe*diDinll* 
**  And  of  C&^»taiB  de  llonj.** 


I 

«*  Ah,  ab  :  **  aid  Coooi 

**  Listen  to  me,  tben." 

*^Mjrdi:  ci  tennst  I  liiiai.'' 

**  HiuL !  *  aid  Minxerei,  patbz^  hk  fisger  ok  hk 
B^aih. 

Cooonnas  iwiinrd  quiety  with  open  ena.  At  tHB  mo- 
ceza  he  faeaid  the  landlord  cIdk  the  door  of  a  ch&mbe^ 
then  the  door  of  a  eonidor,  and  bolt  it,  azMi  tbea  resuia 
preripitatelj  to  the  tvo  inteciocaloiB.  He  o&red  a  SRit 
to  CoeonBaa  and  a  aeat  to  Maarerd,  taking  a  third  for 
hiTna>.]f-  '■All  is  dose  now,*  he  said;  ''and  yoa  may 
speak  oat,  M.  MameTeL" 

Eleren  o'clock  stmck  hx  St^  Germain  FAnxefioB ;  Mao- 
RTel  ooonted  eaeh  stroke  of  the  dock,  which  sounded  foil 
and  dull  in  the  night,  and  when  the  last  aoiiDd  had  died 
avar,  "  MooBear,"  he  said,  taming  to  Cooonnas,  who 
was  smawd  at  all  the  piecantions  taken,  **  aie  joa  a  good 
Catholic!- 

**  I  belieTe  so,"  ref^ied  Cooonnaa. 

"•  M<»sieiij;  are  yoa  devoted  to  the  king  t  ** 

**  Body  and  sool  i  Toa  offend  me.  If  onsiear,  by  asking 
soch  a  qoBStion." 

"We  will  not  qoaml  aboot  that;  only,  will  yoa 
follow  US  1 " 

''That  is  of  no  eonaeqiisno^— -kt  me  goide  yoa ;  yoar 
fortune,  and  perhaps  your  life,  aie  oonoemed  in  the  result.* 
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"I  tell  yon,  Monsieur,  that  at  midnight  I  have  an 
appointment  at  the  Louvre." 

"  That  is  just  where  we  are  going." 

"  M.  de  Guise  awaits  me  there." 

**  And  us  also  1 " 

'*  But  I  have  a  special  passrword,"  continued  Goconnaa, 
somewhat  ashamed  to  share  the  honor  of  his  audience 
with  Maurevel  and  La  Huriere. 

"  And  so  have  we  ! " 

"  But  I  have  a  sign  of  recognition." 

Maurevel  smiled  and  drew  from  beneath  his  doublet  a 
handfid  of  crosses  in  white  stu£f,  of  which  he  gave  one  to 
La  Huri^,  one  to  Goconnas,  and  took  another  for  himself. 
La  Huriere  fastened  his  to  his  helmet.  Maurevel  attached 
his  to  the  side  of  his  hat 

''Ah,  then,"  said  Goconnas,  amazed,  '^the  appoint- 
ment, the  countersign,  and  the  rallying-mark  were  for 
everybody  1 " 

"  Yes,  Monsieur,  —  that  is  to  say,  for  all  good 
Catholics." 

"Then  there  is  a  fite  at  the  Louvre,  —  some  royal 
banquet,  is  there  not)"  said  Goconnas;  ''and  they 
wish  to  exclude  those  hounds  of  Huguenots.  Grood! 
Gapital!  Excellent  I  They  have  had  the  best  of  it 
too  long." 

''  Yes,  there  is  a  f^te  at  the  Louvre,*'  said  Maurevel,  **  a 
royal  banquet ;  and  the  Huguenots  are  invited,  and  more, 
they  will  be  the  heroes  of  the  f^te,  and  will  pay  for  the 
festival,  and  if  you  will  be  one  of  us,  we  will  begin  by 
going  to  invite  their  principal  champion,  —  their  Gideon, 
as  they  call  him." 

"  The  admiral  I "  cried  Goconnas. 

"  Yes,  old  Gaspard,  whom  I  missed  like  a  fool,  although 
I  aimed  at  him  with  the  king's  arquebuse." 
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These  two  are  going  to  summon  their  companies;  and 
see,  here  is  the  captain  of  the  quarter  entering  the  street. 
See  what  he  will  do  I " 

''He  knocks  at  each  door;  but  what  is  there  on  the 
doors  at  which  he  knocks?" 

"A  white  cross,  joung  man,  such  as  that  which  'we 
have  in  our  hats." 

''  But  at  each  house  at  which  he  knocks  they  open,  and 
from  each  house  there  come  out  armed  citizens*" 

'*  He  will  knock  here  in  turn,  and  we  shall  in  tam 
go  out." 

''  But,"  said  Coconnas,  **  all  the  world  on  foot  to  go  and 
kill  one  old  Huguenot!  Mcrdil  it  is  shameful!  It  is 
an  afGedr  of  cut-throats,  and  not  of  soldiers." 

"  Young  man,"  replied  Maurevel,  **  if  the  old  are  objeo- 
tionable  to  you,  you  may  choose  young  ones, — yoa  will 
find  plenty  for  all  tastes.  If  you  despise  daggers,  use  yonr 
sword,  for  the  Huguenots  are  not  the  men  to  allow  their 
throats  to  be  cut  without  defending  themselves ;  and  yon 
know  that  Huguenots,  young  or  old,  are  hard-lived." 

''But  are  they  going  to  kill  them  all,  thenT'  cried 
Coconnas. 

"  All ! " 

•' By  order  of  the  king  r* 

"  By  order  of  the  king  and  M.  de  Guise.** 

"  And  when  1 " 

^'  When  you  hear  the  clock  of  St  Germain  TAuxeitoia 
strike.'! 

"  Oh,  it  was  for  that,  then,  that  the  amiable  German 
who  is  with  M.  de  Guise  told  me  to  hasten  at  the  first 
sound  of  the  tocsin." 

"  You  have  then  seen  M.  de  Besme  1 " 

"  I  have  seen  and  spoken  to  him." 

«  Where  1" 
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*  A:  tin 
*•  Look  tiHs*  ■ '' 

«•  Woiiid  jDc  TOBk  wzsh  bim  t* 

""  WLt.  nsDr,  I  s^umUi  like  to  do  80.*' 

MAmrrcJ  opened  the  window  inatantlj;  Betme  Wii 
ptflbhig  tf  tike  nkoment  with  Iwenty  soldien. 

''Gnke  nd  Lofnine!"  said  Maurevol. 

Besme  tsmed  loand ;  and  perceiving  tliat  it  wa«  himaelf 
who  WBB  aeoosted,  he  came  under  the  window.  **  Ob»  if 
it  joOy  IL  Manievel  1 " 

"Tea,  'tis  I ;  what  seek  jou  f  " 

'^  I  am  seeking  the  hostelry  of  the  Belle  fitoUe,  to  And 
a  ositun  If.  de  Cooonnas." 

"  I  am  here,  M.  de  Beame/'  said  the  yoang  man. 

"Good,  good!  aie  joaieadyf 

"Yes;  to  do  what?* 

"  Whaterer  IL  3tiarBv*I  may  tell  you,  for  he  is  a  good 
Catholk.'* 

*  Do  Toa  h^jr '  "*  inauiied  Manrevri, 

-  T«a,''  wccwt  Ciconnaa,  '*  hot,  ML  de  Besme,  wheit 
SB  rsG  r  cziz'  * 

*  I  jc  irnnr  "n  «r  a  -mrmi  to  the  adnunl." 

•Sit  rru  f  iftTMBBT'/ ^aid  Marovel ;  -and  this  tim^ 
in  upm  a    U  rxist,  lo  not  let  him  rise  at  the 
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gnenot,  yon  can  put  bim  on  yonr  list,  and  he  will  pass 
with  the  others." 

Coconnas,  more  bewildered  than  ever  with  what  he  saw 
and  heard,  looked  by  turns  at  the  host,  who  posed  in  for- 
midable attitudes,  and  at  Maurevel,  who  quietly  drew  a 
paper  from  his  pocket.  "Here's  my  list,"  said  he, — 
''three  hundred.  Let  each  good  Catholic  do  this  night 
one-tenth  part  of  the  business  I  shall  do,  and  to-morrow 
there  will  not  remain  one  heretic  in  the  kingdom.** 

<'  Hush  1 "  said  La  Huri^re. 

"  What  is  iti "  inquired  Goconnas  and  Maureyel  together. 

They  heard  the  first  stroke  of  the  bell  of  St  Germain 
FAuxerrois  -vibrate. 

"  The  signal ! "  exclaimed  MaureveL  "  The  hour  is 
anticipated,  then;  it  was  appointed  for  midnight  So 
much  the  better.  When  the  interest  of  God  and  the  king 
is  at  stake,  clocks  that  are  fast  are  better  than  those  that 
are  slow." 

In  &ct  the  sinister  sound  of  the  church-bell  was  dis- 
tinctly heard.  Then  a  shot  was  fired,  and  in  an  instant 
the  light  of  several  torches  blazed  up  like  flashes  of  light- 
ning in  the  Rue  de  I'Arbre  Sec.  Goconnas  passed  his 
hand  over  his  brow,  which  was  damp  with  perspiration. 

'It  has  begun!"  cried  MauieveL  "Now  to  work! 
away ! " 

"  One  moment,  one  moment !  "  said  the  host  "  Before 
we  begin,  let  us  protect  the  camp,  as  they  say  in  war.  I 
do  not  wish  to  have  my  wife  and  children  killed  in  my 
absence.     There  is  a  Huguenot  here.'' 

"  M.  de  la  Mole ! "  said  Goconnas,  starting. 

"Yes,  the  heretic  has  thrown  himself  into  the  wolfs 
throat" 

"Whatl"  said  Goconnas;  "would  yon  attack  your 
guest  1 " 
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^  Come,  oamt !  *  cased  Mautp^  :  ^  ic&£s^  naeat.  xr  i*<e 
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Goue  at  the  adTrnirs.^ 
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fellow  scffex,  and  ptrhaya  tdI  him.  I  miBC  tat  ps^Bzxn  il 
finiah  him,  if  neoBBBiT,  and  tb  fen^  arr  mft  IniiL  icmrnr- 
isg  bis  mooej." 

And  impellfed  bj  tbii  bafyj  tbonziil.  CacazmaE  fiiHrvwed 
La  Hniiere  npfjaim^  and  aoan  uv&i^Jl  hm, :  for  xbe  ist^ 
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door,  Commni  itill  ioUowin^  aerexal  diBrrniggea  of  sua- 
ketxy  in  tbe  attect  wmt  beard.  Tbesn  tb^  beard  La 
leap  from  bia  bed,  and  tbe  floor  creak  imder  bis  £mL 
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way  off  by  this  time.    Come  with  us,  and  if  he  escape  yoo, 
there  will  be  a  thoasand  others  in  his  place." 

"  You  are  right/'  cried  C!oconnas.  "  Death  to  the  Hu- 
guenots  !  I  want  reveiige,  and  the  sooner  the  better ; "  and 
the  three  descended  the  staircase  like  an  avalanche. 

*'  To  the  admiral's  1 "  shouted  Maurevel. 

"  To  the  admiral's  !  "  shouted  La  Huri^ie. 

"  To  the  admiral's,  then,  if  it  must  be  so ! "  shouted 
Coconnas.  And  all  three,  leaving  the  Belle  fitoile  in 
charge  of  Gr^goire  and  the  other  waiters,  hastened  to- 
wards the  Rue  de  B^thisy,  a  bright  light,  and  the  report 
of  fire-arms  guiding  them  in  that  direction. 

**  Who  comes  here  1 "  cried  Coconnas.  "  A  man  without 
his  doublet  or  scarf  1 " 

''  It  is  some  one  escaping,"  said  MaureveL 

*'  Fire  !  fire  !  "  exclaimed  Coconnas ;  "  you  who  have 
arquebuses." 

*'  Faith !  not  I,"  replied  MaureveL  "  I  keep  my  powder 
for  better  game." 

"  You,  then,  La  Huri^re  I  " 

**  Wait,  wait !  "  said  the  innkeeper,  taking  aim. 

"  Oh,  yes,  wait»  and  he  will  escape ! "  replied  Coconnas. 
And  he  rushed  after  the  unhappy  wretch,  whom  he  soon 
overtook,  as  he  was  wounded ;  but  at  the  moment  when 
in  order  that  he  might  not  strike  him  behind,  he  ex- 
claimed, "  Turn,  turn ! "  the  report  of  an  arquebuse  was 
heard,  a  ball  whistled  by  Coconnas's  ears,  and  the  fugi- 
tive rolled  over  like  a  hare  struck  by  the  bullet  of  a 
sportsman. 

A  cry  of  triumph  was  heard  behind  Coconnas.  The 
Piedmontese  turned  round,  and  saw  La  Huri^  brandish- 
ing his  weapon. 

"  Ah,  now,"  he  exclaimed,  "  I  have  made  my  maiden 
shot ! " 
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**  Aim!  ociIt  ^zst  nuHed  makiiig  a  liole  in  me  from  oiw 

ade  to  tiie  c-uier.* 

^TikAcmre!  take  care!"  died  U Hnrikei 

Coocimas  ^rang  back.  The  wounded  man  had  xswn 
on  his  knee,  and,  bent  on  reTenge,  was  abont  to  ftah 
Cjoonnas  with  his  poniard  when  the  host's  wanung  pnt 
Uk;  Pi^rdmontese  on  hia  gnaid. 

*'  Ah,  riper  ! "  shoated  CkNSonnas ;  and  rashing  at  thj^ 
voonded  man,  he  thmst  hia  aword  through  him  thfv« 
tiaMe  up  to  the  hQt. 

"And  now,"  cried  he,  leaying  the  Hugnenot  m  thu 
i.:oiue8  of  death,  **  to  the  admiral's  !  to  the  sdmiisil'^ '  ** 

"  Ah,  ah  !  my  gentleman,"  said  MaoreTel,  **  it  aBsms  S5 
work." 

''Faith,  yes!"  reified  Coconnaa.  '*I  do  not  famtr  if  x 
is  the  amell  of  gunpowder  that  makes  me  drmk  'sr  ;h^ 
sight  of  blood  which  excites  me,  but,  wurdi  /  I  am  <tt(o^ 
for  slanghter.  It  is  like  a  battoe  of  meiL  I  ha;7^  «  /^ 
ImmI  only  battaee  of  bean  and  wiAwfAy  and  tm  my  antwr 
i  battne  of  men  seems  more  amnaing''  And  ctsa  %»0>^ 
vent  on  their  way. 
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CHAPTER  VIIL 

TUB  YICTIMS. 

The  hotel  of  the  admiral  was,  as  we  have  said,  situated  in 
the  Rue  de  Bethisy.  It  was  a  laige  house,  opening  on  a 
court  in  front,  flanked  by  two  wings.  One  principal  and 
two  small  gates  afforded  entrance  into  this  courtyard. 

When  our  three  cut-throats  entered  the  Rue  de  Bethisy, 
which  forms  part  of  the  Rue  des  Foss^  St.  Grennain 
I'Auxerrois,  they  saw  the  hotel  surrounded  with  Swiss 
soldiers  and  citizens,  armed  to  the  teeth,  all  holding  in 
their  right  hands  swords,  pikes,  or  arquebuses,  and  some, 
in  their  left  hands,  torches  that  threw  a  fitful  and  lurid 
glare  on  this  sea  of  human  heads  aud  naked  weapons. 
The  work  of  destruction  was  proceeding  all  around  the 
hotel  and  in  the  Rues  Tirechappe,  £tienne,  and  Bertin 
Poir6e.  Long  cries  were  heard;  there  was  the  rattling 
sound  of  musketry ;  and  from  time  to  time  some  unfortu- 
nate fugitive,  half-naked,  pale,  and  bloody,  came  bounding 
like  a  hunted  deer  into  the  circle  of  funereal  lights  where 
a  multitude  of  demons  seemed  to  be  at  work. 

In  an  instant  Coconnas,  Maurevel,  and  La  Huriere,  ac- 
credited by  their  white  crosses,  and  received  with  cries  of 
welcome,  were  in  the  midst  of  the  tumult,  though  they 
could  not  have  entered  the  throng  had  not  Maurevel  been 
recognized.  Coconnas  and  La  Huridre  followed  him,  and 
all  three  contrived  to  enter  the  court  In  the  centre  of 
this  court,  the  three  doors  of  which  were  burst  open,  a 
man  around  whom  a  body  of  Catholics  formed  a  respect- 
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fill  aide  stood  kuimg  on  bu  dxswn  npec  aid  meo^ 
lookiiig  up  at  a  balocmj  about  fifteen  &et  above  him, 
vhich  extended  in  front  of  the  pnncapa]  iriiidoir  of  the 
boteL  Thia  man  stamped  impatientlj  an  1^  gnnmd.  and 
from  time  to  time  qaesdoned  thoae  aiDimd  Mm. 

**  Nothing  yet !  "  mnnnnred  be.  **  ^o  ced&  He  hat 
been  warned,  and  has  escaped.  What  do  you  think. 
Cast?" 

"  Impossible,  Monseignenr." 

*'Whyl  Did  yon  not  tell  me  that  just  before  w« 
tRiTed  a  man,  bare-headed,  viih  a  drawn  sword  in  hi£ 
hand,  came  mnning,  as  if  puisaed,  knocked  at  thi;  dooi, 
and  was  admitted!" 

*'  Yea,  Monseigneoz;  bat  IL  de  Besme  came  up  inim^ 
diately,  broke  open  the  doors,  and  snironnd^yd  thf:  ix'ryhiL 
The  man  went  in,  sore  enough  ;  but  he  has  not  ^mb  oui." 

"  Why,"  ssid  Cooonnaa  to  La  Huiiere,  ** if  my  tr^et  do 
not  deceive  me,  it  is  IL  de  Guise  I  see  ! " 

** Himself^  Monsienz.  Yes;  the  great  H*iiin  d«  Otuk*f 
has  oome  in  person  to  watch  for  the  adndrdl  and  n^srv^c 
him  as  he  served  the  duke's  fkthez.     Et^tt  unt  inat  ti*t 
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day,  and  it  is  our  turn  now." 

^^ Holloa,  Besme!"  eried  the  duke, -with  hife  yjwsri'l 
voice,  *'  have  yoa  not  finished  yet  t "  And  he  stru'^k  htM. 
fword  so  forcibly  sgainst  the  stones  that  spiLrkh  fi^w  oul« 
At  this  instant  cries  were  beard  in  the  hotel,  then  fe^fv^nJ 
shots,  then  a  dashing  of  swords ;  and  then  nil  was  a;^&;ti 
silent.     The  duke  was  about  to  ruKb  into  tL«  hous^. 

**  Monseignear,  Monseignenr  1 "  ssid  Gast,  d^^^sinm;; 
him,  **  your  dignity  commands  yoa  to  wait  her«,'' 

•«Yoa  are  right,  Gast^  I  must  stay  h^rre  ;  but  I  auu 
dying  with  anxiety.     If  he  were  to  escape  1 " 

Suddenly  the  windows  of  the  firvt  floor  were  Ij;;bt«^  up 
with  what  seemed  the  reflection  of  torches.     The  wxndvw 
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on  which  the  duke's  eyes  were  fixed  opened,  or  niher  was 
shattered  to  pieces,  and  a  man,  his  face  and  collar  stained 
with  hloody  appeared  on  the  balcony. 

"Ah  !  at  last,  Besme  1"  cried  the  duke;  "what  newal" 

"  Here,  here  1 "  replied  the  German,  with  the  greatest 
9ang-froid^  liftings  as  he  spoke,  a  heavy  body. 

"  But  where  are  the  others  t "  demanded  the  duke. 

"  The  others  are  finishing  the  rest.** 

"  And  what  have  you  done  t " 

"  Yon  shall  see.     Stand  back  a  little ! " 

The  duke  retreated  a  few  paces.  The  object  that  Besme 
was  trying  to  lift  was  now  visible ;  it  was  the  body  of  an 
old  man.  He  raised  it  above  the  balcony,  and  threw  it 
by  a  powerful  effort  at  his  master's  feet.  The  heavy  fall, 
and  the  blood  that  gushed  forth,  startled  even  the  duke 
himself;  but  curiosity  soon  overpowered  fear,  and  the 
light  of  the  torches  was  speedily  thrown  on  the  body. 
A  white  beard,  a  venerable  countenance,  and  limbs 
contracted  by  death  were  then  visible. 

"  The  admiral  1 "  cried  twenty  voices,  as  instantaneouidy 
hushed. 

"Yes,  the  admiral!"  said  the  duke,  approaching  the 
corpse,  and  contemplating  it  with  silent  satisfiiction. 

"  The  admiral  I  the  admiral ! "  repeated  in  hushed  tones 
the  witnesses  of  this  terrible  scene,  timidly  approaebing 
the  grand  old  man,  majestic  even  in  death. 

"  Ah,  here  you  are  at  last,  Gaspard !  **  said  the  Due  de 
Guise, triumphantly.  "You  murdered  my  &ther;  I  avenge 
him."  And  he  dared  place  his  foot  on  the  breast  of  the 
Protestant  hero. 

But  immediately  the  dying  warrior  opened  his  eyes,  his 
bleeding  and  mutilated  hand  was  clinched  for  the  last 
time,  and  the  admiral,  with  a  sepulchral  voice,  said  to  the 
duke,  — 
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^  Heaii  de  Gnkey  one  day  the  foot  of  the  aasassixi  shall 
be  pLanted  on  thy  breast  1  I  did  not  kill  thy  fiither,  and 
I  cons  thee  1 " 

The  duke,  pale,  and  trembling  in  spite  of  himself  felt 
a  cold  shadder  come  oTer  him.  He  passed  his  hand  across 
his  btowy  as  if  to  dispel  the  feaiful  vision ;  and  when  he 
dated  again  to  glanoe  at  the  admiral,  his  eyes  were  closed, 
his  hand  unclinched,  and  a  stream  of  black  blood  poured 
oTer  his  silTery  beard  from  that  month  which  had  so  lately 
uttered  the  terrible  denunciation  against  his  murderer. 
The  dnka  lifted  his  sword  with  a  gesture  of  desperate 
nsolauon. 

^Are  you  satisfied,  Monseigneur  )  "  asked  Beeme. 

^  Ye%"  returned  Henri ;  "  for  thou  hast  avenged  —  " 

''The  Due  Francois  1 "  said  Besme. 

**  The  Catholic  religion/'  continued  Henri,  in  a  gloomy 
tone.  Then,  turning  to  the  soldiers  and  citizens  who  filled 
the  court  and  street,  **  To  work,  my  friends,  to  work  I " 

**  Good-evening,  M.  de  Besme,^  said  Coconnas,  approach- 
ing the  German,  who  stood  on  the  balcony,  wiping  his 
•wonL 

"  It  was  you,  then,  who  settled  him  1 "  cried  La  Huri^re ; 
"  how  did  you  manage  it  t " 

**  Oh,  very  easily ;  he  heard  a  noise,  opened  his  door, 
sod  I  ran  him  through  the  body.  But  I  think  they  are 
killing  Teligny  now,  for  I  hear  him  cry  out.** 

At  this  moment,  indeed,  several  cries  of  distress  were 
heard,  and  the  windows  of  the  long  gallery  that  formed 
a  wing  of  the  hotel  were  lighted  up  with  a  red  glare ; 
two  men  were  seen  flying  before  a  body  of  assassins.  An 
srquebuse-ahot  killed  one ;  the  other  sprang  boldly,  and 
without  stopping  to  look  at  the  distance  from  the  ground, 
through  an  open  window  into  the  court  below,  heeding 
not  the  enemies  who  awaited  him  there. 
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*'  Kill  I  kill ! "  cried  the  assassinsy  seeing  their  piej 
about  to  escape  them. 

The  fugitive  picked  up  his  sword,  which  in  his  leap  had 
fallen  from  his  hand,  dashed  through  the  soldiers,  upset 
three  or  four,  ran  one  through  the  body,  and  amid  the 
pistol-shots  and  imprecations  of  the  furious  Catholics, 
darted  like  lightning  by  Coconnaa,  who  stood  ready  for 
him  at  the  door. 

"  Touched  ! "  cried  the  Piedmontese,  piercing  his  arm 
with  his  sharp  blade. 

"  Coward  ! "  replied  the  fugitive^  striking  him  on  the 
face  with  the  flat  of  his  weapon,  for  want  of  room  to 
thrust  at  him  with  its  point 

"  A  thousand  devils  !  *'  cried  Coconnas ;  ^*  it 's  M.  de  la 
Mole ! " 

''  M.  de  la  Mole  !  "  re-echoed  La  Huriere  and  MaureveL 

"  It  is  he  who  warned  the  admiral ! "  cried  several 
soldiers. 

'*  Rill  him  ;  kill  him  !  "  was  shouted  on  all  sides. 

Coconnas,  La  Huriere,  and  half  a  score  of  soldiers 
rushed  in  pursuit  of  La  Mole,  who,  covered  with  blood, 
and  having  attained  that  state  of  desperation  which  is  the 
last  resource  of  human  strength,  dashed  wildly  through 
the  streets  with  no  other  guide  than  instinct.  The  sound 
of  footsteps  behind  him  and  the  shouts  of  his  pursuers 
gave  him  wings.  Occasionally  a  ball  whistled  by  his  ear, 
and  made  him  dart  forward  with  redoubled  speed.  He 
no  longer  seemed  to  breathe ;  it  was  a  hoarse  rattle  which 
came  from  his  chest.  Soon  his  doublet  seemed  too  close 
for  the  pulsations  of  his  heart,  and  he  tore  it  oflf ;  then 
his  sword  became  too  heavy  for  his  hand,  and  he  threw  it 
away.  The  blood  and  perspiration  matted  his  hair,  and 
trickled  in  heavy  drops  down  his  face.  Sometimes  it 
seemed  to  him  that  he  was  gaining  on  his  pursuers,  and 
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that  their  steps  sounded  farther  away ;  bnt  at  their  cries, 
other  assassins  started  up  at  eveiy  turn  and  continued  the 
chase.  Suddenly  he  perceived  on  bis  left  the  river,  rolling 
silently  on.  He  felt,  like  the  stag  at  bay,  a  strong  desire 
to  plunge  into  it ;  the  supreme  power  of  reason  alone 
restrained  him.  On  his  right  was  the  Louvre,  dark  and 
fix>wning,  but  full  of  strange  and  ominous  sounds;  soldiers 
on  the  drawbridge  came  and  went,  and  helmets  and  cui- 
rasses glittered  in  the  moonlight.  La  Mole  thought  of 
the  King  of  Navaire  as  he  had  before  thought  of  Coligny ; 
they  were  his  only  protectors.  He  collected  all  Ms  strength, 
looked  towards  the  heavens,  and  inwardly  vowing  to  abjure 
his  fidth  should  he  escape  massacre,  he  rushed  by  the 
soldiers  on  to  the  drawbridge,  received  another  poniard- 
stab  in  the  side,  and  despite  the  cries  of  **  Kill !  kill ! " 
that  resounded  on  all  sides,  and  the  opposing  weapons  of 
the  sentinels,  darted  like  an  arrow  through  the  court  into 
the  vestibule,  mounted  the  staircase,  then  up  two  stories 
higher,  recognized  a  door,  and  leaned  against  it,  striking 
it  violently  with  his  hands  and  feet. 

**  Who  is  there ) "  asked  a  woman's  voice. 

**  Oh,  my  Gkxi ! "  murmured  La  Mole;  'Hhey  are  coming, 
^- 1  hear  them  1  they  are  here,  —  I  see  them  1  'T  is  1 1 
'tis  I!" 

"  Who  are  you  I "  said  the  voice. 

La  Mole  recollected  the  pass-word.  **  Navarre !  Na- 
varre ! "  cried  he. 

The  door  instantly  opened.  La  Mole,  without  thanking, 
or  even  seeing  Gillonne,  dashed  into  the  vestibale,  then 
along  a  corridor,  through  two  or  three  chambers,  until  at 
last  he  entered  a  room  lighted  by  a  lamp  suspended  from 
the  ceiling.  Beneath  curtains  of  velvet  with  gold  /Uur$ 
de  liB,  in  a  bed  of  carved  oak,  a  woman,  half-naked,  raised 
herself  on  her  arm,  and  opened  her  eyes,  staring  with 
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fngbt.  La  Mole  precipitated  himself  towarda  her.  "  Mar 
dame,"  he  cried,  "ihffj  are  kUlisg,  they  are  batcheiing 
my  brothers  I  they  seek  to  kill  me  also !  Toa  are  queen  ; 
save  me  I  "  And  he  threw  himself  at  her  feet,  leaving  on 
the  carpet  a  large  track  of  blood. 

At  the  sight  of  a  man,  pale,  exliaosted,  and  bleeding  at 
her  feet,  the  Queen  of  Navarre  rose  in  great  fear^  clasped 
ber  hands  over  her  eyes^  and  shrieked  for  help. 

"Madame/'  cried  La  Mole,  making  an  effort  to  liae^ 
"  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  do  not  call  1  If  you  do,  I  am 
lost,  for  my  murderers  are  at  hand ;  they  aro  on  the  stairs ! 
Hark  !  I  hear  them  now  !  " 

*'  Help  ! ''  cried  the  queen,  beside  herself,  — • "  help ! " 

"  Ah ! "  said  La  Mole,  despairingly,  **  it  is  you  who 
have  killed  me.  I  did  not  think  it  possible  to  die  by  ao 
sweet  a  voice,  so  fair  a  hand ! " 

At  the  same  time  the  door  flew  open,  and  a  troop  of 
men,  panting,  furious,  their  faces  covered  with  blood  and 
blackened  with  powder,  their  swords  drawn,  and  their 
pikes  and  arquebuses  levelled,  rushed  into  the  chamber. 
Coconnas  was  at  their  head,  —  his  red  hair  bristling,  his 
eye  flashing  Are,  and  his  cheek  cut  open  by  La  Mole's 
sword.  The  Piedmontese  was  terrible  to  behold.  "Mcrdi!" 
cried  he,  **  we  have  him  at  last  I " 

La  Mole  looked  round  him  for  a  weapon,  but  in  rain  ; 
he  glanced  at  the  queen,  and  saw  profound  commiseration 
depicted  in  her  face.  He  at  once  felt  that  she  alone  could 
save  him;  he  throw  his  arms  round  her. 

Coconnas  advanced,  and  with  the  point  of  his  long 
rapier  again  wounded  his  enemy's  shoulder;  and  the 
crimson  drops  of  warm  blood  stained  the  white  and 
perfumed  sheets  of  Marguerite's  coach. 

Marguerite  saw  the  blood  flow  and  felt  the  shudder 
that  ran  through  La  Mole's  frames  she  throw  heraelf 
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Save  me,  my  brother!"  said  Maigaerite,  exhausted. 

They  are  going  to  kill  me  ! " 

The  duke's  pallid  face  became  crimsoxL  He  was  un- 
armed; but  sustained,  no  doubt,  by  the  consciousness  of 
his  rank,  he  advanced  with  clinched  teeth  and  hands 
towards  Coconnas  and  his  companions,  who  retreated, 
terrified  at  the  lightning  darting  from  his  eyes.  ''Ha! 
and  will  you  murder  a  son  of  France  tool"  cried  the 
duke.  Then  as  they  recoiled,  ''Without  there!  captain 
of  the  guard !  Hang  me  every  one  of  these  ruffians  I " 

More  alarmed  at  the  sight  of  this  weaponless  yonng 
man  than  he  would  have  been  at  the  aspect  of  a  company 
of  reitres  or  of  lansquenets,  Coconnas  had  already  reached 
the  door.  La  Huriere  sprang  after  him  like  a  deer,  and 
the  soldiers  jostled  and  pushed  one  another  in  the  vesti- 
bule, in  their  endeavors  to  escape,  finding  the  door  far  too 
small  for  their  great  desire  to  be  outside  it.  Meantime 
Marguerite  had  instinctively  thrown  the  damask  cover- 
lid of  her  bed  over  La  Mole,  and  withdrawn  from  him. 
No  sooner  had  the  last  murderer  departed  than  the  duke 
turned  to  his  sister.  "  Are  you  hurt  ? "  cried  he,  seeing 
Marguerite  covered  with  blood.  And  he  darted  towards 
his  sister  with  an  anxiety  that  would  have  done  credit 
to  his  fraternal  tenderness  had  not  that  tenderness  been 
charged  with  being  more  than  brotherly. 

"No,"  said  she;  "I  think  not;  or  if  I  am,  it  is  bnt 
slightly.'' 

"  But  this  blood,"  said  the  duke,  passing  his  trembling 
hands  over  the  body  of  Marguerite ;  "  whence  comes  it  1 " 

"  I  know  not,"  replied  she ;  "  one  of  those  wretches  put 
his  hand  upon  me.     Perhaps  he  had  been  wounded." 

"  What !  "  cried  the  duke,  "  dare  to  touch  my  sister ! 
Oh,  had  yon  but  shown  him  to  me!  did  I  but  know 
where  to  find  him  —  " 
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protectian  and  that  of  ibe  K£^  '^€  X 1. 1 1^!!**,  cut  wxltt 
•lazzled  bj  her  own  beacrr.  hhi  iimriisai  iitif  rrr^^r-rti  \j 
his  own. 

Haigoerite  ntteted  a  frj  of  toTTc  i^  Br?w  53  wis  3ii:q& 
than  men  pitr  that  she  felt  f:^  ids  w^Ti:ztiai  subl:  x 
interesL     He  was  do  kosv  n  i&nsi?»r:    £«  wu 


almost  an  aeqoaintanee.    Bj  ber  tat.  La  lLui»  s  ''^ 
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features  soon  reappeared,  fi«e  from  stain,  but  pale  and 
distorted  by  pain.  A  shudder  ran  through  her  whole 
fnme,  as  she  tremblingly  placed  her  hand  on  his  heart. 
It  still  beat.  She  then  took  a  smelling-bottle  from  the 
table,  and  applied  it  to  his  ncMtrik. 

La  Mole  opened  his  eyes.  *'0h,  man  Dieu/^  mur- 
mured he,  **  where  am  II " 

*'  SaTed  ! "  said  Marguerite.  ^  Eeassure  yourself;  jon 
are  saved." 

La  Mole  turned  his  eyes  on  the  queen,  gazed  earnestly 
for  a  moment,  and  murmuring,  "Oh,  loveliest  of  the 
lovely  ! "  closed  his  lids,  as  if  overpowered,  and  sent  forth 
a  long  deep  sigh. 

Marguerite  started.  He  had  become  still  paler  than 
before,  if  that  were  possible,  and  she  feared  that  sigh  was 
his  last. 

"  Oh,  Heaven ! "  she  cried,  "  have  pity  on  him ! " 

At  this  moment  a  violent  knocking  was  heard  at  the  door. 

Marguerite  half  imsed  herself,  still  supporting  La  Mole. 
"  Who  is  there  1"  she  cried. 

"  Madame,  it  is  I ;  it  is  I,"  replied  a  female  voice,  — 
"the  Duchesse  de  Nevers." 

"  Henriette ! "  cried  Marguerite.  "  There  is  no  danger ; 
it  is  my  friend.     Do  you  hear  me.  Monsieur  Y  " 

La  Mole  contrived  to  raise  himself  on  one  knee. 

"  Endeavor  to  support  yourself  while  I  open  the  door," 
said  the  queen. 

La  Mole,  resting  his  hand  on  the  ground,  managed  to 
keep  his  equilibrium.  Maiguerite  advanced  towards  the 
door,  but  stopped  suddenly. 

"  Ah,  you  are  not  alone  % "  she  said,  hearing  the  noise 
of  arms  oatside. 

"  No,  I  have  twelve  guards  that  my  biroth6r>in4aw,  M. 
de  Guise,  assigned  me." 


■  1 
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CHAPTER   IX. 

THE    MUBDEREBS. 

CocoNNAS  had  not  fled,  he  had  retreated ;  La  Huri^re  had 
not  fled,  he  had  flown.  The  one  had  disappeared  like  a 
tiger,  the  other  like  a  wolf 

The  consequence  was  that  La  Hori^re  had  already 
reached  the  Place  St  Germain  TAuzerrois  when  Coconnas 
had  only  just  left  the  Louvre. 

La  Huri^re,  finding  himself  alone  with  his  arquebnse  in 
the  midst  of  passers-by  who  were  running,  bullets  that 
whistled,  and  bodies  falling  from  windows,  — some  of  them 
in  one  mass,  and  others  in  pieces,  —  began  to  be  a&aid  and 
to  entertain  prudent  thoughts  of  regaining  his  hostelry  ; 
but  as  he  turned  the  corner,  in  the  Rue  de  I'Arbre  Sec  he 
fell  in  with  a  troop  of  Swiss  and  light-horse,  led  by 
Maurevel. 

**  Well !  "  exclaimed  the  latter,  who  had  christened 
himself  the  King's  Killer,  "  have  you  finished  already  ) 
What  the  devil  have  you  done  with  our  Piedmontese  gen- 
tleman) Has  any  mischance  happened  to  himt  It 
would  be  a  pity,  for  he  went  to  work  like  a  hero." 

''1  think  not^"  replied  La  Huri^re;  '^and  probably  he 
will  rejoin  us." 

"  Whence  do  you  cornel " 

^'From  the  Louvre;  and  I  must  say  that  we  were 
rather  rudely  tumbled  out.'' 

"  By  whom  1 " 


Ill 

"SC   Ib   I>iie   ^A\ta^a.      Ii  i^  ^^  mdt   ex   '&Js 

•ffiurl" 

"  MoDseigneor  le  Doc  ii'AIea9JB  k  ia  Bi:ii^iai2;  i^^u  inm 
Dot  touch  bim  poaonallT.  Prupude  li>  jif-m  t,>  iroi  ^^ 
two  elder  brotben  as  HogoeiuU,  «ii-i  ht  wd  £tT<:v  s,  — 
proviiled  that  the  wotk  mar  be  <i;:M  virliixa  ft-t--i-r-Ti. 
iag  him.  But  do  jon  Dot  KcoctpikCT  th^w  bn(«  frij-^iy 
Haitra  U  Horiere  I " 

*"  And  where  are  thej  goin^  !  " 

"Oh  !  to  Rue  MoDlorgaeil.  TiiEtc  a  ■  Htti^co*  Eii^ij- 
ter of  mjMqnainUoc« there;  be  baiswi&ac-iiiieLillnn. 
TbMB  heretics  breeal  enormoaalT  ;  it  is  *  nirtixu  tth".^,* 

"  And  jon,  where  do  joa  go  I " 

"  Ob,  I  bav«  «  aaudl  private  a^ur." 

"Then  let  me  go  with  jroo,"  said  «  Toi-!e  whi-h  made 
Uaaierel  start ;  "  for  yon  know  all  the  good  pUoas." 

"Ah  !  it  is  our  Piedmonteae,"  saJd  MaareveL 

"  It  is  M.  de  CocooDss,"  said  La  Huriere.  "  I  thoo^it 
TOO  were  following  me." 

"PrtU  !  jon  scampered  off  too  &st  for  that ;  and  bo- 
tide%  1  tamed  a  little  fmm  the  direct  comse  to  tbiow  into 
tb«  riTer  a  frightful  child  who  cried  'Down  with  the 
Papists  !  IJTe  the  adminl ! '  Unfonnnatelj,  I  heliere 
ibe  tascal  knew  how  to  swim.  If  one  wishes  to  drown 
ibese  pestilent  heretics,  be  most  throw  them  into  the 
wUet  like  kittens,  before  tbej  can  see  dearlj." 

"  Ab !  ]rou  have  come  ftom  the  Lonne.  Did  jrooi 
HugiMnot,  then,  take  refuge  tiieret "  asked  MaoreveL 

"Jfim  Dieu!  yes." 

"  I  g»ve  bim  a  pistol-ebot  at  the  moment  when  be  was 
picking  np  his  sword  in  tiie  admiral's  ooartTsrd,  bnt  I 
nmehow  or  other  missed  bim." 

"  I,"  added  Coconnas,  "  did  not  miss  him ;  I  gave  him 
nch  a  throst  in  the  back  that  my  sirord  was  wot 
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inclies  up  the  blade.  Besides,  I  saw  him  fall  into  tlie 
arms  of  Madame  Marguerite, — a  fine  woman,  mordi  / 
Tet  I  confess  I  should  not  be  sorry  to  hear  he  was  really- 
dead  ;  ^e  vagabond  is  infernally  spiteful,  and  capable  of 
bearing  me  a  grudge  all  his  life.  But  did  you  not  say 
you  were  going  somewhere?" 

"  Do  you  mean  to  go  with  mel  '* 

*'  Why,  I  do  not  like  standing  still.  Mordi!  I  ha^e 
only  killed  three  or  four  as  yet,  and  when  I  get  oold  my 
shoulder  pains  me.     Forward  I  forward  I  " 

''Captain/'  said  Maurevel  to  the  commander  of  the 
troop,  **  giye  me  three  men,  and  go  on  your  own  way  with 
the  rest." 

Three  Swiss  were  detached  and  joined  Maurevel,  who, 
followed  by  Coconnas  and  La  Huri^re  and  his  three  men, 
went  towards  the  Rue  St.  Avoye, 

"  Where  the  devil  are  you  leading  us  T'  asked  Coconnas. 

'*  I  am  leading  you  to  an  enterprise  brilliant  and  useful 
at  the  same  time.  After  the  admiral,  after  T^Iigny,  after 
the  Huguenot  princes,  I  can  offer  you  nothing  better. 
Our  affair  is  in  the  Hue  du  Chaume,  and  we  shall  be  there 
in  a  moment." 

''  Tell  me,'*  said  Coconnas,  ''  is  not  the  Eue  du  Chaumo 
near  the  Temple  1" 

"Yes,  why  I" 

"  Because  an  old  creditor  of  our  family  lives  there,  one 
lAmbert  Mercandon,  to  whom  my  father  has  desired  me 
to  hand  over  a  hundred  rose  nobles  I  have  in  my  pocket 
for  that  purpose." 

"  Well,"  replied  Maurevel,  "  this  is  a  good  opportunity 
for  squaring  matters  with  him." 

"  How  so  1 " 

"This  is  the  day  for  settling  old  accounts.  Is  your 
Mercandon  a  Huguenot  1" 
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is  to  say,  because  it  was  filled  with  soldiers.  The  heads 
were  instantly  withdrawn,  their  owners  doubtless  divining 
correctly  the  occasion  of  the  noise. 

<<  Does  your  M.  de  Mouy  live  here  t "  inquired  Cocon- 
nas,  pointing  to  the  house  at  which  La  Huriere  continued 
to  knock. 

"  No ;  but  his  mistress  does." 

"  Mordi  I  how  gallant  you  are,  to  give  him  an  occaRion 
to  draw  sword  in  the  presence  of  his  lady-love  1  We  shall 
be  the  judges  of  the  field.  I  should  like  very  well  to 
fight  myself;  my  shoulder  bums." 

''  And  your  faceT'  asked  Maurevel ;  "  it  is  considerably 
damaged,  is  it  notl" 

Coconnas  uttered  a  kind  of  growL  *'  Jfordi  /  "  he  said, 
"  I  hope  he  is  dead ;  if  I  thought  he  was  not,  I  would 
return  to  the  Louvre  and  finish  him." 

La  Huriere  continued  knocking.  Soon  the  window  on 
the  first  floor  opened,  and  a  man  appeared  in  the  balcony 
in  a  nightcap  and  drawersy  and  unarmed.  **  Who 's 
there  r'  cried  he. 

Maurevel  made  a  sign  to  the  Swiss,  who  retreated  into 
a  comer,  while  Coconnas  stood  close  against  the  walL 

"  Ah,  M.  de  Mouy  1 "  said  the  innkeeper,  in  his  bland- 
est tones,  '*  is  that  you  1 " 

"  Yes ;  what  then  ?  " 

"  It  is  he  1 "  said  Maurevel,  joyfully, 

''Well,  then.  Monsieur,"  continued  La  Huriere,  ''do 
you  not  know  what  is  going  on?  They  are  murdering 
the  admiral,  and  all  of  our  religion.  Hasten  to  their 
assistance ! " 

*'  Ah  I "  exclaimed  Mouy,  "  I  feared  something  was 
plotted  for  this  night.  I  ought  not  to  have  left  my  brave 
comrades.     I  will  come,  my  friend  ;  wait  for  me." 

And  without  closing  the  window,  through  which  issued 


the  Toio6  of  ft  frightened  wcannsa.  iiLitHrng  'jSh^ipt  wjy- 
plications^  M.  de  Monj  pot  an.  his  'huihiBC^  liiaiui.  uuL 
veapona. 

**  He  is  coming  down  [  be  »  eomfng  iown  I  "^  mniTmii^L 
MftQTBTe],  pftle  with  joy.  *  Astenciiin^  jin  iili.Tf^ '.  *  jfr 
vhispered  to  the  Swii&  Thexu  :Likiiuz  me  ir^oennBe  ±(  ul 
CoconnaSy  and  blowin*?  on  the  nia£i!h.  Sii  itaRH^  .nm^-tf 
that  it  was  ligfatedp  *^ Here,  La  Hirrer^y*  he  miii  "Xi  za& 
innkeeper,  who  had  £illen.  hack  on.  she  gnus*.  *^  ::aka  jniir 
apquebosc" 

"  Mordi ! "  exdaimed  Cocomxaay  •  :;her»  ia  t^ie  auirn. 
coming  out  to  aee  this  beantifal  litiue  fichn.  I  wziLjl  rr^ 
a  great  deal  if  Lambeit  Mercaniicn  w»re  her?  ^  ierve  is 
M.  de  Mon 7*8  second.'* 

"  Wait,  wait ! "  said  Manrevel ;  **  iL  «ie  ifony  ia  ^^nai. 
to  ten  men  bj  himself,  and  it  ss  liki^lT  :iiiis  w»  ux  vuir^ 
bare  enough  to  do  to  despatch  him.  F  :rvTr'!,,  oit  aii*iL  ' 
continued  MaureTel,  making  a  sini  to  :he  St-Ihs  v,  tcinii 
bj  the  door  in  order  to  strike  Moaj  aa  he  <!a:ne  ^.r^h^ 

**  Ahy  ah  ! "  said  Coconnas^  as  he  -TnZiihmi  'ht^sn  ir- 
nngementSy  ''it  appears  that  this  wiH  jux  ^.me  ;if 
qaite  as  I  expected." 

Already  was  heard  the  sound  of  the  bar;  w^lLuK  \(:rrr 
moTed  aside.  The  Swiss  were  at  the  d«  ,rr ;  iLuir^T^i  vA 
La  Huriere  came  forward  on  tiptoe,  while,  firytn.  %  feeli.-T 
of  honor,  Coconnas  remained  where  he  wia*  when,  tre 
young  woman,  whom  they  had  negiecteti  to  k'^p  :a  miTj% 
appeared  in  her  turn  in  the  balcony,  and  gn.Te  a  ter- 
rible shriek  when  she  saw  the  Swias^  ^[a.iiTev'^I,  anii  [^ 
Huriere.  Mouy,  who  had  already  half  opened  the  door, 
paused. 

"  Betum,  return ! "  cried  the  damseL  ••  I  see  sworAf  ^rllt- 
ter,  and  the  match  of  an  arquebuse  ;  there  is  treachery  \ " 

**  Ahf  ah  1  **  said  the  young  man,  **  let  ns  see,  tri^^tf 
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what  all  this  means."    And  he  closed  the  door,  replaced 
the  bar,  and  went  npstairs  again. 

Maorevers  order  of  battle  was  changed  as  soon  as  he 
saw  that  Mony  did  not  come  ont.  The  Swiss  went  and 
posted  themselves  on  the  other  side  of  the  street^  and  La 
Horiere,  with  his  arquebuse  in  his  hand,  awaited  the  re- 
appearance of  the  enemy  at  the  window.  He  did  not  wait 
long.  Mouy  came  forward,  holding  before  him  two  pistols 
of  such  respectable  lengfch  that  La  Huri^re,  who  was  al- 
ready taking  aim,  suddenly  reflected  that  the  Huguenot's 
balls  had  no  farther  to  go  in  reaching  him  than  had  his  to 
i^ach  the  balcony.  "  It  is  true,"  said  he,  ''  I  may  kill  the 
gentleman  ;  but  it  is  equally  true  that  the  gentleman  may 
kill  me ! "  and  this  reflection  determined  him  to  retreat 
into  an  angle  of  the  Rue  de  Braque  so  far  off  as  to  make 
any  aim  of  his  at  Mouy  somewhat  uncertain.  Mony  cast 
a  glance  around  him,  and  advanced  like  a  man  preparing 
to  fight  a  duel ;  but  seeing  nothing,  he  exclaimed,  — 

"  Why,  it  appears,  my  friend,  that  you  have  forgotten 
your  arquebuse  at  my  door  1  I  am  here.  What  do  yon 
want  with  me?" 

<'  Ah,  ah  ! "  said  Coconnas  to  himself;  "  this  is  a  brave 
feUow  I " 

"  Well,"  continued  Mouy,  "  friends  or  enemies,  which- 
ever you  are,  do  you  not  see  I  am  waiting?" 

La  Huriere  kept  silence,  Maurevel  made  no  reply,  and 
the  three  Swiss  remained  in  covert.  Coconnas  waited  a 
moment ;  then,  seeing  that  no  one  continued  the  conver- 
sation begun  by  La  Huriere  and  followed  by  Mony,  he 
left  his  station,  and  advancing  into  the  middle  of  the 
street,  took  off  his  hat  and  said,  — 

*'  Monsieur,  we  are  not  here  for  an  assassination,  as  yon 
seem  to  suppose,  but  for  a  duel.  I  accompany  hither  one 
of  your  enemies,  who  wishes  to  have  a  little  encounter 
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with  yon  to  end  honombly  an  ancient  dispute.  Eh, 
mordil  come  forward,  M.  Maorevel,  instead  of  turning 
your  hack.     The  gentleman  accepts." 

''  Mauieyel  I ''  cried  Mouy,  —  '*  Maurevel,  the  assassin 
of  my  &ther !  Maureyel;  the  King's  Killer  I  Ah,  pardieu  / 
yesy  I  accept."  And  taking  aim  at  Maurevel,  who  was 
about  to  knock  at  the  Hdtel  de  Guise  to  request  a  rein- 
foroementy  he  sent  a  hall  through  his  hat. 

At  the  noise  of  the  report  and  Maurevel's  cries,  the 
guard  which  had  escorted  Madame  de  Nevers  came  out, 
accompanied  by  three  or  four  gentlemen,  followed  by  their 
pages,  and  approached  the  house  of  young  Mouy's  mis- 
tress. A  second  pistol-shot,  fired  into  the  midst  of  the 
troop,  killed  the  soldier  next  to  Maurevel ;  after  which 
Mouy,  having  no  longer  any  loaded  arms,  sheltered  himself 
within  the  gallery  of  the  balcony.  Meantime,  windows 
began  to  be  opened  in  every  direction,  and  according  to 
the  respective  dispositions  of  their  pacific  or  bellicose 
inhabitants,  were  closed  again,  or  bristled  with  muskets 
and  arquebuses. 

"  Help  t  my  worthy  Mercandon,"  shouted  Mouy,  mak- 
ing a  sign  to  an  old  man  who,  from  a  window  which 
opened  opposite  to  the  Hdtel  de  Guise,  was  trying  to 
make  out  the  cause  of  the  confusion. 

*'  Is  it  you  who  call,  M.  de  Mouy  1 "  cried  the  old  man ; 
"  is  it  you  they  are  attacking  9 " 

"They  attack  me  —  you  —  all  the  Protestants;  and 
there  —  there  is  the  proof  I  " 

Indeed,  at  that  moment  Mouy  had  seen  La  Huri^re 
aiming  his  arquebuse  at  him.  It  was  fired ;  but  the  young 
man  stooped,  and  the  ball  broke  a  pane  of  glass  over  his 
head. 

**  Mercandon  I"  exclaimed  Coconnas,  who,  in  his  delight 
at  sight  of  the  tumult,  had  forgotten  his  creditor,  but  was 
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reminded  of  him  "by  this  apostrophe  of  Mouy,  —  "  Mer> 
candon.  Rue  du  Chaume ;  that  is  it  1  Ah,  he  lives  there  I 
Good  I     We  shall  have  an  affair  each  with  our  man  !  " 

And  while  the  people  from  the  Hdtel  de  Guise  hroke  in 
the  doors  of  Mou/s  house,  and  Maurevel,  torch  in  hand, 
tried  to  set  it  on  fire;  while,  the  doors  once  hroken,  there 
was  a  fearful  struggle  with  an  antagonist  who  at  each 
rapier-thrust  hrought  down  his  foe,  —  Goconnas  tried,  bj 
the  help  of  a  paving-stone,  to  break  in  the  door  of  Mer- 
candon,  who,  unmoved  by  this  solitary  effort,  was  doing 
his  best  with  his  arquebuse  at  his  window. 

And  now  all  this  desert  and  obscure  quarter  was  lighted 
up,  as  if  by  open  day,  —  peopled  like  the  interior  of  an 
ant-hive ;  for  from  the  H6tel  de  Montmorency  six  or 
eight  Huguenot  gentlemen,  with  their  servante  and  friends, 
issuing  forth,  made  a  furious  charge,  and  began,  supported 
by  the  firing  from  the  windows,  to  repulse  MaurevePs  and 
the  Guise's  force,  whom  at  length  they  drove  back  to  the 
place  whence  they  had  come. 

Goconnas^  who  had  not  yet  managed  to  drive  in  Mer- 
candon's  door,  though  he  tried  to  do  so  with  all  his  might, 
was  surprised  in  this  sudden  retreat.  Placing  his  back  to 
the  wall,  and  grasping  his  sword  firmly,  he  began  not 
only  to  defend  himself,  but  to  attack  his  assailants,  with 
cries  so  terrible  that  they  were  heard  above  all  the  uproar. 
He  struck  right  and  left,  hitting  friends  and  enemies,  un- 
til a  wide  space  was  cleared  around  him.  In  proportion 
as  his  rapier  made  a  hole  in  some  breast,  and  the  warm 
blood  spurted  over  on  his  hands  and  face,  he,  with  di- 
lated eye,  expanded  nostrils,  and  clinched  teeth,  regained 
the  ground  he  had  lost,  and  approached  the  beleaguered 
house. 

Mouy,  after  a  terrible  combat  in  the  staircase  and  hall, 
had  at  length,  in  the  manner  of  a  true  hero^  come  forth 


from  the  baming  brwig      Ik  tiis  Tn>s  sf  iH  ib 
he  had  not  eeMod  to  err,  *  H 


where  an  joa  t '  hifin'Tny  r=a  rj  ^^*  i&jfi:  irnr-.  bnr>3s 
epithets  He  finaiij  af  peved  ir  ti«  C7a&.  Kn^j.^r^zir  at 
one  ann  hia  nditreBs,  hkll-iakfri  szki  jkktJj  -?>.-?■—  r  &;:ji 
holding  a  poniard  beCwses  Lis  teeii.  Hj^  Fv^rd.  *-^ti  -^- 
by  the  sweeping  acii .n  be  gave  iL  tnittri  cirtiK*  af  wLiie 
or  red,  according  at  the  mDoa  fe:.:rw?^  at  ibe  1um>:.  :yr  iie 
bloody  stains  were  reflected  in  tbe  ^g"/: '  .rrrs.,  l^^nrtrrtd 
had  fled.  La  Horiere,  dsTcn  baix  rj  M.>rT  as  fsr  k 
CooonnaSy  who  did  not  recccniae  bizL  aiii  rec^rrred  Lim  bx 
sword's  point,  entreated  BkCfcr  gd  bmh  siieE.  At  ilis 
moment  Mertandon  peroaTed  hinii,  ax^  knew  Lia  br  Lis 
white  scarf  to  be  one  of  tboee  enpc^  in  ibe  masBhcre. 
He  fired.  Im  Hnriere  sLiieked.  iLrew  vp  bis  azms, 
dropped  his  arqaebose,  and  afier  b&ving  Taii^j  al;;«7Lpie>l 
to  reach  the  wall  in  order  to  szppon  himgaplf,  fdl.  ^oe 
downward,  to  the  ground.  If  out,  pn>LUng  br  iLis  drcum- 
stance,  tnmed  down  the  £ae  de  Paradis.  and  disapjieared. 

Such  had  been  the  resistanee  of  the  Huz^enols  that  the 
Guise  party,  defeated,  had  retired  into  their  hotel,  fearing 
to  be  besieged  and  taken  in  their  own  habitation. 

Coconnas,  who,  drank  with  blood  and  riot,  had  reached 
that  degree  of  excitement  when,  with  the  men  of  the 
South  more  especiaUy,  courage  changes  into  madness,  had 
not  seen  oir  heard  anything,  and  was  going  towards  a  man 
lying  with  his  fiu9e  in  a  pool  of  Uood,  and  whom  he  recog- 
nized for  La  Horiere,  when  the  door  of  the  house  he  had 
in  Tain  tried  to  boiat  in  opened,  and  old  Mercandon, 
followed  by  his  son  and  two  nephews,  rushed  upon  him. 

**  Here  he  is  1  here  he  is  ! ''  cried  they  all,  with  one 
Toioe. 

CoooanaB  was  in  the  middle  of  the  street,  and  fearing 
to  be  soironnded  by  these  four  men  who  assailed  him  at 
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once,  gave  one  of  those  chaxnois-boonds  ivbich  he  liad  so 
often  practised  in  his  natiye  monntains,  and  in  an  instant 
found  himself  with  his  back  against  the  wall  of  the  Hotel 
de  Giuse.  Once  at  ease  as  to  not  being  sarprised  fo)m 
behind,  he  pat  himself  in  a  postnre  of  defence,  and  said 
jestingly,  ''  Ah,  ah !  Daddy  Mercandon,  don't  you  know 
mel" 

''  Wretch  1 "  cried  the  old  Huguenot,  **  I  know  yoa 
well ;  you  against  me  —  me,  the  friend  and  companion  of 
your  Mher  1  '* 

"And  his  creditor,  are  yon  notl" 

"Yes;  his  creditor,  as  you  say." 

"Well,  then,"  said  Coconnas,  "I  have  come  to  settle 
the  account." 

"  Seise  him,  bind  him  1 "  said  Mercandon  to  the  young 
men  who  accompanied  him,  and  who  at  his  bidding 
rushed  towards  the  Piedmontese. 

"  One  moment !  one  moment ! "  said  Coconnas,  laugh- 
ing ;  "  to  seize  a  man  you  must  have  a  writ,  and  you  have 
forgotten  that."  And  with  these  words,  he  crossed  his 
sword  with  that  of  the  young  man  nearest  to  him,  and  at 
the  first  blow  cut  off  his  hand  The  wounded  man  re- 
treated with  a  cry  of  pain. 

''That  will  do  for  one!"  said  Coconnas. 

At  the  same  moment  the  window  under  which  C!oconnas 
had  sought  shelter  opened.  He  sprang  on  one  side,  fear^ 
ing  an  attack  from  behind;  but  instead  of  an  enemy,  it 
was  a  woman  he  beheld ;  instead  of  the  enemy's  weapon 
he  was  prepared  to  encounter,  it  was  a  nosegay  that  fell  at 
his  feet. 

"Ahl"  he  said,  "a  woman!"     He  saluted  the  lady 
with  his  sword,  and  stooped  to  pick  up  the  bouquet. 

"Be  on    your    guard,   brave   Catholic  1    be  on   your 
guard  1 ''  cried  the  lady. 


^•KHiKw^; 


tiUIKiL  hx  il*X  fil^gKlL  IL  aif   Tumi.  MSJ.   Ijuo: 

th*  H!4ei  it  >>xj»  -  "^iHiiiL    I  ^KiL  ^pli  tol  «i:r'j2: ' 
*"  Do  art  j:zt«  ]Enn2Kjr  0x7  "znniLj:  jixzr  r,isr    '*  ^.  ^-rma^  * 

pad::eft  lbs  HiirnminB^  * 

At    this    BinDBZC    TJtt    <IIL    IT    L.U.    AirfT^aZ 2.     '.Jdi£t-tV    » 

o&  b»  kz«ee.  T^  i^rr  ff  -iui  vouiLiTr  iseokl  &  ?<^  irz 
Cxociki&  mat  nmagrr  7..  01  jnu.  ocir  izaEsT  b  ^--  jv^  i^ 
ball,  wLi::^  iBr&dc  ^lu  wuL  uinnc  :3ii'  .isrff   itfSsa&L^  v^^a- 

^^rr^^  at  liiii  mam  rniTrnmrc  "iu^f^  is^iict  t  r*^  t    z^Jt- 

■*  BnTo  1  ■•  Mai  €*:i!nimiis     "*-  mit  -iimifw   1^  1  -r.<T^ 
tod  tbe  oChcr  flsw-ciTdL     Tianna.  Jkx^rAxS'     l.^.,:*.     ' 
**  Go  on,  Wde.  2^  m.'^  iauL  tiiL  JLt^aauiu.n.     *  «.  i   i4«:»* 

••Wait,  IL'Se  C:ciax:ui8^ *iqcc. "  «ul  zi»^  ^-innc  ;-"•  u  ;^ 
H^lci  de  Goiie  :  *  1  vill  iae**i  "SUHn  ir  ic  iu^  r-i:«!<  *«*«*  * 

**Ah  !"  Mtti  Cc«:c3Dk  ■**:ai«  -^ihihil  hr  ji  inii^-  lafu 
ftC'me  Cor  ■«»  aad  >r.r.i*iT^  itzu3i£  aia .  jC^tL  .  jfc2.  u  r;«.'. 
this!- 
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The  scene,  in  feust,  was  much  changed,  and  evidently 
drew  near  its  dose.     Opposed  to  Goconnas,  wounded,  it  is 
tnie^  but  in  all  the  vigor  of  four«nd-twent j,  used  to  anna, 
and  irritated  rather  than  weakened  by  the  three  or  four 
scratches  he  had  received,  there  remained  only  Mercandon 
and  his  son,  an  old  man  of  sixty  or  seventy  years,  and 
a  stripling  of  sixteen  or  eighteen.    The  latter,  pale,  fiedr, 
and  weak,  having  discharged  his  pistol,  which  was  con- 
sequently useless,  was  brandishing  a  sword  half  the  length 
of  that  of  the  Piedmontese ;  the  father,  armed  only  with 
a  dagger  and  a  discharged  arquebuse,  was  calling  for  help. 
An  old  woman,  the  young  man's  mother,  looking  out  of 
the  window,  held  a  piece  of  marble  in  her  hand,  which 
she  was  preparing  to  hurl  down.     Coconnas,  excited  on 
the  one  hand  by  menaces,  and  on  the  other  by  encourage- 
ments, proud  of  his  twofold  victory,  drunken  with  powder 
and  blood,  lighted  by  the  reflection  of  a  house  in  flames, 
warmed  by  the  idea  that  he  was  fighting  under  the  eyes 
of  a  woman  whose  beauty  seemed  to  him  as  superior  as 
her  rank  appeared  unquestionable,  —  Coconnas,  like  the 
last  of  the  Horatii,  felt  his  strength  redouble,  and  seeing 
the  young  man  falter,  rushed  on  him  and  crossed  his 
small  weapon  with  his  terrible  and  bloody  rapier.     Two 
blows  sufficed  to  drive  it  out  of  his  hands.     Then  Mer- 
candon tried  to  drive  Coconnas  back,  so  that  the  pro- 
jectiles thrown  from  the  window  might  be  sure  to  strike 
him  ;  but  Coconnas,  to  defeat  the  double  attack  of  the  old 
man,  who  tried  to  stab  him  with  his  dagger,  and  the 
mother  of  the  young  man,  who  was  endeavoring  to  break 
his  skull  with  the  stone  she  was  ready  to  throw,  seized 
his  adversary  by  the  body,  presenting  him  against  all  the 
blows  as  a  buckler,  and  well-nigh  strangling  him  in  hia 
herculean  grasp. 

"  Help  I  help  1 "  cried  the  young  man,  **  he  is  crushing 


mj  cheat !  htl^  !  be^r    ' 
low  and  cbc^inr  zr-miL 

Then  Mercmztlj'n  s<aab£  ^  a^=i£ 
**  Merer,  merer  !     M.  at  C  >i 
child  I" 

"  He  ii  iBT  »c^  iLX  wHL  :  "  =fec  rr*-  :2L-t_-?:  - 
hope  of  oar  oil  mj»  !  I*:  jjr.  til  •  -^  ^^.y-^ 
not  kill  him!** 

"  BeallT,"  crkd  Cdc jrrar  "■  ■-^-■■■_  ir^  jrizzn*' 
kill  him !  WLax  dii  tkt  rr^i  -^r^  ^  --  -rn:.  i 
his  sword  and  pis;^!** 

"  Monsieiir,"  aaii  M^fr^siilji^  2J»r.ii^  Z3  21= 
hare  at  h<»me  yoir  ikiiKjr**  T-r.-.Ma»>^.= —  I  tZ  * 
to  joQ.     I  hare  ten  th: 


them  to  yon.     I  Lavt  u^  iew-s*  x  tit  r--r  I-    :.--*^  1,— 1 
he  yonxa.     Bat  do  not  kZ.  1.2L  '  ;-.   j^t  kZ.  -_z:    ' 

•*  And  I  haTe  jlj  i-Tt,"  as^^i  ^laf  -«^—  :i   i^-  ?r  .^     >► 
Gaiae,  in  a  low  loiie  ;  -  tiii  I  prjiL^n?-  r  ^   -  ' 

Coconnas  reAeeud  a  m^jzusi:!.  ai.i  «i-_   r. .  .-r,.  •    *  -i-s- 
you  a  H  ajni^-not  I ' 

•*  Yes,"  murmnred  tb«-  v-onL 

"  Then  yon  mast   c^t  \ "  1^,  Irrd   'L  j^  ir-A.    :•"  '^ ..:.  ^ 
and   putting  to   his   ftlvesAsrjfe    'irpius.    1^    i.<^»     4.. 
glittering  dagger. 

•*  Die  !  ••  cried  the  oil  tokt.  :   *"  n-^  w/f  rr:.!  .    '--^ 
And  the  shriek  of  the  mfiit^  t^-jzzi.  j-t,  v  :  .-rr..' ;-  •  8'  '.' 
loud  that  for  a  momei.t  it  nhvjk  ti*  mrn'^  r:*  i.  *.*  t.    / 
the  Piedmonteee. 

"Oh,  Ma^l&me  the  DacL^ss*  t**  fr-.*-:  1:^  !<--.:.*-•  t:*T-.'.r 
towards  the  la*Jy  at  the  H  >fc%J  dt  0*^*i^,  '  :i.>fr»>>^^  !  ^  '-^ 
and  every  morning  and  erexdic  j-jl  hu^L  *p^  t^»i^:ii.  'Arn^. 
in  oar  prayersw** 

**  Then  let  him  he  a  conrert,*  said  tl*t  ia'.r, 

"^  I  am  a  Protestanty"  said  th^  bur. 
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"  Then  die  1 "  exclaimed  Goconnas,  lifting  his  dagger  ; 

die !  since  you  will  not  accept  the  life  which  that  love! j 
mouth  offers  to  you." 

Meroandon  and  his  wife  saw  the  blade  of  that  deadly 
weapon  gleam  like  lightning  aboye  the  head  of  their  son. 

**  My  eon  1  my  Olivier ! ''  cried  his  mother,  "  abjure, 
abjure  I " 

"  Abjure,  my  dear  boy !  **  cried  Mercandon,  going  on 
his  knees  to  Goconnas;  ''do  not  leave  us  alone  on  the 
earth!" 

**  Abjure  all  together/'  said  Ck)Conna8 ;  **  for  one  Credoy 
three  souls  and  one  life." 

'*  I  wiU !  "  said  the  youth. 

"  We  will ! "  cried  Mercandon  and  his  wifa 

«  On  your  knees  then,"  said  Goconnas,  "  and  let  your 
son  repeat  after  me,  word  for  word,  the  prayer  I  shall 
say." 

The  father  obeyed  first. 

"  I  am  ready,"  said  the  son,  also  kneeling. 

Goconnas  then  began  to  repeat  in  Latin  the  words  of 
the  Credo.  But  whether  £rom  chance  or  calculation, 
young  Olivier  knelt  close  to  where  his  sword  had  fallen. 
Scarcely  did  he  see  this  weapon  within  his  reach,  when, 
not  ceasing  to  repeat  the  words  which  Goconnas  dictated, 
he  stretched  out  his  hand  to  take  it  up.  Goconnas 
watched  the  movement,  although  he  pretended  not  to 
see  it ;  but  at  the  moment  when  the  young  roan  touched 
the  handle  of  the  sword  with  his  fingers,  he  rushed  on 
him,  knocked  him  over,  and  plunged  his  dagger  in  his 
throat,  exclaiming,  ''  Traitor !  '* 

The  youth  uttered  one  cry,  raised  himself  convulsively 
on  his  knee,  and  fell  dead. 

"  Ah,  ruffian  I "  shrieked  Mercandon,  "  you  slay  us  to 
rob  us  of  the  hundred  rose  nobles  you  owe  us." 
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**  Faith !  no,"  said  Cooonnas ;  **  and  here  *8  the  proof ;  ^ 
end  ao  aajing;  he  threw  at  the  old  man's  feet  the  purra 
which  his  fiither  had  given  him  hefore  his  departure  to 
paj  hia  creditor. 

**  And  here 's  your  death  1  **  cried  the  old  woman  from 
iLe  window. 

**  Take  care,  M.  de  Cooonnas ;  take  care  I "  called  out 
the  ladj  at  the  H6iel  de  Guise. 

But  hefore  Cooonnas  could  turn  his  head  to  comply 
with  thia  advice,  or  get  out  of  the  way  of  the  threat^  a 
heavy  mass  came  hissing  through  the  air,  &lling  on  the 
hat  of  the  Piedmontese,  hreaking  his  sword,  and  prostrat- 
ing him  on  the  pavement.  He  was  overcome,  crushed,  so 
that  he  did  not  hear  the  double  cry  of  joy  and  distress 
which  came  from  the  right  and  left. 

Mercandon  instantly  nished,  dagger  in  hand,  on  Cooon- 
nas, bereft  of  sense  ;  but  at  this  moment  the  door  of  the 
Hdtel  de  Guise  opened,  and  the  old  man,  seeing  swords 
and  partisans  gleaming,  fled,  while  the  lady  he  had  called 
the  ducheasy  whose  beauty  seemed  terrible  by  the  light  of 
the  flamee,  all  dazzling  as  she  was  with  gems  and  dia- 
mondfl,  leaned  half  out  of  the  window  in  order  to  direct 
the  new-comers,  her  arm  extended  towards  Coconnas. 

**  There !  there !  in  front  of  me  -—a  gentleman  in  a  red 
doublet    There  I  that  is  he  —  yes^  that  is  he." 
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CHAPTER  X. 

DBATH,   MASS,   OR  THB  BASTILLE. 

Maroueritb,  as  we  have  said,  had  shut  the  door  and  re- 
turned to  her  chamher.  But  as  she  entered,  all  hreathless, 
she  saw  Gillonne,  who,  terror^truck,  was  leaning  against 
the  door  of  the  cabinet,  gazing  on  the  traces  of  blood  on 
the  bed,  the  furniture,  and  the  carpet. 

"  Oh,  Madame,"  she  exclaimed,  **  is  he  then  dead  1  ** 

**  Silence,  Gillonne  !  "  and  Gillonne  was  silent. 

Marguerite  then  took  from  her  purse  a  small  gold  key, 
opened  the  door  of  the  cabinet^  and  pointed  to  the  young 
man.  La  Mole  had  succeeded  in  raising  himself  and 
going  towards  the  window ;  on  hearing  the  door  open,  he 
had  seized  a  small  poniard,  such  as  women  of  the  period 
carried. 

''Fear  nothing.  Monsieur,"  said  Maiguerite;  ''for  on 
my  soul,  you  are  in  safety  I  " 

La  Mole  sank  on  his  knees.  "  Oh,  Madame,"  he  cried, 
**  you  are  more  than  a  queen,  you  are  a  goddess !  " 

"  Do  not  agitate  yourself^  Monsieur,"  said  Marguerite  ; 
"your  blood  is  still  flowing.  Oh,  look,  Gillonne,  how 
pale  he  is  1    Let  us  see  where  you  are  wounded." 

"  Madame/  said  La  Mole,  trying  to  fix  on  certain  parts 
of  his  body  the  pain  which  pervaded  his  whole  frame,  "  I 
think  I  have  a  dagger-thrust  in  my  shoulder,  another  in 
my  chest ;  the  other  wounds  are  mere  trifles." 

"  We  will  see,"  said  Marguerite.  "  Gillonne,  bring  me 
my  casket  with  the  balms  in  it." 
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Gilloime  obeyed,  and  letamed,  holding  in  one  hand 
a  easkety  and  in  the  other  a  silver  baain  and  some  fine 
Holland  linen. 

**  Help  me  to  laise  him,  Gillonne,*'  said  Qaeen  Mar- 
gnerite;  "for  in  attempting  to  raise  himself  the  poor 
gentleman  has  lost  all  his  strength.'' 

**  Baty  Madame,"  said  La  Mole,  "  I  am  oyerwhelmed. 
Indeed,  I  cannot  allow  — " 

**  But,  Monsieur,  I  think  you  will  allow  things  to  take 
their  course,"  said  Maiguerite.  **  When  we  can  save  you, 
it  would  be  a  crime  to  let  you  die." 

*'  Oh  ! "  cried  La  Mole,  "  I  would  rather  die  than  see 
you,  the  queen,  stain  your  hands  with  blood  as  unworthy 
as  mine.  Oh,  never,  never  1"  And  he  shrank  back 
respectfully. 

''Your  blood.  Monsieur,"  replied  Gillonne,  with  a 
smile,  ''has  already  stained  the  bed  and  apartments  of 
her  Majesty." 

Marguerite  folded  her  mantle  over  her  cambric  dressing- 
gown,  all  bespattered  with  small  red  spots.  That  move- 
ment, full  of  feminine  modesty,  recalled  to  La  Mole  the 
&ct  that  he  had  held  that  beautiful  queen  in  his  arms 
and  pressed  her  against  his  heart,  and  at  the  remembrance 
a  fugitive  blush  passed  over  his  pale  cheeks.  "  Madame," 
he  stammered,  ''  can  you  not  leave  me  to  the  care  of  the 
surgeon  t'* 

"  Of  a  Catholic  surgeon  t "  said  the  queen,  with  an  ex- 
pression which  La  Mole  comprehended,  and  which  made 
him  shudder.  "Do  you  not  know,  then,"  continued 
the  queen,  with  a  voice  and  smile  of  ineffable  sweetness, 
"  that  we,  the  daughters  of  France,  are  taught  to  know 
the  use  of  herbs,  and  to  compound  healing  balms  t  For 
our  duty,  as  women  and  as  queens,  is  to  mitigate  suffer- 
ings ;  and  so  we  are  equal  to  the  best  physicians  in  the 
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world,  —  according  to  our  jQatteren,   at    least     Coiae, 
Gilloime,  let  ns  to  work ! " 

La  Mole  again  endeavored  to  resist,  and  repeated  that 
he  would  rather  die  than  allow  the  queen  to  perform  a 
task  which,  though  hegun  in  pity,  must  end  in  disgust ; 
hut  this  exertion  completely  exhausted  his  strength,  and 
falling  hack,  he  fidnted  a  second  time. 

Marguerite,  then  seizing  the  poniard  which  he  had 
dropped,  quickly  cut  the  lacing  which  fastened  his 
douhlet ;  while  Gillonne,  with  another  hlade,  ripped  open. 
the  sleeves.  Then  Gillonne,  with  a  cloth  dipped  in  fresh 
water,  stanched  the  hlood  which  escaped  from  his  shoulder 
and  hreast,  and  Marguerite,  with  a  silver  needle  with  a 
round  point,  prohed  the  wounds  with  all  the  delicacy  and 
skill  that  Amhroise  Par^  could  have  displayed. 

"  A  dangerous,  hut  not  mortal  wound,  —  acerrimum 
humeri  vulnuB,  non  avtem  IdhaU^  murmured  the  lovely 
and  learned  lady-surgeon ;  **  hand  me  the  salve,  Gillonne, 
and  get  the  lint  ready.** 

Gillonne  had  already  dried  and  perfumed  the  young 
man's  chest  and  arms,  shaped  like  the  classic  models,  his 
shoulders,  which  fell  gracefully  hack,  and  his  neck  shaded 
hy  thick  hair,  which  seemed  rather  to  helong  to  a  statue 
of  Parian  marhle  than  the  mangled  frame  of  a  dying  man. 

"  Poor  young  man ! "  murmured  Gillonne. 

"Is  he  not  handsome f  said  Mai^erite,  with  royal 
frankness. 

"  Yes,  Madame ;  hut  I  think  we  should  lift  him  on  the 
hed." 

"  Tes,"  said  Marguerite,  ''  you  are  right ; "  and  the  two 
women,  uniting  their  strength,  raised  La  Mole,  and  de- 
posited him  on  a  kind  of  large  sofa  in  front  of  the  win- 
dow, which  they  partly  opened.  This  movement  aroused 
La  Mole,  who  heaved  a  sigh,  and  opening  his  eyes,  hegan 
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to  experience  that  indeecribable  feeling  of  comfort  which 
attends  the  sensations  of  a  wounded  man,  when  on  his 
letom  to  consciousness,  he  finds  freshness  instead  of 
homing  heat,  and  the  perfume  of  healing  salves  instead 
of  the  noisome  odor  of  blood.  He  muttered  some  uncon- 
nerted  words,  to  which  Marguerite  replied  by  a  smile, 
placing  her  finger  on  her  month*  At  this  moment  several 
blows  were  struck  at  the  door. 

''Some  one  knocks  at  the  secret  passage,"  said  Mar- 
guerite ;  "^  I  will  go  and  see  who  it  is.  Do  you  remain 
here,  and  do  not  leave  him  for  a  single  moment" 

Marguerite  went  into  the  chamber,  and  closing  the  door 
of  the  cabinet,  opened  that  of  the  passage  which  led  to 
the  king^s  and  queen-mother^s  apartments. 

*'  Madame  de  Sauve ! ''  she  exclaimed,  retreating  sud- 
denly, and  with  an  expression  which  resembled  hatred,  if 
not  terror;  so  true  it  is  that  a  woman  never  forgives 
another  for  carrying  o£f  from  her  even  a  man  whom  she 
does  not  love,  —  ''Madame  de  Sauve!** 

**  Tes,  your  Majesty  I "  she  replied,  clasping  her 
hands. 

''You  here,  Madame f  exclaimed  Marguerite,  more 
and  more  surprised,  and  at  the  same  time  more  and  more 
imperious. 

Charlotte  fell  on  her  knees.  ''Madame,"  she  said, 
"  pardon  me  1  I  know  how  guilty  I  am  towards  you ;  but 
if  you  knew — the  fault  is  not  wholly  mine.  An  express 
command  of  the  queen-mother — " 

''Riae!"  said  Marguerite;  "and  as  I  do  not  suppose 
joa  have  come  with  the  hope  of  justifying  yourself  to  me, 
tell  me  why  you  have  come  at  all  t " 

"I  have  come,  Madame,"  said  Charlotte,  still  on  her 
knees,  and  with  a  look  of  wild  alarm^  "  I  came  to  ask  you 
if  he  were  not  here  t " 

VOL.  L  —  » 
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^  Here !  who  t  Of  whom  are  you  speaking,  Madame  1 
for  I  really  do  not  understand.'' 

«  Of  the  king  1 " 

^  Of  the  king  9  What,  do  you  follow  him  to  my  apart- 
ments 1  You  know  very  well,  however,  that  he  never 
comes  hither." 

**  Ah,  Madame  1 "  continued  the  Baronne  de  Sauve, 
without  replying  to  these  attacks,  or  even  seeming  to  com- 
prehend them ;  *'  ah,  would  to  Heaven  he  were  here ! " 

"  And  wherefore  t  '* 

''  £h,  mon  Dieu  I  Madame,  because  they  are  murdering 
the  Huguenots,  and  the  King  of  Navarre  is  the  chief  of 
the  Huguenots." 

<<  Oh  !  "  cried  Marguerite,  seizing  Madame  de  Sauve  by 
the  hand,  and  compelling  her  to  rise,  —  '*  oh  !  I  had  for- 
gotten I  Besides,  I  did  not  think  a  king  could  be  exposed 
to  the  same  dangers  as  other  men." 

"  More,  Madame ;  a  thousand  times  more  I "  cried 
Charlotte. 

'*  In  &ct,  Madame  de  Lorraine  had  warned  me ;  I  had 
begged  him  not  to  leave  the  Louvre.     Has  he  done  so!"* 

"  No,  Madame,  he  is  in  the  Louvre  j  but  if  he  is  not 
here  —  " 

"  He  is  not  here  !  " 

^  Oh  1 "  cried  Madame  de  Sauve,  with  a  burst  of  agony, 
"  then  he  is  a  dead  man,  for  the  queen-mother  has  swoni 
his  destruction  ! " 

'*  His  destruction !  ah,"  said  Marguerite,  "  you  terrify 
me  I  impossible  !  " 

^  Madame,"  replied  Madame  de  Sauve,  with  that  energy 
which  passion  alone  can  give,  ''  I  tell  you  that  no  one 
knows  where  the  King  of  Navarre  is." 

**  And  where  is  the  queen-mother  1 " 

''  The  queen-mother  sent  me  to  seek  M.  de  Ouiae  and 
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*M.  de  TavanneSy  who  were  in  her  oratory,  and  then  dis- 
missed me.  Then,  forgive  me,  Madame,  I  went  up  to  my 
loom,  and  according  to  custom,  I  waited  —  " 

**  For  my  husband  1 "  said  Marguerite. 

"  He  did  not  come,  Madame.  Then  I  sought  him 
eyerywhere,  and  asked  everybody  for  him.  One  soldier 
told  me  he  thought  he  had  seen  him  in  the  midst  of  the 
guards  who  accompanied  him,  with  his  drawn  sword  in 
his  hand,  some  time  before  the  massacre  began ;  and  the 
massacre  began  an  hour  ago/' 

"Thanks,  Madame,"  said  Marguerite;  "and  although 
perhaps  the  sentiment  which  impels  you  is  an  additional 
offence  towards  me,  —  yet  again,  thanks  1 " 

"  Oh,  forgive  me,  Madame,"  she  said ;  **  and  I  shall  re- 
turn to  my  apartments  fortified  by  your  pardon,  for  I 
dare  not  follow  you,  even  at  a  distance." 

Marguerite  extended  her  hand  to  her.  "I  will  seek 
Queen  Catherine,"  she  said ;  **  return  to  your  apartments. 
The  King  of  Navarre  is  under  my  safeguard;  I  have 
promised  him  my  alliance,  and  1  will  be  fidthful  to  my 
promise/' 

"  But  suppose  you  cannot  obtain  access  to  the  queen- 
mother,  Madame)" 

"  Then  I  will  go  to  my  brother  Charles,  and  I  will 
speak  to  him/' 

"Go,  Madame,  go,**  said  Charlotte;  "and  may  God 
guide  your  Majesty  I  " 

Marguerite  passed  quickly  along  the  passage;  but  on 
reaching  the  end,  she  turned  to  assure  herself  that  Madame 
de  Sauve  did  not  remain  behind.  Madame  de  Sauve  fol- 
lowed her.  The  Queen  of  Navarre  saw  -her  turn  to  her 
own  apartments,  and  then  went  herself  towards  the  queen's 
chamber.  Here  all  was  changed.  Instead  of  the  crowd 
of  eager  courtiers  who  usually  opened  their  ranks  before 
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the  queen  and  respectfully  saluted  her.  Marguerite  met 
only  guards  with  red  partisans  and  garments  stained  with 
hloody  or  gentlemen  in  torn  mantles,  their  faces  hladb- 
ened  with  powder,  hearing  orders  and  despatches, — some 
going  in,  others  going  out;  all  these  entrances  and  ex- 
its made  a  great  and  frightful  confusion  in  the  galleries. 
Marguerite,  however,  went  holdly  on  until  she  reached  the 
antechamher  of  the  queen-mother,  which  was  guarded  by 
a  douhle  file  of  soldiers,  who  allowed  only  those  to  enter 
who  had  the  proper  countersign.  Marguerite  in  vain  tried 
to  pass  this  living  harrier.  Several  times  she  saw  the  door 
open  and  shut;  and  through  the  opening  she  could  see 
Catherine  moving  and  excited,  as  if  she  were  only  twenty 
years  of  age,  writing,  receiving  letters,  opening  them,  ad- 
dressing a  word  to  one,  a  smile  to  another ;  and  those  on 
whom  she  smiled  most  graciously  were  those  who  were  the 
most  covered  with  dust  and  hlood.  Without  the  walls 
was  heard  from  time  to  time  the  report  of  fire-arma. 

''  I  shall  never  reach  him  I  **  said  Maiguerite,  after  hav- 
ing made  several  vain  attempts  to  pass  the  soldiers. 
'*  Rather  than  lose  my  time  here,  I  will  go  and  find  mj 
hrother." 

At  this  moment  M.  de  Guise  passed ;  he  had  come  to 
inform  the  queen  of  the  murder  of  the  admiral,  and  was 
returning  to  the  hutchery. 

''  Oh,  Henri ! "  cried  Maiguerite,  *'  where  is  the  King 
of  Navarre?" 

The  duke  looked  at  her  with  a  smile  of  astonishment, 
howed,  and  without  any  reply,  passed  on. 

"Ah,  my  dear  Ren<^',"  said  the  queen,  recognizing 
Catherine's  perfumer,  **  is  that  you  1  You  have  just  left 
my  mother;  do  you  know  what  has  become  of  my 
husband  1 " 

**  His  Majesty  the  King  of  Navarre  is  no  friend  of  mine^ 
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Madame^ — that  you  know  very  welL  It  is  even  said,**  he 
added  with  a  smile  that  resembled  a  giimace,  '*  that  he 
Tentores  to  accuse  me  of  having  been  the  accomplice  of 
Queen  Catherine  in  poisoning  his  mother." 

'*  No,  no  I  '*  cried  Maigaerite ;  ''  my  good  Ren^,  do  not 
iKlleve  that  1 " 

^Oh,  it  is  of  little  consequence,  Madame!"  said  the 
perfnmer ;  ''neither  the  King  of  Navarre  nor  his  party  are 
as  J  longer  to  be  feared  I  "  And  he  turned  his  back  on 
Harguerite* 

"  Ah,  M.  de  Tavannes  I "  cried  Miu^erite, ''  one  word, 
I  beseech  you !  '* 

Tavannes  stopped. 

"  Where  is  Henri  de  Navarre  1 " 

''Faith/'  he  replied  in  a  loud  voice,  "I  believe  he  is 
somewhere  in  the  city  with  the  }JLiL  d'Alen^n  and 
de  Cond^.'*  And  then  he  added  in  a  tone  so  low  that 
the  queen  alone  could  hear,  "  Tour  Majesty,  if  you  would 
see  him, -—to  be  in  whose  place  I  would  give  my  life,  — 
go  and  knock  at  the  king's  armory." 

"Thanks,  Tavannes,  thanks  ! "  said  Marguerite ;  "  I  will 
go  there."  And  she  went  on  her  way  thither,  murmuring, 
**  Oh,  after  all  I  promised  him,  after  the  way  in  which 
be  behaved  to  me  when  that  ingrate,  Henri  de  Quise,  was 
concealed  in  the  closet,  I  cannot  let  him  perish  I "  And 
she  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  king's  apartments,  but 
they  were  begirt  within  by  two  companies  of  guards. 

"No  one  is  admitted  to  the  king,"  said  the  officer, 
coming  forward. 

"  But  I  —  "  said  Marguerite. 

"  The  order  is  general." 

"  I,  the  Queen  of  Navarre  I  I,  his  sister !  ** 

"  I  dare  make  no  exception,  Madame."  And  the  officer 
closed  the  door« 


134  HABGUERITE  DE  VALOIS. 

''  Oh,  he  is  lost !  *'  exclaimed  Marguerite,  alanned  at  the 
sight  of  all  the  sinister  countenances  she  had  seen.  "  Yes, 
yes !  I  comprehend  all  I  have  heen  used  as  a  bait.  I 
am  the  snare  \rhich  has  entrapped  the  Huguenots  I  Oh  ! 
I  wiJl  enter,  or  they  shall  kill  me  1 "  And  she  ran  like  a 
mad  creature  through  the  corridors  and  galleries,  when 
suddenly  while  passing  by  a  small  door,  she  heard  a  low 
chanting,  almost  as  melancholy  as  it  was  monotonous.  It 
was  a  Calyinistic  psalm,  sung  by  a  trembling  voice  in  an 
adjacent  chamber. 

"  The  nurse  of  my  brother  the  king,  —  the  good  Made- 
Ion  ;  it  is  she ! "  exclaimed  Marguerite.  **  God  of  the 
Christians,  aid  me  now  !  "  And  full  of  hope.  Marguerite 
knocked  at  the  little  door. 

Soon  after  the  counsel  which  Marguerite  had  conveyed 
to  him,  after  his  conversation  with  Ren6,  after  leaving  the 
queen -mother's  chamber,  poor  Ph6b^,  like  a  good  genius, 
opposing,  —  Henri  de  Navarre  had  met  some  worthy 
Catholic  gentlemen,  who,  under  a  pretext  of  doing  him 
honor,  had  escorted  him  to  his  apartments,  where  a  score 
of  Huguenots  awaited  him,  who  had  rallied  round  the 
young  prince,  and  having  once  rallied,  would  not  leave 
him,  —  so  strongly  for  some  hours  had  the  presentiment 
of  that  night  weighed  on  the  Louvre.  They  had  re- 
mained there,  without  any  one  attempting  to  disturb 
them.  At  last,  at  the  first  stroke  of  the  beU  of  St. 
Germain  TAuxerrois,  which  resounded  through  all  hearts 
like  a  funeral  knell,  Tavannes  entered,  and  in  the  midst 
of  a  deathlike  silence,  announced  that  King  Charles  IX. 
desired  to  speak  to  Henri. 

It  was  useless  to  attempt  resistance,  and  no  one  thought 
of  it.  They  had  heard  the  ceilings,  galleries,  and  corridors 
creak  beneath  the  feet  of  the  assembled  soldiers,  who 
were  in  the  courtyards  as  well  as  in  the  apartments  to 
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the  seat,  and  his  head  inclined  forward.  As  they  entered, 
Charles  looked  up,  and  on  his  brow  Henri  observed  the 
perspiration  in  large  beads. 

"  Good-evening,  Henriot,"  said  the  king,  roughly.  "  La 
Chastre,  leave  us.'' 

The  captain  retired,  and  a  profound  silence  ensued. 
Henri  looked  around  him  with  uneasiness,  and  saw  that 
he  was  alone  with  the  king.  Charles  suddenly  arose. 
**Mordieu/"  said  he,  passing  his  hands  through  his  light- 
brown  hair;  and  wiping  his  brow  at  the  same  time^  "  yoa 
are  glad  to  be  with  me,  are  not  you,  Heuriot  1  *' 

"  Certainly,  Sire,"  replied  the  King  of  Navarre,  "I  am 
always  happy  to  be  with  your  Majesty." 

"  Happier  than  if  you  were  down  there,  eh  1 "  con- 
tinued Charles,  following  his  own  thoughts,  rather  than 
replying  to  Henri's  compUment. 

'<  1  do  not  understand,  Sire,"  replied  Henri. 

"  Look  out,  then,  and  you  will  soon  understand." 

And  with  a  quick  gesture,  Charles  moved,  or  rather 
sprang  towards  the  window,  and  drawing  his  brother- 
in-law  towards  him,  who  became  more  and  more  alarmed, 
he  pointed  out  to  him  the  horrible  outlines  of  the  assaa- 
sins,  who,  on  the  deck  of  a  boat,  were  cutting  the  throats 
or  drowning  the  victims  brought  them  at  every  moment* 

'*  In  the  name  of  Heaven ! "  cried  Henri,  "  what  is 
going  on  to-night?'* 

"  To-night,  Monsieur,"  replied  Charles  IX.,  "  they  are 
ridding  me  of  all  the  Huguenots.  Look  down  there,  over 
the  Hdtel  de  Bourbon,  at  the  smoke  and  flames ;  they  are 
the  smoke  and  flames  of  the  admiral's  house,  which  has 
been  fired.  Do  you  see  that  body,  which  these  good 
Catholics  are  drawing  on  a  torn  mattress.  It  is  the 
corpse  of  the  admiral's  son-in-law,  —  the  carcass  of  your 
friend,  Teligny." 
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your  Migestj  proposes  to  me ;  and  they  have  refused,  as  X 
refuse." 

Charles  seized  the  arm  of  the  young  prinoe,  and  fixed 
on  him  a  look  whose  vacancy  suddenly  changed  into  a 
fierce  and  savage  scowL  ''What!*'  he  said,  ''do  70a 
believe  that  I  have  taken  the  trouble  to  offer  the  alterna- 
tive of  the  Mass  to  those  whose  throats  are  cut  down 
there  1 " 

"  Sire,"  said  Henri,  disengaging  his  arm,  "  will  yon  not 
die  in  the  religion  of  your  fathers  1 " 

"  Yes,  mordieu  !  and  you  %  " 

"  Well,  Sire,  I  will  do  the  same !  "  replied  Henri. 

Charles  uttered  a  cry  of  fierce  rage,  and  seized  with 
trembling  hand  his  arquebuse  lying  on  the  table.  Henri, 
who,  leaning  against  the  tapestry  with  the  perspiration 
streaming  from  his  brow,  was  yet,  owing  to  his  self-control, 
apparently  calm,  followed  with  the  stupefied  gaze  of  a 
bird  fascinated  by  a  serpent  every  movement  of  the  ter- 
rible king.  Charles  cocked  his  arquebuse,  and  stamping 
his  foot  with  blind  rage,  cried,  as  he  dazzled  Henri's  eyes 
with  the  polished  barrel  of  the  brandished  weapon,  "  Will 
you  accept  the  Mass ) "  Henri  remained  silent.  Charles 
IX.  shook  the  vaults  of  the  Louvre  with  the  most  terrible 
oath  that  ever  issued  from  the  lips  of  man,  and  grew  more 
livid  than  before.  "  Death,  Mass,  or  the  Bastille  I "  he 
cried,  taking  aim  at  the  King  of  Navarre. 

"  Oh,  Sire  I "  exclaimed  Henri,  "  will  you  kill  me,  — 
me,  your  brother  1" 

Henri  thus  eluded  by  his  incomparable  tact,  which  was 
one  of  his  most  conspicuous  gifts,  the  answer  which  the 
king  demanded ;  for  doubtless  had  this  reply  been  in  the 
negative,  Henri  had  been  a  dead  man. 

As  immediately  after  the  last  paroxysms  of  rage  there 
is  always  the  beginning  of  reaction,  Charles  IX.  did  not 
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repeat  the  question  he  had  addressed  to  the  Prince  de 
Navarre;  and  after  a  moment's  hesitation,  during  which 
he  uttered  a  hoarse  growl,  he  turned  towards  the  open 
window,  and  aimed  at  a  man  who  was  running  along  the 
qnay  in  front.  **  I  must  kill  some  one  1 "  he  cried,  ghastly 
as  a  corpse,  his  eyes  injected  with  hlood ;  and  firing  as  he 
spoke,  he  prostrated  the  man  who  was  running.  Henri 
uttered  a  groan.  Then,  animated  hy  a  frightful  ardor, 
Charles  loaded  and  fired  his  arquehuse  without  cessation, 
uttering  cries  of  joy  every  time  he  hit  his  man. 

**  It  is  all  over  with  me  1 "  said  the  King  of  Navarre  to 
himself ;  "  when  he  sees  no  one  else  to  kill,  he  will 
kiU  me ! " 

**  Well  1 "  said  a  voice  behind  the  princes,  suddenly, 
"  is  it  done  %  " 

It  was  Catherine  de  M^dicis,  who  had  entered  as  the 
king  fired  his  last  shot. 

"  No,  thousand  thunders  of  hell ! "  said  the  king,  throw- 
ing his  arquehuse  on  the  floor, —  "  no,  the  obstinate  block* 
head  will  not  consent !  " 

Catherine  made  no  reply.  She  turned  slowly  towards 
the  part  of  the  chamber  in  which  Henri  was,  as  motion- 
less as  one  of  the  figures  of  the  tapestry  against  which  he 
was  leaning.  She  then  gave  a  glance  to  the  king,  which 
seemed  to  say,  "  Then  why  is  he  alive  1 " 

"  He  lives,  he  lives,"  murmured  Charles  TX.,  who  well 
anderstood  the  glance,  and  replied  to  it  without  hesitation, 
—  "  he  lives  because  he  —  is  my  relative." 

Catherine  smiled.  Henri  saw  the  smile,  and  felt  then 
assured  that  it  was  with  Catherine  he  must  struggle. 
**  Madame,''  he  said  to  her,  "  all  comes  from  you,  I  see 
very  well,  and  nothing  from  my  brother-in-law  Charles. 
It  is  you  who  have  laid  the  plan  for  drawing  me  into  a 
snare.     It  is  you  who  made  your  daughter  the  bait  which 
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was  to  destroy  ns  alL  It  is  you  who  have  separated  me 
from  my  wife^  that  she  might  not  see  me  killed  before  her 
eyes." 

"Yes,  but  that  shall  not  be!"  cried  another  yoice, 
breathless  and  impassioned,  which  Henri  recognized  in  an 
instant,  and  which  made  Charles  start  with  surprise,  and 
Catherine  with  rage. 

"  Marguerite  I  "  exclaimed  Henri. 

**  Maigot  I  **  said  Charles  IX. 
My  daughter  ! ''  muttered  Catherine. 
Monsieur,"  said  Marguerite  to  Henri,  '*  your  last 
words  were  an  accusation  against  me,  and  you  were  both 
right  and  wrong,  —  right,  for  I  am  the  means  by  which 
they  attempted  to  destroy  you ;  wrong,  for  I  did  not 
know  that  you  were  going  towards  destruction.  I  my- 
self. Monsieur,  owe  my  life  to  chance,  —  to  my  mother^s 
not  thinking  of  me  perhaps ;  but  as  soon  as  I  learned 
your  danger,  I  remembered  my  duty,  and  a  wife's  duty  ia 
to  share  the  fortunes  of  her  husband.  If  you  are  exiled. 
Monsieur,  I  will  be  exiled  too ;  if  they  imprison  you,  I 
will  be  your  fellow-H»ptive ;  if  they  kill  you,  I  will  also 
die."  And  she  extended  her  hand  to  her  husband,  which 
he  eagerly  seized,  if  not  with  love,  at  least  with  gratitude. 

"  Oh,  my  poor  Margot ! "  said  Charles,  "  you  had  much 
better  desire  him  to  become  a  Catholic  1  ** 

"  Sire,"  replied  Marguerite,  with  that  lofty  dignity 
which  was  so  natural  to  her,  "  for  your  own  sake  do  not 
ask  any  prince  of  your  house  to  commit  a  base  action.'' 

Catherine  darted  a  significant  glance  at  Charles. 

"  Brother,"  cried  Marguerite,  who,  as  well  as  Charles  T^-, 
understood  the  terrible  dumb-show  of  Catherine,  "  remem- 
ber, you  made  him  my  husband !  " 

Charles  was  for  a  time  stupefied  between  the  imperative 
look  of  Catherine  and  the  supplicating  regard  of  Maxgue- 
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riu ;  bat  after  a  pause  he  said  in  a  whisper  to  Catherine, 
''Faith,  Madame,  Matgot  is  right;  and  Henriot  is  mj 
br^thcr-in-law/* 

**  Yes,"  was  Catherine's  reply,  in  a  similar  whisper  to 
her  son,  —  "  yea^  but  if  he  were  not  —  " 


142  MARQUERTTB  DE  VAL0I8. 


CHAPTER    XL 

THE  HAWTHOBN   OP  THE  CEMETERY  OF  THE  IKNOCEKTS. 

When  she  had  reached  her  own  apartments,  Marguerite 
vainly  endeavored  to  divine  the  words  which  Catherine  de 
M^dicis  had  whispered  to  Charles  IX.,  and  which  had  cut 
short  the  terrible  interview  on  which  hung  life  and  death. 
A  part  of  the  morning  was  employed  by  her  in  attending 
to  La  Mole,  and  the  other  in  searching  that  problem  which 
her  mind  could  not  solve. 

The  King  of  Navarre  remained  a  prisoner  in  the  Louvre. 
The  pursuit  of  the  Huguenots  was  hotter  than  ever.     To 
the  terrible  night  had  succeeded  a  day  of  massacre  still 
more  horrible.     It  was  no  longer  the  tocsin  and  bells  that 
sounded,  but  the  "  Te  Deum ; "  and  the  echoes  of  this  joy- 
ous anthem,  resounding  in  the  midst  of  fire  and  slaughter, 
were  perhaps  more  sad  by  the  light  of  the  sun  than  had 
been  the  knell  of  the  previous  night  sounding  in  darkness. 
This  was  not  all.     Strange  to  say,  a  hawthorn-tree,  which 
had  blossomed  in  the  spring,  and  which,  according  to  cus- 
tom, had  lost  its  odorous  flowers  in  the  month  of  June, 
had  reblossomed  during  the  night ;  and  the  Catholics,  who 
saw  in  this  even  a  miracle,  and  who  by  spreading  abroad 
the  report  of  this  miracle  would  make  God  their  accom- 
plice, went  in  procession,  cross  and  banner  at  their  head, 
to  the  Cemetery  of  the  Innocents,  where  this  hawthorn 
was  blooming.      This  approval,   as  it  were,  sent  from 
heaven,  had  increased  the  zeal  of  the  assassins  ;  and  while 
the  city  continued  to  present  in  each  street  and  thorough- 
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and  had  maintained  neutrality  towards  the  B^maia  only 
because  he  was  convinced  that  Henri  and  his  wife  had 
remained  strangers  to  each  other.  Any  sign  of  interest  in 
her  husband  shown  by  Marguerite  would  therefore  bring 
nearer  to  his  breast  one  of  the  three  daggers  which  threat- 
ened him.  She  therefore  shuddered  on  perceiving  the 
young  prince  more  than  she  had  on  seeing  the  king  or 
even  the  queen-mother.  D'Alen9on  was  attired  with  his 
usual  elegance.  Hi3  clothes  and  linen  gave  forth  those 
perfumes  which  Charles  IX.  despised,  but  of  which  the 
Dues  d'Anjou  and  d*Alen9on  made  continual  use.  He 
entered  in  his  accustomed  manner,  and  approached  his 
sister  to  embrace  her.  But  instead  of  offering  to  him  her 
cheeks  as  she  would  have  done  to  King  Charles  or  the 
Due  d'Anjou,  she  inclined  her  head  and  offered  him  her 
brow.  The  Due  d'Alen9on  sighed  and  pressed  his  pale 
lips  on  Marguerite's  forehead.  Then,  sitting  down,  he  be- 
gan to  relate  to  his  sister  the  bloody  particulars  of  the 
night,  —  the  lingering  and  terrible  death  of  the  admiral, 
the  instantaneous  death  of  Teligny,  pierced  by  a  balL  He 
paused  and  emphasized  all  the  terrible  details  of  this 
night  with  that  love  of  blood  peculiar  to  himself  and  his 
two  brothers;  Marguerite  allowed  him  to  run  on.  At 
last,  having  told  everything,  he  paused. 

"  It  was  not  to  tell  me  this  only  that  yon  came  hither, 
Brother  1"  said  Marguerite. 

The  Due  d'Alen9on  smiled. 

"You  have  something  else  to  say  to  me?** 

"  No,"  replied  the  duke  ;  "  I  am  waiting." 

«  Waiting  !  for  what  1 " 

''Did  you  not  tell  me,  dearest  Marguerite,"  said  the 
duke,  drawing  his  chair  close  up  to  that  of  his  sister, 
"  that  this  marriage  with  the  King  of  Navarre  was  con- 
tracted against  your  willl" 
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"  Yes,  no  doubt  I  did  not  know  the  Prince  de  B^am 
when  he  was  proposed  to  me  as  a  bnsband." 

**  And  after  you  knew  him  did  you  not  say  that  you 
felt  no  love  for  himi" 

''  I  said  so,  and  it  is  true.*' 

"Was  it  not  your  opinion  that  this  marriage  would 
make  you  miserable  1" 

'*My  dear  Francis,"  said  Marguerite,  "when  a  mar- 
riage is  not  extremely  happy,  it  is  almost  always  extremely 
miserable." 

"  Well,  then,  my  dear  Marguerite,  as  I  said  to  you,  I 
am  waiting." 

But  for  what  are  you  waiting  1 " 
Until  you  display  your  joy." 

"  What  have  I  to  be  joyful  for  ?  ** 

"  The  unexpected  occasion  which  o£fer8  itself  for  you  to 
resume  your  liberty.'^ 

"  My  liberty  9 "  replied  Maignerite,  who  was  resolved 
on  allowing  the  prince  to  disclose  all  his  thoughts. 

"  Yes ;  your  liberty  I  You  will  now  be  separated  from 
the  King  of  Navarre." 

"  Separated  !  "  said  Marguerite,  &steniDg  her  eyes  on 
the  young  prince. 

The  Due  d'Alen^n  tried  to  sustain  his  sister^s  look ; 
but  his  eyes  soon  sank  in  embarrassment. 

"  Separated ! "  repeated  Marguerite;  "and  how,  Brother, 
for  I  should  like  to  comprehend  all  you  mean,  and  by 
what  method  it  is  proposed  to  separate  usf 

"  Why,"  murmured  the  duke,  "  Henri  is  a  Huguenot." 

"  No  doubt ;  but  he  made  no  mystery  of  his  religion, 
and  they  knew  that  when  we  were  married." 

"  Yes ;  but  since  your  marriage,  Sister,"  asked  the  duke^ 
allowing,  in  spite  of  himself,  a  ray  of  joy  to  illumine  his 
countenance ;  "  what  has  been  Henri's  behavior  1 " 
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"  Why,  you  know  better  than  any  one,  Fran9oi8  ;  for 
he  has  passed  his  days  almost  perpetually  in  your  society, 
—  sometimes  at  the  chase,  sometimes  at  mall,  sometimes 
at  tennis.'^ 

"Yes,  his  days,  no  doubt,"  replied  the  duke;  "his 
days  —  but  his  nights  1" 

Marguerite  was  silent ;  it  was  now  her  turn  to  cast  down 
her  eyes. 

"  Uis  nights,"  repeated  the  Due  d'Alen^on,  — "  his 
nights  1 " 

"  Well  ? "  inquired  Matguerite,  feeling  that  it  was 
requisite  that  she  should  say  something  in  reply. 

"  Well,  he  has  passed  them  with  Madame  de 
Sauve ! " 

"  How  do  you  know  that  1 "  exclaimed  MaTguerite. 

"  I  know  it,  because  I  had  an  interest  in  knowing  it," 
replied  the  young  prince,  turning  pale  and  picking  the 
embroidery  of  his  sleeves. 

Marguerite  began  to  understand  what  Catherine  had 
whispered  to  Charles,  but  affected  to  remain  in  ignorance. 
"  Why  do  you  tell  me  this,  Brother  1 "  she  replied  with  a 
well-affected  air  of  melancholy.  "  Was  it  for  the  sake  of 
recalling  to  me  that  no  one  here  loves  me  and  is  loyal  to 
me,  —  neither  those  whom  nature  has  given  to  me  as 
protectors,  nor  he  whom  the  Church  has  given  me  as 
my  spouse  1" 

"  You  are  unjust,"  said  the  Due  d'Alengon,  drawing  his 
chair  still  nearer  to  his  sister ;  "  I  love  you  and  protect 
you ! " 

"  Brother,"  said  Marguerite,  looking  steadfastly  at  him, 
"you  have  something  to  say  to  me  on  the  part  of  the 
queen-mother  1*' 

"If  you  mistake,  Sister,  I  swear  to  you ;  what  can 
make  you  think  thati" 
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*'  What  can  make  me  think  that  %  Why,  because  you 
break  the  intimacy  that  binds  yon  to  my  husband  ;  you 
abandon  the  cause  of  the  King  of  Kavarre." 

"  The  cause  of  the  King  of  Navarre !  "  replied  the 
Due  d'Alen9on,  surprised. 

"  TeSy  certainly.  Come,  Fran9ois,  let  us  speak  freely. 
Tou  have  admitted  twenty  times  that  you  cannot  raise 
yourself^  or  even  sustain  yourself  without  his  aid.  That 
alliance  —  ** 

**  Has  now  become  impossible,  Sister,"  interrupted  the 
Due  d'Alen^on. 

"And  why  1" 

"  Because  the  king  has  designs  on  your  husband.  Paiv 
don  me ;  in  saying  '  your  husband '  I  am  in  error,  —  oq 
Henri  de  Navarre,  I  should  say.  Our  mother  has  divined 
everything.  I  allied  myself  to  the  Huguenots,  because  I 
believed  the  Huguenots  were  in  favor  3  but  now  they  kill 
the  Huguenots,  and  in  another  week  there  will  not  remain 
fifty  in  the  whole  kingdom.  I  held  out  my  hand  to  the 
King  of  Navarre  because  he  was  —  your  husband ;  but 
now  it  appears  that  he  is  not  your  husband.  What  can 
you  say  to  that,  —  you  who  are  not  only  the  loveliest 
woman  in  France^  but  have  the  clearest  head  in  the 
kingdom  1 " 

"  Why,  I  have  to  say,"  replied  Marguerite,  "  that  I 
know  our  brother  Charles.  I  saw  him  yesterday  in  one 
of  those  fits  of  frenzy,  every  one  of  which  shortens  his 
life  ten  years.  1  have  to  say  that  these  attacks  are  unfor- 
tunately very  frequent,  and  that  thus  in  all  probability 
our  brother  Charles  has  not  very  long  to  live.  I  have  to 
say,  finally,  that  the  King  of  Poland  is  just  dead,  and  the 
question  of  electing  a  prince  of  the  house  of  France  in 
his  stead  is  much  discussed.  When  circumstances  are  thvB 
shaped,  it  is  not  the  moment  to  abandon  allies  who  in  tbe 
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moment  of  struggle  might  eapport  us  with  the  stiength 
of  a  nation  and  the  power  of  a  kingdom." 

"  And  you !  '*  exclaimed  the  dake,  ''  do  you  not  act 
mnch  more  treasonably  to  me  in  preferring  a  stranger 
to  your  own  house  1" 

**  £xplain  yourself,  FrsLn9ois  !  in  what  and  how  have  I 
acted  treasonably  to  youT* 

"  You  yesterday  begged  the  life  of  the  King  of  Navarre 
from  King  Charles." 

"Weill"  said  Marguerite,  with  affected  simplicity. 

The  duke  rose  hastily,  paced  round  the  chamber  twice 
or  thrice  with  a  bewildered  air,  then  came  and  took 
Marguerite's  hand.  "  Adieu,  Sister  1 "  he  said.  "  You 
would  not  understand  me ;  do  not  therefore  complain  of 
whatever  may  happen  to  you." 

Marguerite  turned  pale,  but  remained  fixed  in  her  place. 
She  saw  the  Due  d'Alen9on  go  away,  without  making  any 
attempt  to  detain  him  ;  but  scarcely  had  she  lost  sight  of 
him  in  the  corridor,  when  he  returned 

''  Listen,  Marguerite,"  he  said ;  "  I  had  forgotten  one 
thing,  —  it  is  that  to-morrow,  at  a  certain  hour,  the  King 
of  Navarre  will  be  dead." 

Marguerite  uttered  a  cry,  for  the  idea  that  she  was  the 
instrument  of  assassination  caused  in  her  a  fear  she  could 
not  subdue. 

And  you  will  not  prevent  this  death?"  she  said; 

yon  will  not  save  your  best  and  most  faithful  ally  t " 

''Since  yesterday,  the  King  of  Navarre  is  no  longer 
my  ally." 

"  Then  who  is  1 " 

"  M.  de  Guise.  By  destroying  the  HuguenotR,  M.  de 
Guise  has  become  the  king  of  the  Catholics." 

"  And  is  it  a  son  of  Henri  II.  who  recognizes  as  his 
king  a  duke  of  Lortainef " 
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d'Alen^on  were  about  to  join  forces  in  order  to  secure  to 
themselves  the  greatest  possible  advantage.  The  King  of 
Navarre  dead,  they  would  take  possession  of  his  kingdom. 
Maiguerite  then  would  be  a  widow,  without  a  throne, 
without  power,  with  nothing  before  her  but  a  cloister^ 
where  she  would  not  have  even  the  melancholy,  satisfaction 
of  weeping  for  a  spouse  who  had  never  been  her  husband. 

Marguerite  was  at  this  point  in  ber  meditations  when 
Queen  Catherine  sent  to  know  if  she  would  accompany 
her  in  a  pilgrimage  to  the  hawthorn  of  the  Cemetery  of 
the  Innocents.  Her  first  impulse  was  to  refuse  to  join 
that  cavalcade;  but  reflecting  that  the  excursion  might 
afford  opportunity  to  learn  something  about  the  &te  of  the 
King  of  Navarre,  she  sent  word  that  if  they  would  pre- 
pare a  horse,  she  would  most  readily  accompany  their 
Majesties. 

A  few  minutes  after,  the  page  came  to  tell  her  that  all 
was  ready ;  and  after  a  sign  to  Gillonne  to  take  care  of 
La  Mole,  she  went  forth. 

The  king,  the  queen-mother,  Tavannes,  and  the  principal 
Catholics,  were  already  mounted.  Marguerite  cast  a  rapid 
glance  over  the  group,  which  was  composed  of  about  twenty 
persons,  but  the  King  of  Navarre  was  not  of  the  party. 

Madame  de  Sauve  was  there,  and  she  exchanged  a 
glance  with  her  which  convinced  the  Queen  of  Navane 
that  her  husband's  mistress  had  something  to  tell  her. 

On  seeing  the  king.  Queen  Catherine,  and  the  more 
prominent  Catholics,  the  people  gathered,  and  followed 
the  cortige  like  an  increasing  wave,  crying,  ''  Vive  la  roi  1 
Vive  la  messe !  Mort  anx  Huguenots  I "  These  cries  were 
accompanied  by  the  brandishing  of  reddened  swords  and 
still  smoking  arquebuses,  —  which  showed  the  part  which 
each  had  taken  in  the  siruster  event  that  had  taken  place. 

When  they  reached  the  top  of  the  Eue  des  Pronvellee, 
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they  met  some  men  who  were  dragging  a  corpse  without 
a  head.  It  was  that  of  the  admiral.  The  men  were  going 
to  hang  it  hy  the  feet  at  Montfaucon. 

They  ente»red  the  Cemetery  of  Saints  Innocents,  and  the 
clergy,  forewarned  of  the  visit  of  the  king  and  the  queen- 
mother,  awaited  their  Majesties,  to  deliver  addresses  to 
them. 

Madame  de  Sauve  profited  hy  a  moment  when  Cathe- 
rine was  listening  to  a  discourse  to  approach  the  Queen 
of  Navarre,  and  beg  leave  to  kiss  her  hand.  Marguerite 
extended  her  arm  towards  her,  and  Madame  de  Sauve, 
as  she  kissed  the  queen's  hand,  secretly  put  a  small  piece 
of  paper  up  her  sleeva  Quick  and  well  managed  as  was 
Madame  de  Sauve's  proceeding,  yet  Catherine  perceived  it, 
and  turned  round  at  the  moment  when  the  maid  of  honor 
was  kissing  Marguerite's  hand.  The  two  women  saw  that 
look,  which  struck  them  like  lightning,  but  both  remained 
unmoved;  only  Madame  de  Sauve  left  Marguerite,  and 
resumed  her  place  near  Catherine.  When  the  address 
was  finished,  Catherine  made  a  gesture  smilingly  to  the 
Queen  of  Navarre,  who  went  towards  her. 

^'Eh,  my  daughter,**  said  the  queen-mother  in  her 
Italian  patois^  "are  you,  then,  on  such  intimate  terms 
with  Madame  de  Sauve  1" 

Marguerite  smiled  in  turn,  and  gave  to  her  lovely 
counteoance  the  bitterest  expression  she  could,  as  she 
said,  ''Yes,  Mother;  the  serpent  came  to  bite  my 
hand!" 

''Ah,  ah ! "  replied  Catherine,  with  a  smile,  "you  are 
jealous,  I  think  ! " 

"You  mistake,  Madame,"  replied  Marguerite;  "lam 
no  more  jealous  of  the  King  of  Navarre  than  the  King  of 
Navarre  is  jealous  of  me,  only  I  know  how  to  distinguish 
my  friends  &om  my  enemies     I  like  those  who  like  me. 
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and  detest  those  who  hate  me.  If  not»  Madame,  should 
I  be  your  daughter?" 

Cathehne  smiled  in  a  maimer  which  satisfied  Margue- 
rite that  if  she  had  had  any  suspicion  it  had  yanished« 

At  this  moment  arrived  other  pilgrims.  The  Due  de 
Guise  came  with  a  troop  of  gentlemen  all  warm  still  with 
recent  carnage.  They  escorted  a  litter  covered  with  rich 
tapestry,  which  stopped  in  £ront  of  the  king. 

"  The  Duchesse  de  Nevers ! "  cried  Charles  DL,  **  let 
that  lovely  and  vigorous  Catholic  come  and  receive  onr 
compliments.  Why,  they  tell  me,  Cousin,  that  from  your 
window  you  made  war  on  the  Huguenots,  and  killed  one 
with  a  stone." 

The  Duchesse  de  Nevers  blushed.  "Sire,**  she  said, 
in  a  low  tone,  and  kneeling  before  the  king,  "  it  was,  on 
the  contrary,  a  wounded  Catholic,  whom  I  had  the  good 
fortune  to  rescue. " 

*'  Good ;  good,  my  cousin  !  there  are  two  ways  of  serving 
me,  —  one  by  exterminating  my  enemies,  the  other  by 
aiding  my  friends.  One  does  what  one  can ;  and  I  am 
sure  that  if  you  had  had  opportunity  to  do  more  you 
would  have  done  it." 

During  this  time  the  people,  seeing  the  signs  of  harmony 
between  the  house  of  Lorraine  and  Charles  IX.  shouted, 
**  Vive  le  roi !  Vive  le  Due  de  Guise !  Vive  la  messe !  " 

"Do  you  return  to  the  Louvre  with  us,  Henrietta  1" 
said  the  queen-mother  to  the  lovely  duchess. 

Marguerite  touched  her  friend  on  the  elbow,  who,  ux^ 
derstanding  the  sign,  replied,  "  No,  Madame,  unless  your 
Majesty  desire  it;  for  I  have  business  in  the  city  with 
her  Majesty  the  Queen  of  Navarre." 

"And  what  are  you  going  to  do  together!''  inquired 
Catherine. 

"To  see   some  very  rare  and  eurious  Greek    books 
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found  aii  an  old  Protestant  pastor^Sy  and  which  have 
been  taken  to  the  Tower  of  St.  Jacques  la  Boucherie,"  xe** 
plied  Mai^guerite. 

*'  You  would  do  much  better  to  see  the  last  Huguenot 
flung  from  the  top  of  Pont  aux  Meuniers  into  the  Seine," 
said  Charles  1X« ;  ''  that  is  the  place  for  all  good  French- 
men," 

"  We  will  go  if  it  be  your  Majesty's  desire,"  replied 
the  Duchesse  de  Kevers. 

Catherine  oast  a  look  of  distrust  on  the  two  young 
women.  Marguerite,  on  the  watch,  remarked  it,  and 
turning  herself  round  uneasily,  looked  about  her.  This 
assumed  or  real  disquietude  did  not  escape  Catherine. 

"What  are  you  looking  fori" 

"  I  am  seeking  —  I  do  not  see  —  "  she  replied. 

"  Whom  are  you  seeking  1 " 

"Madame  de  Sauve,"  said  Marguerite;  "she  must 
have  returned  to  the  Louvre." 

"  Did  I  not  say  you  were  jealous  I "  said  Catherine,  in 
her  daughter's  ear.  "  Oh,  bestia  1  Come,  come,  Henriette," 
she  added ;  "  begone,  and  take  the  Queen  of  Navarre  with 
you." 

Marguerite  still  pretended  to  look  about  her;  then, 
turning  towards  her  friend,  she  said  in  a  whisper,  "  Take 
me  away  quickly;  I  have  matters  of  great  importance 
to  say  to  you." 

The  duchess  saluted  the  king  and  queen-mother  respect- 
fully, and  then,  inclining  before  the  Queen  of  Navarre, 
**  Will  your  Majesty  condescend  to  come  into  my  litter  1'* 
said  she. 

"Willingly,  only  you  will  have  to  take  me  back  to 
the  Louvre." 

"  My  litter,  like  my  servants  and  mys«lf,  axe  at  your 
Majesty's  orders." 
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Queen  Marguerite  entered  the  litter ;  and  upon  a  sign 
from  her,  the  Duchesse  de  Nevers  entered  and  placed 
herself  respectfully  by  her  side.  Catherine  and  her  gentle- 
men returned  to  the  Louvre,  and  during  the  route,  she 
spoke  incessantly  to  the  king,  pointing  several  times  to 
Madame  de  Sauve ;  and  every  time  she  did  so  the  king 
laughed,  as  Charles  IX.  could  laugh,  —  that  is,  with  a 
laugh  more  sinister  than  a  threat. 

As  to  Maiguerite,  as  soon  as  she  felt  the  litter  in 
motion,  and  had  no  longer  to  fear  the  searching  gaze  of 
Catherine,  she  quickly  drew  from  her  sleeve  the  note  of 
Madame  de  Sauve,  and  read  as  follows  :  — 

'*  I  have  received  orders  to  send  to-night  to  the  King  of 
Navarre  two  keys,  —  one  is  that  of  the  chamber  in  which  he  is 
shut  up ;  and  the  other  is  the  key  of  my  chamber.  When 
once  in  my  apartment,  I  am  enjoined  to  keep  him  there  until 
six  o'clock  in  the  morning 

''  Let  your  Majesty  reflect ;  let  your  Majesty  decide ;  let 
your  Majesty  esteem  my  life  as  nothing." 

"  There  is  now  no  doubt,"  murmured  Marguerite ;  "  and 
the  poor  woman  is  the  tool  of  which  they  wish  to  make  ose 
to  destroy  us  all.  But  we  will  see  if  the  Queen  Maigot, 
as  my  brother  Charles  calls  me,  is  so  easily  to  be  made 
a  nun." 

"And  what  is  that  letter  about)"  inquired  the 
Duchesse  de  Nevers. 

"  Ah,  Duchess,  I  have  so  many  things  to  say  to  you  !  " 
replied  Marguerite,  tearing  the  note  into  a  thousand  bits, 
and  scattering  them  to  the  winds. 
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'ASD  fint,  where  an  we  going  I  **  uked  Vax^jEoiBf. 
"  not  to  the  PoQt  dea  Meonien,  I  auppcMa,  —  1  have  »aL 
cDODgh  alaughter  ance  jestenlaj.' 

*  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  condnet  jdoc  Majtstf — " 

"  Fiast  uid  fniemoet,  m j  Majesty  m^oasCs  jon  ia  toi^ 
aj  Majestj' ;  70a  are  taking  me  —  " 

"  To  tbe  Hdtal  de  Guise,  unless  jcm  decuie  □cheEwiBe.'' 

"  So,  DO,  let  us  go  there,  Henriette  i  the  duke  vul  jonc 
bubaud  are  not  there  t " 

"Ob,  no,"  cried  the  duchess,  her  bright  eyes  spukling 
Tiih  joy,  —  "  no  ;  neither  my  hosfaaod.  ny  bcuchiiF-iiii- 
Li*,  aot  any  one  else.  I  am  free,  —  Enw  ss  air,  &«w  m  a 
lird ;  bee,  my  queen  !  Do  you  nndersitaDd  the  b^pint^w 
'■wen  k  in  that  word  '  free '  t  I  come,  I  go,  I  eumjnajiiL 
Ail,  pMt  queen,  yon  are  not  bee ;  you  si^h." 

"  Von  come,  you  go,  yoa  oonunaud  ;  is  that  all,  tixa.  I 
1»  that  all  the  use  of  liberty  t  Come,  yoa  are  rery  tnzirr 
orer  being  only  free." 

"  Tear  Uajesty  promiaed  me  lliat  yoa  would  be^  03 
ociofideoces." 

"  Apin  '  yooi  Majesty '  1  I  shall  be  angiy  sood,  EoD' 
hatt&    Have  yon  forgotten  oor  agieement )" 

"  Xo ;  your  respectful  servant  Id  public,  in  pnnae 
TOOT  "™<«p  confidante.     Is  it  not  so^  UaigueiiM  t  * 

"  Yta,  yea,"  said  the  queen,  ""'"l'"c 
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'*  No  family  rivalry,  no  perfidies  of  love,  all  Mr  and 
open.  An  offensive  and  defensive  alliance  for  the  sole 
purpose  of  seeking,  and  if  we  can,  seizing  that  ephemeral 
thing  called  happiness." 

"Precisely,  my  duchess;  and  to  renew  the  compact^ 
kiss  me." 

And  the  two  heautiful  women,  the  one  so  roseate,  so 
fair,  so  animated,  the  other  so  pale,  so  full  of  melancholy, 
united  their  lips  as  they  had  uuited  their  thoughts. 

"  What  is  there  new  1 "  asked  the  duchess,  fixing  her 
eyes  upon  Marguerite. 

'*  Everything  is  new  since  two  days  ago,  is  it  noti" 

**  Oh,  I  am  speaking  of  love,  not  of  politics.  When  we 
are  as  old  as  your  mother  Catherine,  we  will  think  of  pol- 
itics ;  hut  at  twenty,  my  heautiful  queen,  let  us  think  of 
something  else.    Tell  me,  are  you  altogether  married  f  ** 

**  To  whom  f "  said  Marguerite,  smiling. 

"  Ah,  you  reassure  me." 

''  Well,  Henriette,  that  which  reassures  you  alanns  me. 
Duchess,  I  must  he  married." 

"  When  %  " 

"  To-morrow." 

'*  Oh,  poor  Marguerite  1  and  is  it  necessary  1 " 

"  Absolutely." 

** Mardi!  as  an  acquaintance  of  mine  says,  this  is 
very  sad." 

"  You  know  some  one  who  says  mordi  f "  asked  Ma^ 
guerite,  with  a  smile. 

"  Yes." 

"And  who  is  this  some  onel" 

"  You  ask  questions  instead  of  answering  them.  Finiib 
your  story,  and  then  I  will  begin." 

"  In  two  words,  it  is  this :  The  King  of  Navane  is  in 
love,  and  not  with  me ;  I  am  not  in  love,  and  oeitainly 
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chaD^  before  1i*-]U'JCTiiv  *" 
**  Well,  do  vnt  ciifliurt,  g?^r  .j^^  wiL  ik^^c  —   r-*- 
"That   is    onitt  iniii^aBlLts^  i:r  Z 

** Oalr  wisL  leane':!  ii:  shut  zck] 

^  A  scmptkr '  Aiioiix  iriia:  • " 
*^  About  rEiiip.:«ii.     Jjl  yat  saftSt  mrr  -^"^-^p*'-  ■^  aen 
Hapenote  and  C*LiiiaiL»  •. "" 
"  In  p:.litiefc  ?  - 

"  Of  ccnasfe." 
"And  in  jr'VBf  * 
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"  la  oBft,  eL  t " 

•Yes,*  Tpjiiied  tiM-  duzbaii^  Lff  fPTt  ■uexlLh^     '  r.ra 
^',  it  c&Iit»d  ExQB.  C  innau  Amor  :  -vni  lae  t  iiTirs'?  n. 

La  (Tes.     MordL  tnve  la  arfXifm .  *" 

li&nT  TOOT  o«ii ;  Tcm  tiiniir  tkioxt  ol  lui-  i^rs&L^  of  Hit 

^Lel  tbem  talk.  AL,  Ma^riieriSi:  I  iir>ir  ^^^  fines 
ii««a,  tbe  iiobl^^  acdjuB,  br;  spjlkdc  ir  immtitt  r  iht.^'^'l 
triv  mcmtbs  of  the  nijpff:* 

*•  Trie  Tul^w  2  '•^bj,  it  iru  irr  "faroiiiff  Ciig'w*  ▼*iiL 

•*  Yoar  brotber  Cbarles  i£  a  duztLtt  inmns,  viit  bicntn 
;be  bom  all  daj,  vbicb  zzuikee  Lun  Terr  ti.rr.  I  x^HfCt 
his  oompIiBienta;  besadea,  I  ga;Te  bim  iob  auswac  L'ld 
▼73  not  hear  wbat  I  aaidt* 

*•  No ;  joa  apoke  bo  low* 
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**  So  much  the  hotter.  I  shall  have  more  news  to  tell 
you.     Now  then,  finish  your  story.  Marguerite." 

"Why— why  — " 

"WeUI" 

"  Why,  in  truth,"  said  the  queen,  laughing,  "  if  the 
stone  my  hrother  spoke  of  he  a  fact,  I  should  not  care  to 
tell  you  my  story  at  alL" 

"  Ah  1 "  cried  Henriette,  ''-you  have  chosen  a  Huguenot. 
Well,  to  reassure  your  conscience,  I  promise  you  to  choose 
one  myself  on  the  first  opportunity." 

**  Ah,  you  have  chosen  a  Catholic,  then  1 " 

"  Mordi  !  "  replied  the  duchess. 

"  I  see,  I  see." 

"  And  what  is  this  Huguenot  of  yours  1 " 

''  I  have  not  adopted  him.  He  is  nothing,  and  prob- 
ably never  will  he  anything  to  me." 

''  But  of  what  sort  is  he  1  You  can  tell  me  that ;  you 
know  how  curious  I  am  about  these  matters." 

"A  poor  young  fellow,  beautiful  as  Benvenuto  Cellini's 
Kisus,  and  who  took  refuge  in  my  apartments." 

"  Oh,  oh  I  of  course  without  any  suggestion  on  your 
parti" 

''  Do  not  laugh,  Henriette  ;  at  this  very  moment  he  is 
between  life  and  death." 

"He  is  ill,  then  1" 

"  He  is  severely  wounded." 

"  A  wounded  Huguenot  is  very  disagreeable,  especially 
in  these  times;  and  what  have  you  done  with  this 
woimded  Huguenot,  who  is  not,  and  never  will  be  any- 
thing to  youl" 

"  He  is  hid  in  my  cabinet ;  I  would  save  him.*' 

"  He  is  young,  handsome,  and  wounded ;  you  hide  him 
and  wish  to  save  him.  He  will  be  very  senseless  if  he 
does  not  prove  to  be  g^tefuL" 
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"He  ill  already,  I  fear,  more  giatefal  thao  I  conli 

"  And  this  poor  joung  man  interests  yoa  1 " 

"Only  for  humanity's  aake." 

"Ah !  hnmanity's  ppedsdy  the  Tirtae  that  asil^Ma  iZ. 

"Y«;  and  yon  see  the  king,  the  Due  d'iiinij-.Q.  317 
mother,  or  even  my  hnsbond  may  at  acy  an-.amac  aikx 
the  apaitntent  —  " 

"Ay,  yon  want  me  to  hi.Ie  yonr  E'^^x^-'i  «  y-ia  « 
le  ii  ill,  npon  condition  I  send  hi=  WJt  ii  j.i  lii-a  ut 

"So,"  MJd  Maignerite,  "  I  'is  cic  J-.'-k  i.e^iri  m  ir 
ht  if  you  could  conceal  d»e  ^y.t  i^:w.  J  j:i  ^.tui  t^- 
iHTe  the  life  I  have  saTei,  1  ja>-.i^  »  iujs  iswvi-:;. 
Ton  iM  free  at  the  Hoc-l  k  Gt^ub  :  7  ;ti  oikwi  an  me  i' 
witch  you.  Besides,  irr'c^^i  j-.'ir  ^-.iiJi.i«r  -ucn"  m  i.  %i^ 
i2i:t  like  mine,  inw  »i,;Li  =1:  ;oii  jt  ■tir.:j-:  -.1  -r::>-r 
lend  me  this  ealLcr^t  f  e  117  5n.-W-ni.r.  itui  t-u-jl  i«  jr 
nued,  open  the  a^,  *=•!  >«  iui  il^l  I-;  »-*-.r  ' 

"There  i»  only  ■:Dt  -i^-.TL^.  317  nor      -.j-   -i^s  * 
ili^y  octrcfVjd-" 
"  Wbit,  biTe  y;i  iin  atr^i  •:in/--.'  -ly    ' 
"That  )«  na-r'.Iy  w'laS  I  niiw;s'-i  ',.  ■  -j-  ;r-  ;  jr.  * 
"  Ah.  ah  :  --ia;  '»  trz-j  j-.n.  ci'  *.!  »  j  -r  i ^a  J  t.-_! 
Lit  bi!«r  yj-" 
"  LisKa.  ilj-"r:f;"i^    ■^i«  «i.^  >  in   1^   vj*  a.    k.- 

;:iards.  I  wt^rsi^i  wii  "uh  j^«  I'  I;p  ioj--.  ■..■    .'  1*, 

fc-ari  toe  t^l^hb  -.^  iwsi  ew^xrnz.  ir--;    /  »■-.■;>-,  —  ■ 


f~.r;«»  liakin. — ir  '. 
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then  of  course  I  searched  for  the  arm  that  gaye  it  raotion 
and  for  the  hody  to  which  the  arm  helonged.  In  the 
midst  of  the  hlows  and  cries  I  at  length  distingoished  the 
man,  and  I  saw  —  a  hero,  an  Ajax  Telamon.  I  became 
excited,  palpitating,  starting  at  every  stroke  which  threat- 
ened him,  at  every  blow  he  dealt.  I  had  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  of  an  emotion,  you  see,  my  queen,  such  as  I 
had  never  experienced  or  thought  possible.  So  there  I 
was,  panting,  exalted,  dumb,  when  suddenly  my  hero 
disappeared." 

"Howl" 

"  Struck  down  by  a  stone  an  old  woman  threw  at  liim. 
Then,  like  Cyrus,  I  found  my  voice,  and  screamed, 
'  Help  !  help  I '  My  guards  went  out,  lifted  him  up,  and 
bore  him  to  my  chamber,  which  you  now  ask  of  me  for 
your  protege.^* 

"  Alas !  I  can  the  better  understand  this  history  because 
it  is  so  nearly  my  own." 

"  With  this  difference,  my  queen,  that  as  I  have  served 
the  king  and  the  Catholic  religion  in  succoring  him,  I 
have  no  reason  to  send  M.  Annibal  de  Coconnas  away.** 

"  His  name  is  Annibal  de  Coconnas  I  "  said  Marguerite, 
laughing. 

"  A  terrible  name,  is  it  not )  Well,  he  who  bears  it  is 
worthy  of  it  Put  on  your  mask,  for  we  are  now  at  the 
hotel." 

**  Why  put  on  my  mask  ? " 

"  Because  I  wish  to  show  you  my  hero.** 

"  Is  he  handsome  1 " 

''  He  seemed  to  me  magnificent  during  the  conflict.  In 
the  morning,  I  must  confess,  he  did  not  look  quite  so  well 
as  at  night  by  the  light  of  the  flames.  But  I  do  not 
think  you  will  find  great  fault  with  him." 

"  Then  my  prot/gS  is  rejected  at  the  Hdtel  de  Guiae ;  I 


•m  Sony  fisrit^fbrtliidii  Aslnfi  poBC-viiBK^Hff- 
look  for  A  HogTsenoL* 

^Oh,  wi,  roar  Hasttsnat  witJ  conv;  m  fin.T 
009  oomer  of  the  cahrnrtiy  Bud  Ainnzm.  'mi  ide:.* 

"Bat  wfacB  tber  iBDOodx  ou^  ccng^  'Sht  oi»  i:r  i. 
Protertui^  the  olber  for  a  ftorn^  ins^  viL  irrs." 

"  Oh,  there  ii  bo  ftoigg,    M.  us:  CiKfomaK 
cat  down  the  fiMse  tikst  piFrtaiis  ms.  i^inL 


Tell ;  jour  HogoeDat  k  wocnasjC  iL  'lia  suss.  ^ni.ji  wTL 
perhaps  lepren  hk  tiiillj  :  sue  lemaoE.  ttvc  iicvf  ol^ 
to  tell  him  to  he  Bksii  <jl  Uie  seines  if  Tfiaprrr.  ar.r  kl 
»iil  09  wdL" 

-Soheik* 

"  It  •$  a  hargiin  ;  md  iic^  >:  iff  rr  il* 

"  Thasksy"  said  llarp>i£5l&.  iCTawntr  imt  fssnf'f'  jbcL. 

"Here,  Madame,*  aid  libe  cnd^B.  -^ttix:  ■»  le^n 
'joixr  Majestj ; '  sufier  Hie,  tbes;,  "^  ai  Ust  umast  if  tui- 
Hotel  de  Guise  fitdnglj  fat  liie  viiasL  if  5is?<rB5K^ 

And  the  dnchm^  deKcsfiTic  frsE  'liic-  Ii:a^  umtjc 
bent  her  knee  m  ihe  aiit»i  Xj^ri'ttgi^i!:  -si  ni^pr  ^>-i. 
pointing  to  the  gde  gouded  br  tvr-  r.u-jjsx.  vrcni^uu^  u. 
hand,  she  followed  the  q*»Ki  i^^KdiZ-j  uni  -:!&  ii  r«^. 
ArriTed  ai  her  ehamher,  the  dndiBB  ciuRfC  ^ift  uii'.r  wet 
calling  to  her  waitLug-wossan,  a  liionn^s.  Hi!:IiiQZ«  muL  il 
her  in  Italian,  **  How  is  Mohkh?  liitt  Cinnc   ' 

"  Better  and  better,"  replied  t^ 

<*  What  is  he  doing  1* 

"At  this    moment   he  is  turr-r  simis  s^^BimmtL 
Madame.'' 

"  It  is  always  a  good  nga,*  aci  Ifxzrieci^  '"wtuo. 
the  appetite  letazna.* 

"Ahy  I   foigot  yoQ  were  a  pr^C  rj(  ksiJjrjBm  Irvpt. 
Leave  as.  Mica." 

**  Why  do  yon  send  her  awaj  \  ** 
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*'  That  she  may  be  on  the  watch." 

Mica  went  out. 

'*  Now/'  said  the  duchess,  ''will  you  go  in  to  see  him, 
or  shall  I  have  him  come  hero  1 " 

''Neither  the  one  nor  the  otheti    I  wish  to  see  him 
without  his  seeing  me." 

"  What  matters  it )    Yon  have  yonr  mask." 

"He  may  recognize  me  by  my  hands,  my  hair,  mj 
ring." 

"  Oh !  how  cautions  we  are,  since  we  Ve  been  married ! '' 

Marguerite  smiled. 

"  Well/'  said  the  duchess,  "  I  see  only  one  way." 

"  What  is  that  1 " 

"  To  look  through  the  keyhole.'' 

"  Take  me  to  the  door,  then." 

The  duchess  led  Marguerite  to  a  door  covered  with 
tapestry;  raising  this,  she  knelt  down  and  applied  her 
eye  to  the  keyhole. 

"  'T  is  as  you  could  wish ;  he  is  sitting  at  table,  with 
his  &oe  turned  towards  us." 

The  queen  took  her  friend's  place;  Coconnas  was,  as 
the  duchess  had  said,  sitting  at  a  table  well  provided,  and 
despite  his  wounds,  was  doing  ample  justice  to  the  good 
things  before  him. 

"  Ah,  mon  Dieu  /  "  cried  Marguerite. 

"  What  is  the  matter  1 "  asked  the  duchess. 

"  Impossible  I  no  !  yes  I  —  't  is  he  himself  I  " 

"Whor 

"  Hush,"  said  Marguerite ;  "  't  is  he  who  pursued  my 
Huguenot  into  my  apartment,  and  would  have  killed  him 
in  my  arms  I  Oh,  Henriette,  how  fortunate  he  did  not 
see  me/' 

"  Well,  then,  you  have  seen  him  in  battle;  is  he  not 
handsome  %  " 
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"I  do  not  know,"  8aid  Margaerite,  ''for  I  was  looking 
sthim  he  poisaed." 

'^  What  is  his  name  r* 

^  Yon  will  not  mention  it  before  the  connt  f '' 

"  No." 

'  lenc  de  k  Mole." 

"  And  now  what  do  yon  think  of  him  )  " 

•OflAMolet" 

**  No,  of  M.  de  Coconnas." 

"Upon  my  word!"  said  Maignerite,  ''I  confess  I 
think  —  "    She  stopped. 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  dnchess,  ''  I  see  you  cannot 
forgire  his  wounding  your  Huguenot." 

"Why,  so  fu,"  said  Marguerite,  smiling,  ''my  Hague- 
not  owes  him  nothing;  the  cut  he  gave  him  on  his 
La  —  " 

"They  are  quits,  then;  and  we  can  reconcile  them. 
Send  me  your  wounded  man." 

"  Not  now ;  by  and  by." 

*•  When  1 " 

"When  you  have  found  yours  a  fresh  chamber.** 

"Whichi" 

Maiguerite  looked  meaningly  at  her  firiend,  who  after  a 
moment's  silence  laughed. 

*'  So  be  it,"  said  the  dachess ;   "  alliance  firmer  than 

eTCT." 

"  Friendship  ever  sincere  ! " 

"  And  the  word,  in  case  we  need  each  other)" 

**  The  triple  name  of  your  triple  god,  —  Eros-Oupido- 
Amor." 

And  the  two  women  separated  after  one  more  embrace, 
sDd  prsflsing  each  other's  hand  for  the  twentieth  time. 
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CHAPTER  XIIL 

HOW  THERB  ABE  KETS  THAT  OPEN  DOOBS  THET  ABB 

NOT  MEANT  FOa 

The  Queen  of  Navaney  on  her  return  to  the  Louvre^  found 
Gillonne  in  great  excitement.  Madame  de  Sauve  had 
come  in  her  absence.  She  had  brought  a  key  sent  her  hj 
the  queen-mother.  It  was  the  key  of  the  chamber  in 
which  Henri  was  confined.  It  was  evident  that  the 
queen-mother  wished  the  Bdamais  to  pass  the  night  in 
Madame  de  Sauve's  apartment  Marguerite  took  the  key, 
and  turned  it  and  turned  it ;  she  made  Gillonne  repeat 
Madame  de  Sauve's  every  word,  weighed  them,  letter  by 
letter,  and  at  length  thought  she  detected  Catherine's  plan. 
She  took  pen  and  ink  and  wrote,  — 

Instead  of  going  to  Madame  de  Sauve  to-night,  come  to  the 
Queen  of  Navane. 

Mabsuebite. 

She  rolled  up  the  paper,  put  it  in  the  pipe  of  the  key, 
and  ordered  Gillonne,  as  soon  as  it  was  dark,  to  aUp  the 
key  under  the  king's  door.  This  done,  she  thought  of 
the  wounded  man,  closed  all  the  doors,  entered  the  cabi- 
net, and  to  her  great  surprise  found  La  Mole  dressed  in 
all  his  clothes,  torn  and  blood-stained  as  they  were.  On 
seeing  her  he  strove  to  rise,  but  could  not  stand,  and  fell 
back  upon  the  so&  which  had  served  for  his  bed. 

**  What  is  the  matter.  Monsieur  f  "  asked  Marguerite ; 
*'  and  why  do  you  thus  disobey  the  orders  of  your  physi- 
cian t  I  recommended  you  repose,  and  instead  of  following 
my  advice,  you  do  just  the  contrary." 
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^  Oh,  Madame,''  aaid  Gillonney  '*  it  ia  not  my  Cftidt ;  I 
have  entreated  Monsieor  the  Ooont  not  to  commit  this 
folljy  bat  he  declares  that  nothii^  shall  keep  him  any 
longer  at  the  Loavre." 

^  Leave  the  Loavre!"  said  Mazgaeritey  astonished. 
''Why,  it  is  impossible!  yon  can  scarcely  stand;  you 
are  pale  and  weak;  your  knees  tremble.  Only  a  few 
hoan  ago  the  wound  in  your  shoulder  still  bled." 

^Madame,"  said  the  young  man,  ^as  earnestly  as  I 
thanked  your  Migesty  for  having  saved  my  life,  as 
earnestly  do  I  pray  you  to  suffer  me  to  depart" 

"  I  scaioely  know  what  to  call  such  a  resolution, " 
said  Marguerite,  in  astonishment;  ''it  is  worse  than 
ingratitude." 

"  Ohy"  cried  La  Mole,  clasping  his  hands, ''  think  me 
Dot  ungrateful ;  my  gratitude  will  cease  only  with  my  life." 

"  It  will  not  last  long,  then,"  said  Maiguerite,  moved 
at  these  words,  the  sincerity  of  which  it  was  impossible 
to  doubt;  ''for  your  wounds  will  open,  and  you  will 
die  ficom  loss  of  blood,  or  you  will  be  recognized  for  a 
Hoguenot,  and  killed  ere  you  advance  fifty  yards  in  the 
•treet." 

»!  must  nevertheleas  quit  the  Louvre,**  murmured 
Li  Mole. 

**  Must  1 "  returned  Marguerite,  fixing  her  full,  speaking 
gaa  upon  him,  then  turning  slightly  pale;  ''ah,  yes  I 
forgive  me,  I  understand.  Doubtless,  there  is  one  who 
anxiously  awaits  you.  That  is  natural,  M.  de  la  Mole, 
and  I  understand  it.  Why  did  you  not  speak  of  it  at  once, 
or  lather,  why  have  I  not  myself  thought  of  it  f  It  is  a 
daty  of  hospitality  to  protect  the  affections  as  well  ss  to 
cure  wounds,  and  to  take  caie  of  the  soul  at  the  same 
time  with  the  body." 

"Alas,  Madame  I"  said  La  Mole,  "you  are  strangely 


166  MABGUEBITE  DE  VALOIS. 

mistaken;  I  am  well-nigh  alone  in  the  world,  and  alto- 
gether 80  in  Palis,  where  no  one  knows  me.  My  porsaer 
is  the  first  man  I  have  spoken  to  in  this  city;  your 
Majesty  the  first  woman  who  has  addressed  me." 

**  Then,"  said  Marguerite,  "  why  would  you  go  f  " 

**  Because,"  replied  La  Mole,  **  last  night  you  had  no 
rest,  and  to-night  —  " 

Marguerite  hlushed.  ''  Gillonne,"  said  she,  **  it  is  time 
to  take  that  key  to  the  King  of  Navarre." 

Gillonne  smiled  and  left  the  room. 

"  But^"  continued  Marguerite,  '*  if  you  are  alone,  without 
friends,  what  will  you  dol" 

"  Madame,  I  soon  shall  have  friends,  for  while  I  was 
pursued  I  thought  of  my  mother,  who  was  a  Catholic.  I 
thought  I  saw  her  form  glide  before  me,  a  cross  in  her 
hand,  on  the  way  to  the  Louvre ;  and  I  made  a  vow  that 
if  God  would  spare  my  life  I  would  embrace  my  mother's 
religion.  God  has  done  more  than  save  my  life ;  he  has 
sent  me  one  of  his  angels  to  make  life  dear  to  me." 

**  But  you  cannot  walk  ;  you  will  faint  before  you  have 
gone  a  hundied  steps." 

**  Madame,  I  have  tried  to  walk  in  the  cabinet ;  I  walk 
slowly  and  with  pain,  it  is  true,  but  let  me  go  only  to  the 
Place  du  Louvre.     Once  outside,  let  come  what  wilL" 

Marguerite  leaned  her  head  on  her  hand,  and  reflected 
for  an  instant.  "And  the  King  of  Navarre,"  said  she, 
with  significance,  *'  you  do  not  speak  of  him.  In  chang- 
ing your  religion,  have  you  also  changed  your  desire  to 
enter  his  serviced 

"  Madame,"  returned  La  Mole,  turning  pale,  "  you  ap- 
proach the  true  cause  of  my  wish  to  depart.  I  know 
that  the  King  of  Navarre  is  in  great  danger,  and  that  all 
the  influence  of  your  Majesty  as  daughter  of  France  will 
hardly  suffice  to  save  his  head." 
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What  I  "  said  Marguerite,  "  how  know  yoa  that  1 " 

''Madame/'  returned  La  Mole,  after  some  hesitation, 
"one  can  hear  everything  in  this  cahinet" 

"  'T  is  true/'  said  Marguerite  to  herself ;  ''  M.  de  Guise 
told  me  so  hefore." 

"  Well/*  added  she,  aloud,  "  what  have  you  heard  1 " 

"  In  the  first  place,  the  conversation  hetween  your 
Majesty  and  your  brother." 

"With  Francois?"  said  Marguerite, 

"With  the  Due  d'Alen9on,  yes,  Madame;  and  after 
your  departure  that  of  Gillonne  and  Madame  de  Sauve." 

"  And  it  is  these  two  conversations  ? " 

"Tes,  Madame;  married  scarcely  a  week,  you  love 
your  husband.  To-night  he  will  come  in  his  turn  in  the 
same  way  that  the  Due  d'Alen^on  and  Madame  de  Sauve 
have  come ;  he  will  discourse  with  you  of  his  affairs.  I 
do  not  wish  to  hear ;  I  might  be  indiscreet,  and  I  cannot 
—  I  ought  not  —  especially,  I  will  not  be  so.** 

By  the  tone  in  which  La  Mole  uttered  these  last  words, 
by  the  hesitation  in  his  voice  and  the  embarrassment  of 
his  manner,  Maiguerite  was  suddenly  enlightened,  as  by 
a  revelation. 

"  Ah  ! "  said  she,  "  you  have  heard  everything  that  has 
been  said  in  this  chamber  1" 

"Yes,  Madame."  These  words  were  uttered  in  a 
sigh. 

"  And  you  wish  to  depart  to-night  to  avoid  hearing  any 
more  1 " 

"  This  moment,  if  it  please  your  Majesty.** 

"  Poor  fellow  I "  said  Maiguerite,  with  an  accent  of 
tender  pity. 

Astonished  at  so  gentle  an  apostrophe,  when  he  ex- 
pected an  abrupt  reply,  La  Mole  lifted  his  head  timidly ; 
his  eyes  encountered  those  of  the  queen,  and  remained 
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fixed   as   b J  a  magnetio   power  under  the   dear  and 
eearching  look  of  the  queen. 

''You  are,  then,  incapable  of  keeping  a  aecret,  M.  de 
la  Molef "  said  the  queen,  who,  seated  in  a  laige  chair, 
could  watch  La  Mole's  &oe  while  her  own  remained  in 
the  shadow. 

"  Uadame,"  said  La  Mole, ''  I  am  of  an  envious  dispo- 
sition. I  distrust  myself ;  the  happiness  of  another  giv^s 
me  pain.** 

''The  happiness  of  whom!  Ah,  yes  1  of  the  King  of 
Navarre  I    Poor  Henri  I  ** 

'^  You  see,"  cried  La  Mole,  passionately,  "he  is  happy." 

"  Happy  r 

"  Yes,  for  your  Msgesty  pities  him.** 

Marguerite  played  with  the  golden  tassels  of  her  alma- 
purse. 

"  You  will  not,  then,  see  the  King  of  Navarre ;  you  are 
quite  resolved  1  ** 

"I  fear  I  should  be  troublesome  to  his  M^esty  at 
present" 

"  But  the  Due  d'Alen9on,  my  brother  1" 

"  Oh,  no ! "  cried  La  Mole,  "  the  Due  d'Alen^on  even 
less  than  the  King  of  Navarre." 

"Why  so)"  asked  Marguerite. 

"  Because,  although  I  am  already  too  bad  a  Huguenot 
to  be  a  faithful  servant  of  the  King  of  Navarre,  I  am  not 
a  sufficiently  good  Catholic  to  be  friendly  with  the  Due 
d'Alen9on  and  M.  de  Guise." 

Marguerite  oast  down  her  eyes ;  what  La  Mole  had  said 
struck  to  her  very  heart. 

At  this  instant  Gillonne  returned ;  Marguerite,  with  a 
look,  interrogated  her,  and  Gillonne,  in  the  same  manner, 
answered  in  the  affirmative ;  the  King  of  Navarre  had  re- 
ceived the  key.    Marguerite  turned  her  eyes  towards  La 
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Molfl^  wlu)  siood,  his  head  drooping  on  his  breast,  aad, 
pale,  grief-laden,  as  one  suffering  alike  in  mind  and  in 
body.  "  M.  de  1a  Mole  is  so  proud,"  said  she,  "  that  I 
hesitate  to  make  him  an  offer  I  fear  he  will  repd." 

Ijk  Mole  rose  and  advanced  a  step  towards  Maigaerite ; 
bat  a  feeling  of  faintness  came  over  him,  and  he  caught  at 
a  table  to  saye  himself  from  fSedling. 

Ton  see.  Monsieur/'  cried  Maigaerite,  hastening  to 
him  and  supporting  him  in  her  arms,  ''that  I  am  still 
neoeauxy  to  you." 

"Oh,  yesl"  murmured  La  Mole^  ^as  the  air  I  breathe, 
18  the  light  of  heaven." 

At  this  moment  three  knocks  were  beard  at  the  outer  door. 

''Do  you  hear,  Madame  t"  cried  GiUonne^  alanned. 

"  Already ! "  murmured  Marguerite. 

"Shall  I  open!" 

"  Wait !  it  is  the  King  of  Navarre  perhaps." 

"Oh,  Madame !"  cried  La  Mole,  recalled  to  himself  by 
Uieae  words,  which  the  queen  hoped  had  been  heard  by 
Gillonne  alone,  "I  implore,  I  entreat  you,  let  me  depart, — 
yes,  dead  or  slive,  Madame !  Oh,  you  do  not  answer  me  I 
Well,  I  will  tell  you  all,  and  then  you  will  drive  me  away, 
I  hope." 

"  Be  silent,"  said  Maiguerite,  who  found  an  indescrib- 
able charm  in  the  reproaches  of  the  young  man,  —  "  be 
lUent ! " 

"  Madame,"  replied  La  Mole,  who  did  not  find  that 
tager  he  expected  in  the  voice  of  the  queen,  —  "  Madame, 
I  tell  you  again,  one  can  hear  everything  from  this 
cabinet.  Oh,  do  not  make  me  perish  by  tortures  more 
cniel  than  the  executioner  could  inflict  — " 

"  Silence  I  silence  I "  said  Maiguerite. 

"  Oh,  you  are  merciless !  you  will  not  understand  ma 
Know,  then,  that  I  love  you  — " 
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''  Silence,  I  tell  70a  ! "  said  Maigaeritey  placing  on  his 
mouth  her  white  and  perfumed  hand,  which  he  8eijsed,and 
pressed  eagerly  to  his  lips. 

"  But — "  murmured  he. 

"  Be  silent,  child  I  Who  is  this  rebel  that  rafoaes  to 
obey  his  queen?" 

Then,  hastily  leaving  the  cabinet,  she  leaned  against  the 
wall,  seeking  to  repress  with  trembling  hand  the  beatings 
of  her  heart.     ''  Open,  Gillonne,"  said  she. 

Gillonne  left  the  apartment,  and  an  instant  after  the 
fine,  intellectual,  and  somewhat  anxious  countenance  of 
the  King  of  Navarre  appeared. 

''You  have  sent  for  me,  Madame  1" 

'^  Yes,  Monsieur.     Your  Majesty  received  my  letter  1 " 

'*  And  not  without  some  surprise,  I  confess,*'  said  Henri, 
looking  round  with  distrust,  which,  however,  almost  in- 
stantly vanished  from  his  mind. 

''  And  not  without  some  uneasiness  1 "  added  Marguerite. 

*'  I  confess  it  I  But  still,  surrounded  as  I  am  by  deadly 
enemies,  by  friends  still  more  dangerous  perhaps  than  my 
open  foes,  I  recollected  that  one  evening  I  had  seen  a 
noble  generosity  radiant  in  your  eyes,  —  't  was  the  night  of 
our  marriage ;  that  one  other  evening  I  had  seen  the  star 
of  courage  shining  there,  —  't  was  yesterday,  the  day  fixed 
for  my  death." 

**  Well,  Monsieur  f "  said  MargueritOi  smiling,  while 
Henri  seemed  striving  to  read  her  heart 

*'  Well,  Madame,"  returned  the  king,  "  thinking  of  these 
things,  I  said  to  myself  when  I  read  your  letter,  *  With- 
out friends,  for  he  is  a  disarmed  prisoner,  the  King  of 
Navarre  has  but  one  means  of  dying  nobly,  of  dying  a 
death  that  will  be  recorded  in  history,  —  it  is  to  die  be- 
trayed by  his  wife ; '  and  I  have  come." 

"  Sire,"  replied  Mai^erite,  **  you  will  change  your  tone 
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-when  joD  leam  that  all  tbie  is  tbe  waA  cd  a  ■woomh  vbo 
loTM  yon,  and  whom  yon  Iotc" 

Henri  started  back  at  these  words,  and  hia  {nercmg  gn; 
ejea  were  fixed  on  the  queen  with  earnest  cnriosity. 

"Ob,  raaaanre  yonreelf;  Sire,"  said  tbe  qnaen,  sniling; 
"  1  have  not  tbe  piesumption  to  say  that  I  ant  that 

"  But,  Madame,"  aaid  Henri,  "  it  is  yon  wiio  sent  me 
this  key,  and  this  is  your  writing." 

"  It  is  my  writing,  I  confess  ;  but  the  key  is  a  different 
matter.  Let  it  suffice  you  to  know  that  it  baa  passed 
throDgb  the  bands  of  four  women  before  it  nacbed  yoo." 

"  Of  four  women  1 " 

"Yes,"  aaid  Uarguerito;  "  thoae  of  Queen  Catherine 
Madame  de  Sauve,  GiUonne,  and  myself." 

Henri  pondered  over  this  enigma. 

"Let  08  speak  plainly,"  said  Hargnerite.  "Bepott 
Mys  that  yonr  Majesty  has  consented  to  abjure.  Is  that 
tntet" 

"Report   is  somewbat    prematoie;    I  have  not   yet 


"  Bat  yonr  mind  is  made  up  1 " 

"Tbat  is  to  say,  I  am  delibeiating.  At  twenty,  and 
ilmoBt  a  king,  vemtre-taint-^Tv!  there  are  many  things 
that  are  well  worth  a  Mass." 

"  Life,  for  instance  1 " 

Henri  smiled. 

"Too  do  not  teU  me  all  your  tbongbt,  Sir^"  said 
Uatgoerita. 

"  1  have  leserrations  for  my  allies,  Madame ;  and  yon 
know  we  are  bat  allies  as  yet.  I^  indeed,  you  were  botb 
my  ally  and — " 

"  AikI  yonr  wife,  Monsienr  t " 

**  Faitb,  yea !  and  my  wife  —  " 
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"Whatthenl* 

''  Why,  then  it  might  be  different,  and  I  perhaps  might 
resolve  to  remain  King  of  the  Hugaenots,  as  they  call  me. 
But,  as  it  is,  I  must  be  content  to  live." 

Maiguerite  looked  at  Henri  in  so  peculiar  a  manner  that 
it  would  have  awakened  suspicion  in  a  less  acute  mind 
than  his.  '^And  are  you  quite  sure  of  retaining  even 
thati"  she  asked. 

**  Why,  almost ;  but  you  know  in  this  world  nothing 
is  certain." 

''  Truly,  your  Majesty  shows  such  moderation,  such  dis- 
interestedness, that  after  having  renounced  your  crown, 
your  religion,  you  may  be  expected  to  satisfy  the  hopes  of 
some  people,  and  renounce  your  alliance  with  a  daughter 
of  France ! " 

These  words  carried  so  deep  a  significance  that  Henri 
shuddered  in  spite  of  himself  But  quickly  subduing  that 
emotion,  he  said,  '^Eecollect,  Madame,  that  at  this  mo- 
ment I  am  not  my  own  master ;  I  shall  therefore  do  what 
the  King  of  France  orders  me.  As  to  myself,  were  I  con> 
suited  the  least  in  the  world  on  this  question,  affecting  as 
it  does  my  throue,  my  honor,  and  my  life,  rather  than 
build  my  future  hopes  on  this  forced  marriage  of  ours,  I 
would  enter  a  cloister  or  turli  gamekeeper." 

This  calm  resignation,  this  renunciation  of  the  world 
alarmed  Marguerite.  She  thought  perhaps  tUs  rupture  of 
the  marriage  had  been  arranged  between  Charles  IX., 
Catherine,  and  the  King  of  Navarre.  Why  should  they 
not  treat  her  as  a  dupe,  or  as  a  victim  1  Because  she  was 
sister  to  the  one,  and  daughter  to  the  other  %  Experience 
showed  her  that  there  was  nothing  in  that  on  which  to 
establish  her  safety.  Ambition,  then,  gnawed  at  the  heart 
of  the  young  woman,  or  rather,  of  the  young  queen,  —  too 
fax  above  vulgar  weaknesses  to  be  led  by  a  petty  vanity. 


When  a  wonmn  lofoi^  bsr  lotm  ccempte  her  fron  Uiow 
fBudl  miseneB;  tx  trae  lofre  is  ftoelf  «i  aaibtticML. 

Tour  Mftjolj,''  aid  Mugwfite,  with  a  ml  of  d^ 
dainfol  nilleijy  ^  bis  no  eonfidenee:,  it  appeu\  in  Um  alar 
that  8hin«B  over  the  head  of  erotj  king !  * 

''Ah,'*  odd  Henri,  **!  cumol  ne  mine;  it  is  hidden  hj 
the  storm  that  now  thieatenB  me ! " 

''And  sappoee  the  hreath  of  a  woman  weie  to  dispel 
this  threatened  tempest^  and  make  the  star  reappear, 
hrilhant  as  ererf 

'^  T  were  difficult" 

^  Do  jou  deny  the  exisinnee  of  this  woman» 
Monsieur  1" 

"  No,  I  deny  only  her  power.** 

**  Yon  mean  her  will." 

**  I  said  her  power,  and  I  repeat  the  word.  A  woman 
Is  only  powerfol  when  love  and  interest  are  oomhined 
within  her  in  equal  degrees ;  if  either  sentiment  predomi* 
nates,  she  is,  like  Aehillesi  valnerahle.  Now,  in  regard  to 
the  woman  in  question,  if  I  mistake  not,  I  cannot  rely  on 
her  love.** 

Maignerite  made  no  reply. 

**  listen,*'  said  Henri.  **  At  the  last  stroke  of  the  bell 
of  St.  Germain  rAoxerrois,  you  most  likely  thought  of 
regaining  your  liberty  sacrificed  to  the  interests  of  your 
party.  For  myself^  I  thought  of  saving  my  life ;  that  was 
the  essential  point.  We  lose  Nayarre,  indeed ;  but  what 
is  that  compared  with  your  being  enabled  to  speak  aloud 
in  your  chamber,  which  you  dared  not  do  when  you  had 
some  one  listmiing  to  you  in  yonder  cabinet  Y" 

Matguerite  could  not  lefinin  from  smiling.  The  king 
rose  and  prepared  to  sedt  his  own  apartments ;  tot  it  was 
eieren,  and  eveiyhody  at  the  LouTve  was,  or  seemed  to 
be^  aaleep. 
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Henri  advanced  towards  the  door,  then,  as  if  saddenly 
recollecting  the  motive  of  his  visits  "  By  the  way,  Ma- 
dame/' said  he,  ^'had  yon  not  something  to  communi- 
cate to  me,  or  did  you  desire  to  give  me  an  opportunity 
of  thanking  you  for  the  respite  which  your  courageous 
presence  in  the  king's  armory  yesterday  secured  to  mef 
In  truth,  Madame,  it  was  time,  I  cannot  deny  it ;  and  you 
came  upon  the  scene  like  a  goddess  of  antiquity,  just  in 
time  to  save  my  life." 

"  What  1  '*  exclaimed  Marguerite,  seizing  her  husband's 
arm ;  "  do  you  not  see  that  nothing  is  saved,  neither  your 
liberty,  your  crown,  nor  your  lifel  Blind  fool!  poor 
fool  I  Did  you,  then,  see  nothing  in  my  letter  but  an 
amorous  rendezvous  1" 

"I  confess,  Madame,"  said  Henri,  astonished,  —  ''I 
confess  —  ** 

Marguerite  shrugged  her  shoulders  with  an  expression 
impossible  to  describe.  At  this  instant  a  strange  sound 
was  heard,  like  a  sharp  scratching,  at  the  secret  door. 
Mai^gnerite  led  the  king  thither^     ''  Listen,"  said  she. 

"  The  queen-mother  is  leaving  her  apartments,"  said  a 
trembling  voice  outside,  which  Henri  instantly  recognized 
as  that  of  Madame  de  Sauve. 

"  Where  is  she  going  1 "  asked  Marguerite. 

''  She  is  coming  to  your  Majesty." 

And  then  the  rustling  of  silk  showed  that  Madame  de 
Sauve  was  hastening  rapidly  away. 

"  Oh,  oh  I "  said  Henri. 

"  I  was  sure  of  this,"  said  Marguerite. 

*'  And  I,"  replied  Henri,  "  feared  it,  as  this  will  prove.** 
And  half  opening  his  doublet  of  black  velvet,  he  showed 
the  queen  that  he  had  beneath  it  a  shirt  of  mail  and  a 
long  Milan  poniard,  which  instantly  glittered  in  his 
hand. 
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"  As  if  there  could  be  any  occasion  here  for  steel  and 
coirass ! "  cried  Marguerite.  ''  Come,  Monsieur,  come, 
hide  that  dagger.  It  is  the  queen-mother,  indeed,  but 
the  queen-mother  only." 

u  Yet  —  " 

"  SUence  I    I  hear  her." 

And  she  whispered  in  Henri's  ear  a  few  words  which 
the  young  king  heard  with  attention  and  surprise.  Then 
he  concealed  himself  behind  the  curtains  of  the  bed. 

Marguerite  sprang  into  the  cabinet,  where  La  Mole 
awaited  her,  and  pressing  his  hand  in  the  darkness, 
"  Silence,"  said  she,  approaching  her  lips  so  near  that  he 
felt  her  breath  ;  '*  silence !  " 

Then,  returning  to  her  chamber,  she  tore  off  her  head- 
dress, cut  the  lacing  of  her  dress  with  her  poniard,  and 
sprang  into  bed.  It  was  time ;  the  key  turned  in  the 
lock.    Catherine  had  a  key  for  every  door  in  the  Louvre. 

<*  Who  is  there  1 "  cried  Marguerite,  as  Catherine  placed 
on  guard  at  the  door  the  four  gentlemen  by  whom  she 
was  attended. 

And  as  if  frightened  by  this  intrusion  into  her  cham- 
ber, Marguerite  sprang  out  of  bed  in  a  white  dressing- 
gown,  and  then,  seeming  to  recognize  Catherine,  came  to 
kiss  her  hand  with  so  well-feigned  a  surprise  that  the  wily 
Florentine  herself  was  deceived. 
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CHAPTER    XIV. 

OATHEBINB  AND  MABOUERITB. 

The  queen-mother  sarveyed  the  chamber  with  eager  and 
carious  eyes ;  but  the  sight  of  Maiguerite's  velyet  slippers 
at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  her  vestments  thrown  negligently 
upon  the  chairs^  and  her  well-feigned  drowsiness,  con- 
yinced  Catherine  that  she  had  really  roused  her  daughter 
from  her  slumbers.  Smiling,  therefore,  the  self-complacent 
smile  of  one  whose  plan  of  attack  has  been  successful,  she 
drew  a  chair  towards  her,  saying,  ''  Let  us  sit  down,  my 
child,  and  have  a  little  talk  together.** 

**  I  am  all  attention,  Madame." 

''It  is  time,"  said  Catherine,  shutting  her  eyes  and 
speaking  with  that  slowness  peculiar  to  persons  of  great 
reflection  or  great  dissimulation,  — ''  it  is  time,  my  daugh- 
ter, that  you  should  know  how  ardently  your  brother  and 
myself  desire  to  see  you  happy." 

This  was  a  somewhat  alarming  exordium  for  those  who 
were  acquainted  with  Catherine's  real  disposition. 

"  What  can  she  be  about  to  say  V  thought  Marguerite. 

''Certainly,"  continued  the  Florentine,  "in  marrying 
you,  we  fulfilled  one  of  those  acts  of  policy  frequently 
peremptorily  demanded  for  the  interest  of  the  kingdom 
and  those  who  govern  it ;  but  I  must  honestly  confess  to 
you,  my  poor  child,  that  we  had  no  expectation  that  the 
repugnance  manifested  by  the  King  of  Navarre  for  one  so 
young,  so  lovely,  and  so  fascinating  as  yourself  would 
have  been  so  obstinately  persistent." 
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Maigaerite  arose,  and  folding  her  robe  de  chambre 
around  her,  made  a  ceremonious  bow  to  her  mother. 

'*  I  have  heard  to-night  only  (otherwise  I  should  have 
paid  you  an  earlier  visit)  that  your  husband  is  far  from 
showing  you  those  attentions  you  have  a  right  to  claim, 
not  merely  as  a  beautiful  woman,  but  as  a  daughter  of 
Fiance." 

Marguerite  gently  sighed,  and  Catherine,  encouraged  by 
this  mute  approval,  proceeded :  — 

"I  am  even  assured  that  the  King  of  Navarre  has  a 
liaison  with  one  of  my  maids  of  honor,  and  that  he  openly 
avows  his  disgraceful  passion  for  her.  Now,  that  he  should 
despise  the  affection  of  the  superior  being  we  have  be- 
stowed upon  him  is  unfortunately  one  of  those  evils  which, 
powerful  as  we  are,  we  have  no  means  of  remedying,  al- 
though the  meanest  gentleman  of  our  kingdom  would 
quickly  demand  satisfaction  for  so  great  an  insult." 

Marguerite  lowered  her  head.  Her  mother  continued. 
^*  For  some  time  past,  my  daughter,  I  have  been  well 
assured  by  your  red  and  swollen  eyes,  as  well  as  the  bit- 
terness of  your  sallies  against  Madame  de  Sauve,  that,  try 
as  you  may,  your  poor  wounded  heart  is  not  content  to 
bleed  and  break  in  silent  sorrow." 

Marguerite  started;  a  slight  movement  had  agitated 
the  curtains  of  the  bed,  but  fortunately  it  passed  unper- 
ceived  by  Catherine. 

"  That  wound,"  she  said  with  increasing  affection  and 
tenderness,  "  it  belongs  to  a  mother  to  heal.  Those  who, 
expecting  to  secure  your  happiness,  appointed  your  mar- 
riage, and  who  in  their  solicitude  for  you  have  noticed 
that  every  night  Henri  de  Navarre  goes  to  the  wrong  ap- 
partement;  those  who  cannot  permit  that  a  knight  like 
him  should  insult  every  moment  a  woman  of  your  beauty, 
of  your  rank,  and  of  your  merit,  by  contempt  of  your  per- 

voL,  I.  —  la 
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son  and  disregard  for  posterity ;  those  who,  in  ahoiti  aoe 
that  at  the  first  wind  which  he  thinks  favorable  that  fool- 
ish and  insolent  fellow  will  torn  against  our  £amilj  and 
drive  you  from  his  house,  —  have  not  those  peiaons  the 
rights  by  separating  your  interests  from  his,  to  assure  your 
future  in  a  manner  more  worthy  of  you  and  of  your 
rankr* 

'^ Nevertheless,  Madame,"  replied  Marguerite,  '^not- 
withstanding those  observations,  all  impressed  with  ma- 
ternal love,  and  which  lift  me  to  summits  of  delight 
and  honor,  I  must  have  the  boldness  to  remind  yoor 
Majesty  that  the  King  of  Navarre  is  my  husband." 

Catherine  started  with  rage;  then,  drawing  closer  to 
Marguerite,  she  said,  ''He  your  husband!  Do  the  few 
words  pronounced  over  you  by  a  priest  warrant  your  styl- 
ing him  your  husband  1  Were  you  Madame  de  SauTe, 
indeed,  you  might  make  that  assertion.  But,  wholly  con- 
trary to  our  expectations,  since  you  permitted  to  Henri  de 
Navarre  the  honor  of  calling  you  his  wife,  it  is  to  another 
that  he  has  given  himself;  and  at  this  very  moment,"  said 
Catherine,  raising  her  voice,  "  come,  come  with  me.  This 
key  opens  the  door  of  Madame  de  Sauve's  apartments ; 
accompany  me  thither,  and  you  will  see." 

"Oh,  not  so  loud,  ^ladamel  not  so  loud,  I  beseech 
you !  "  said  Marguerite ;  '*  for  not  only  are  you  mistaken, 
but—" 

"But  what  1" 

**  I  fear  you  will  awaken  my  husband  1 " 

As  she  said  these  words,  Maiguerite  gracefully  arose, 
her  white  dress  fluttering  loosely  around  her,  while  the 
large  open  sleeves  displayed  her  matchless  hand  and  arm  ; 
carrying  one  of  the  rose-colored  tapers  towards  the  bed, 
she  gently  drew  back  the  curtain,  and  smiling  at  her 
mother,  pointed  to  the  King  of  Navarre,  who,  stretched 
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in  easy  negligence  upon  the  couch,  seemed  buried  in  pro- 
found repose. 

Pole  and  wonderstricken,  her  body  thrown  back  as 
though  to  avoid  some  abyss  that  had  opened  at  her  feet, 
Catherine  uttered  not  a  cry,  but  a  half-suppressed  groan. 

"  You  perceive,  Madame,"  said  Mai^erite,  "  you  were 
misinformed." 

Catherine  alternately  gazed  from  her  daughter  to  the 
sleeping  king,  and  again  scrutinized  the  features  of  Mar- 
guerite ;  but  the  countenance  of  the  latter  bore  unshrink- 
ingly the  searching  glances  of  the  queen-mother,  who  bit 
-her  thin  lips  in  silent  rage. 

Marguerite  allowed  her  mother  to  contemplate  for  a 
moment  that  scene  which  had  on  her  the  effect  of  Medusa's 
head.  Then  she  let  fall  the  curtain,  and  walking  on  tip- 
toe back  to  her  chair,  resumed  her  place  beside  Catherine, 
saying,  ''  You  would  advise,  then,  Madame  1 " 

The  Florentine  again  fixed  her  piercing  looks  on  Mar^ 
guerite,  as  though  she  would  read  her  very  thoughts ;  but 
baffled  and  disconcerted  by  the  calm  placidity  of  her 
daughter's  face,  "  Nothing,"  she  said,  and  hastened  pre* 
oipitately  from  the  chamber. 

No  sooner  had  the  sound  of  her  departing  footsteps  died 
away  in  the  vast  corridor  than  the  bed-curtains  opened  a 
second  time,  and  Henri,  with  sparkling  eye,  trembling 
hand,  and  panting  breath,  went  and  kneeled  at  Margue- 
rite's feet.  He  was  dressed  in  only  bis  nether  garments 
and  his  coat  of  mail ;  so  that  on  seeing  him  in  that  garb, 
Marguerite,  pressing  his  hand  heartily,  could  not  suppress 
a  burst  of  laughter. 

"  Ah,  Madame  !  ah,  Marguerite ! "  exclaimed  the  king, 
"  how  shall  I  ever  repay  your  goodness  1 "  And  he  cov- 
ered her  hand  with  kisses,  which  gradually  ascended  from 
the  hand  to  the  arm  of  the  young  woman. 
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"  Sire,"  replied  Mai^erite,  gently  drawing  back,  *•  do 
you  foiget  that  a  poor  woman  to  whom  you  owe  your  liTe 
is  at  this  moment  in  dire  uneasiness  on  your  account  t 
Madame  de  Sauve,"  added  she,  in  a  lower  tone,  "  has  for- 
gotten her  jealousy  in  sending  you  to  me;  and  to  that 
sacrifice  she  may  probably  have  to  add  her  life,  for  no  one 
knows  better  than  yourself  how  terrible  is  the  anger  of 
my  mother." 

Henri  shuddered^  and  rising,  was  about  to  leave  the 
room. 

''  Upon  second  thoughts,"  said  Marguerite,  '*  I  see  no 
cause  for  alarm.  The  key  was  given  to  you  without  any 
directions,  and  you  will  be  considered  as  having  given  me 
the  preference  to-night." 

"  And  so  I  do.  Marguerite  !     Consent  but  to  foi^get  —  " 

'*  Not  so  loud  I  not  so  loud,  Sire  ! "  replied  the  queen, 
employing  the  same  words  she  had  a  few  minutes  before 
used  to  her  mother ;  "  any  one  in  the  adjoining  cabinet 
can  hear  you.     I  must  beg  of  you  to  use  a  lower  tone.** 

''  Oh  I  "  said  Henri,  half-smiling,  half-gloomy,  "  that 's 
true !  I  forgot  that  I  am  probably  not  the  person  with 
whom  the  interesting  events  of  to-day  are  to  close  !  This 
cabinet  —  " 

"Let  me  beg  of  your  Majesty  to  enter  there,"  said 
Marguerite ;  "  for  I  wish  to  have  the  honor  of  presenting 
to  you  a  brave  gentleman,  wounded  during  the  massacre, 
while  endeavoring  to  make  his  way  to  the  Louvre,  for  the 
purpose  of  apprising  your  Majesty  of  the  danger  with 
which  you  were  threatened." 

The  queen  advanced  towards  the  door,  followed  by 
Henri.  She  opened  it,  and  the  king  was  thunderstruck  at 
beholding  a  man  in  this  cabinet  predestined  to  surprises. 
But  La  Mole  was  even  more  surprised  on  thus  unexpect- 
edly finding  himself  in  the  presence  of  Henri  de  Navaira. 


The  king  cut  an  irr.inil  ^aotsa:  ul  KluTi'iHrlk^.  ^«du  ams 

it  without  ^ru^TT*^ 

*^  SiiBf"  sud  sbfiy  **  I  MOL  =L  amL  ^aac  ^jlis  jsuLiiamuL 
may  be  manleied  er^e^  ik^^  ^x  liiii-  mmsLiurr  ol  ii:j  msEd- 
inentft  ;  he  is  dercAcd  tc  liii^  saniat  :£  jrair  V^i^warr  jui^ 
I  oonuneDd  him  U>  t:c;  n-n^  Tcnsiics^iiii^'^ 

'^Sire,'*  conUc;^  i^  jricz^r  auKU  '*'Z  im.  iLia  'Irjnsi: 

Goamended  to  tc^  br  M.  ^  T^.-n-r  ^^  ^jk^i^  a-:Tm£  ^^ 
my  side." 

**  Ah,  ah ! "  aakl  Hficjs,  **  I  RBuanJiiz  .  xii^  ruiiBL  xx^^ 
me  his  letter.  Bd  h^iv  t:i£  =x:ii  jhffii-  ;&  jHCVfr  iriiZL  SLfr 
GoTeraor  of  lAr.g:asdjg  I* 

•*  Yes,  Siie,  wnh  crifss  i>  zrrt  i  ^  Tinr  3£i^ifiSCy 
immetiiatelj  on  kt  mbstiL'^ 

**  And  wherefore  iii  t:^*  -c^iLLr  \  ** 

^  Sire,  I  was  at  sL&  L*:«st»  j^sSiariiLT  cr*nrT?r  £:r  i^itf 
purpose;  hot  yoor  ILij-^^sj  wn*  scg  gTt'?s.  .rt'i^'.— r.***  3^ 
give  me  auJience.** 

^  True  !  "  snsweRd  tbe  ld=^  ;  -*  hct  ia  zhai^  taat  wir 
not  send  the  letter  Vy  CjcI" 

**  Becaiue  IL  d'Amiac  Lai  iSzfis^T  <£sizz^  ka  lo  ^Ere  it 
into  no  other  hanis  than  tLzcse  of  t::?  iLkj^essr,  £^<:e  st 
contained,  he  said,  inf  jfni;a«icn  so  izif  ocuazl  iLu  b*  £Eared 
to  intrust  it  to  any  oidinaiy  c>csaeiL.g<=r.** 

**  The  conteDtft  are  indeed  of  a  atnc<m  nat^se,"  said  the 
king,  when  he  had  receired  and  perused  the  IrHer,  **  ad- 
rising  my  instant  withdrawal  from  the  ecmt  of  France, 
and  retirement  to  Beam.  IL  d^Aoriac^  ahhoii^h  a  Cath- 
olic, was  always  a  stanch  friend  of  mine  ;  and  it  is  possi- 
hie,  that  acting  as  goremor  of  a  proTince^  he  got  scent  of 
what  was  in  the  wind  her&  Vemtre-^aijU-gris,  Monsieur  1 
why  was  not  this  letter  given  to  me  three  dajs  sgo^ 
instead  of  now!" 
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''  Because,  as  I  before  assured  your  Majesty,  uaing  aD 
the  speed  and  diligence  in  my  power,  it  was  vriioUy  im- 
possible to  arrive  before  yesterday." 

''  That  is  very  unfortunate,"  murmured  the  king ;  "  for 
had  you  done  so,  we  should  at  this  time  have  been  in 
security,  either  at  Eochelle,  or  in  some  broad  plain  ma- 
rounded  by  two  or  three  thousand  trusty  horsemen." 

''Sire,"  said  Marguerite,  in  an  undertone,  ''what  is 
done  is  done,  and  instead  of  losing  your  time  in  useless 
recrimination,  it  is  expedient  for  you  to  make  the  best 
arrangement  you  can  for  the  future." 

"  Then,"  replied  Henri,  with  his  glance  of  interrogation, 
"I  am  to  suppose  that  in  my  place  yoa  would  not 
despair  1" 

"  Certainly  not ;  I  should  consider  myself  as  playing 
a  game  of  three  points,  of  which  I  had  lost  only  the 
first." 

"Ah,  Madame,"  whispered  Henri,  "if  I  could  hope 
that  you  would  go  halves  with  me  in  the  game." 

"  Had  I  intended  to  side  with  your  adversaries,"  replied 
Marguerite,  "  I  should  scarcely  have  delayed  till  now." 

"  True ! "  replied  Henri,  "  I  am  ungrateful ;  and,  as 
you  say,  the  past  may  still  be  repaired.  But,  Madame,** 
continued  he,  attentively  observing  La  Mole,  "  this  gentle- 
man cannot  remain  here  without  causing  you  considerable 
inconvenience,  and  being  himself  subject  to  very  un- 
pleasant surprises.     What  will  you  do  with  him  1" 

"  But,  Sire,  could  we  not  get  him  out  of  the  Louvie  Y 
for  I  am  precisely  of  your  opinion." 

« It  ia  difficult." 

"  Then,  could  not  your  Majesty  find  accommodation  for 
M.  de  la  Mole  in  your  own  apartments?" 

"  Alas,  Madame !  you  speak  as  though  I  were  still  king 
of  the  Huguenots,  and  had  subjects  to  command.    Ton 
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are  aware  ihat  I  tm  half  cxmwated  and  have  no  sabjectB 
atalL'* 

Anj  one  but  Maigaerite  would  have  piomptlj  an- 
swered, "  And  he  ako  is  a  GathQUc."  But  the  queen 
wished  Henri  himaelf  to  aak  her  to  do  the  very  thing  ahe 
was  desiioQS  of  effecting ;  while  La  Mole,  peiceiving  the 
resenre  of  his  protectreBS,  and  not  yet  knowing  where  to 
place  his  foot  on  the  atippeay  ground  of  a  court  so 
iLm^eroue  as  was  that  of  France,  remained  silent. 

**Bot  what  is  this  the  governor  says  in  his  letter  1" 
said  Henriy  again  casting  his  eyes  over  the  nussiyB  he 
held  in  his  hand.  **He  states  that  your  mother  was  a 
Catholic,  and  from  that  circumstance  originates  the 
interest  he  has  in  you." 

^  And  what  were  you  telling  me.  Monsieur  the  Count,** 
said  Marguerite,  ^respecting  a  tow  you  had  formed  to 
change  your  religion  Y  I  confess  my  recollection  on  the 
subject  is  somewhat  confused.  Have  the  goodness  to 
assist  me,  M.  de  la  Mole.  Did  not  your  conversation 
refer  to  something  of  the  nature  his  Majesty  appears  to 
desiief* 

**  Alas,  yes  !  hut  what  I  said  about  that  was  so  coldly 
received  by  your  Majesty,  that  I  have  not  dared  — " 

''Simply  because  it  in  no  way  concerned  me,''  an- 
swered Maiguerite.  **  But  explain  yourself  to  the  king ; 
explain.'' 

**  What  is  the  vow  you  refer  to  f  **  asked  the  king* 
''Let  ma  hear." 

"Siie,"  sud  La  Mole,  **  when  pursued  by  assassins,  my- 
self unarmed,  and  almost  expiring  with  pain  and  agony  from 
my  wounds,  I  fended  I  beheld  the  spirit  of  my  mother, 
holding  a  eroas  in  her  hands,  and  guiding  me  towards  the 
Louvre.  Then  I  vowed  that  if  my  life  were  preserved 
I  would  adopt  the  religion  of  my  mother,  who  had  been 
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permitted  to  leave  her  giave  to  serve  me  as  a  guide  in 
that  horrible  night.  God  has  condacted  me  hither.  Sire. 
I  find  myself  here  under  the  double  protection  of  a 
daughter  of  France  and  the  King  of  Navarre.  My  life 
has  been  saved  by  a  miracle ;  I  have,  then,  only  to  fulfil 
my  vow,  Sire.     I  am  ready  to  become  a  Catholic" 

Henri  frowned.  Sceptic  as  he  was,  he  could  well 
understand  a  change  of  religion  from  motives  of  intereat, 
but  as  a  matter  of  faith  and  conscience,  it  was  wholly 
beyond  his  comprehension. 

"It  is  all  over!"  thought  Marguerite;  ''the  king 
evidently  will  have  nothing  to  do  with  my  praUgeJ* 

La  Mole  continued  timid  and  embarrassed  between 
the  two  opposing  wills.  He  perceived  too  the  ridiculous 
aspect  of  his  position.  Marguerite's  tact  and  woman's  wit 
came  again  happily  to  his  relief.  ''  Sire,'*  said  she,  **  we 
both  forget  that  the  poor  wounded  gentleman  has  need 
of  repose.  For  myself,  I  am  half-asleep.  See  I  he  is 
growing  pale,  as  though  he  would  faint." 

La  Mole  did  indeed  turn  pale ;  but  it  was  at  Margue- 
rite's last  words,  which  he  had  interpreted  according  to 
his  own  ideas. 

"Well,  Madame,"  answered  Henri,  "nothing  can  be 
easier  than  for  you  and  me  to  retire,  and  leave  M.  de  la 
Mole  to  take  the  repose  he  so  much  needs." 

The  young  man  fixed  a  supplicating  look  on  Maignerite, 
and,  spite  of  the  august  presence  in  which  he  stood,  sank 
upon  a  chair,  overcome  with  fatigue  and  pain.  Maiguerite 
fully  comprehended  all  the  love  in  that  look  and  all  the 
despair  in  that  weakness. 

"  Sire,"  said  she,  "  your  Majesty  is  bound  to  confer  on 
this  young  man,  who  perilled  his  life  for  his  king,  —  since 
it  was  while  coming  hither  to  acquiunt  you  with  the  death 
of  the  admiral  and  T^ligny  that  he  received  his  wounds,  — 
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is  bound,  I  repeat,  to  confer  on  him  an  honor,  lor  vhkh 
be  will  be  ever  gnteliiL* 

**  What  ia  it»  Madame  t"  asked  HeniL  '^ Command  me ; 
I  am  ready.** 

"T IB  to  permit  M.  de  la  Mole  to  wtpoBt  to-ni^ht  at 
the  feet  of  your  Majesty,  vho  will  skep  on  this  cooch. 
With  the  permiasion  of  my  angust  spouse,**  added  Mar- 
gneriie,  smiling,  '*  I  will  summon  Gillonne,  and  reCom  to 
bed ;  for  I  can  aaBore  you  I  am  not  the  least  wearied  of 
US  three.** 

Henri  had  ahrewd  aenae  and  a  quick  perception;  firiends 
and  enemies  subsequently  found  fault  with  him  for  pu6- 
seaaing  too  much  of  both.  He  fully  admitted  that  she 
vho  thua  banished  him  from  the  nuptial  bed  was  well 
justified  in  ao  doing  by  the  indifference  he  had  himself 
manifested  towards  her;  and  then,  too,  she  had  just  re- 
paid tUa  indifference  by  saving  his  life.  He  therefore  did 
not  allow  his  wounded  self-love  to  dictate  his  answer,  but 
replied,  **  It,  Madame,  M.  de  la  Mole  were  capable  of 
coming  to  my  apartments,  I  would  give  him  up  my  own 
bed." 

**  Yes,"  said  Marguerite,  "  but  your  apartments  would 
be  afe  for  neither  of  you  at  this  hour,  and  prudence  directs 
that  your  Majesty  should  remain  here  antU  the  morning." 

Then,  without  awaiting  any  further  reply  from  the 
^iog,  she  summoned  Gillonne,  and  bade  her  prepare  the 
DecesBsry  cushions  for  the  king,  and  to  arrange  a  bed  at 
the  king's  feet  for  M.  de  la  Mole,  who  appeared  so  happy 
and  contented  with  the  honor  done  him  as  almost  to 
forgnt  his  wounds. 

Then  Maiguerite^  with  a  ceremonious  bow  to  the  king, 
psflnd  into  the  adjoining  chamber,  the  doors  of  which 
vere  well  furnished  with  bolts,  and  threw  herself  on 
the  bed. 
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"One  thing  is  certain,**  said  Maiguerite,  mentally, 
'*  that  to-morrow  M.  de  la  Mole  must  have  a  protector  at 
the  Louvre;  and  he  who  to-night  will  see  and  hear 
nothing  may  change  his  mind  to-morrow." 

Then,  calling  Oillonue,  she  said  in  a  whisper, "  Gillonne, 
you  must  contrive  to  bring  my  brother  D'Aleni^n  here 
to-morrow  morning  before  eight  o'clock." 

The  loud  peal  of  the  Louvre  clock  chimed  the  second 
hour  after  midnight.  La  Mole,  after  a  short  parley  with 
the  king  on  political  subjects,  was  left  to  his  own  reflec- 
tions ;  for  Henri  fell  asleep  in  the  midst  of  one  of  his  own 
speeches,  and  snored  as  lustily  as  though  he  had  been 
reposing  on  his  own  leathern  couch  in  B^am.  La  Mole 
would  perhaps  have  slept  like  the  king,  but  Marguerite 
did  not  sleep  ;  she  turned  and  turned  again  upon  her  bed, 
and  that  sound  disturbed  the  ideas  and  the  sleep  of  the 
young  man. 

"  He  is  very  young  and  timid,"  murmured  the  wakeful 
queen  ;  ''  but  his  eyes  are  rich  with  manly  expression, 
and  his  form  is  one  of  nobleness  and  beauty.  But  if  he 
should  not  prove  to  be  brave !  He  fled ;  he  abjures.  It  is 
a  pity ;  the  dream  began  well  —  But  come,  let  us  stop 
thinking  and  commend  ourselves  to  the  triple  god  of  that 
mad  Henrietta"  And  towards  morning  Marguerite  fell 
asleep,  murmuring,  ''  Eros-Cupido-Amor." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

WHAT  WOMAN  WILLS,   GOD  WILIJ9. 

Mabouebite  was  right.  The  n^e  accumulated  in  Cathe- 
rine's heart  hj  that  comedy  whose  plot  she  could  perceive, 
without  being  able  to  change  its  conclusion,  must  be 
discharged  upon  some  one.  Instead,  therefore,  of  retiring 
to  her  own  apartments,  the  queen-mother  proceeded  to 
those  of  her  lady-in-waiting. 

Madame  de  Sauve  was  expecting  two  visits,  —  she 
hoped  for  one  from  Henri ;  she  dreaded  one  from  the 
queen-mother.  Reclining  on  her  bed  only  partially  un- 
dressed, while  Dariole  kept  watch  in  the  antechamber, 
she  heard  a  key  turn  in  the  lock.  Then  slow  steps  ap- 
proached, which  would  have  been  loud  had  not  their 
sound  been  deadened  by  the  thick  carpet.  They  were 
not  the  light  and  eager  steps  of  Henri.  She  surmised 
that  Dariole  had  been  prevented  from  coming  to  warn 
her ;  leaning  on  her  hand,  her  eyes  open,  and  ears  alert, 
she  waited. 

The  curtain  which  covered  the  doorway  was  raised,  and 
Catherine  de  Medicis  appeared.  She  seemed  calm;  but 
Madame  de  Sauve,  accustomed  for  two  years  to  the  study 
of  her  crafty  and  deceitful  nature,  well  knew  what  sinister 
thoughts  and  vengeftil  purposes  might  be  concealed  be- 
neath that  apparent  tranquillity. 

At  sight  of  Catherine,  Madame  de  Sauve  was  about  to 
spring  from  her  bed,  but  Catherine  signed  to  her  to  remain 
where  she  was ;  and  poor  Charlotte  remained  fixed  in  her 
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place,   mustering  all  her  resources  to  &C6  the  silentlj 
gathering  storm. 

''  Did  you  convey  the  key  to  the  King  of  Navarre  1 " 
inquired  Catherine,  in  her  usual  tone  of  voice ;  but  the 
lips  with  which  these  words  were  uttered  became  whiter 
eveiy  moment. 

"  I  didy  Madame,"  answered  Charlotte,  in  a  voice  that 
vainly  sought  to  imitate  the  firm,  assured  manner  of 
Catherine. 

"  And  have  you  seen  him  1 " 

<<  Whom  )  "  asked  Madame  de  Sauve. 

"  The  King  of  Navarre." 

''  No,  Madame ;  but  I  expect  him.  And  when  I  heard 
the  sound  of  a  key  in  the  lock,  I  thought  he  was  coming." 

This  reply,  which  indicated  either  a  blind  confidence  or 
profound  dissimulation  on  the  part  of  Madame  de  Sauve, 
enraged  Catherine  beyond  all  power  of  concealment ;  she 
literally  shook  with  passion,  and  clinching  her  small 
plump  hand,  she  said  with  her  malignant  smile,  **  And  yet 
you  knew  well,  Carlotta,  that  the  King  of  Navarre  would 
not  come  to-night.** 

"1,  Madame,  I  knew  thatl"  cried  Charlotte,  with  a 
well-assumed  accent  of  surprise. 
Yes,  you  knew  it." 

If  he  does  not  come  he  must  be  dead ! "  replied  the 
young  woman,  shuddering  at  the  idea.  What  gave  her 
courage  for  such  dissimulation  was  her  fear  of  some  terri- 
ble vengeance  in  case  her  treason  should  be  discovered. 

''But  did  you  not  write  to  the  king,  my  Carlottaf" 
inquired  Catherine,  with  the  same  cruel  and  unnatuial 
smile. 

''No,  Madame,"  answered  Charlotte,  with  admirable 
naivete,  "I  cannot  recollect  receiving  your  Migesty's 
commands  to  do  so." 
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has  be«fi  p^Szn 

-Wei  lbi=.-'«);  • 

I  lied  if  I  w>i  = 

compai«d  to  CT  dwiri.ia'  ItkTi.'.K.'*' 

"Oh,    U^dsEK.*    nrOM    «~'Mr-"'T^     '-^su   s   >  &s    I 

•oek  not  to  dtsy,  —  ttmst  t£  LI  a  rmc  wa«ii=i.* 

**  It  f>llov^  tbea.  tbat  lae  E^cr  ri  Xdrxat  tt^^  stt 
daughter  to  Toa.  — a  iri»'.  ■naa-n-^^  I  -p^ircan.  hie  21  vhie 
wishes,  aitd  entu&ly  i>:<  wiaa  m  a^'ns:  Tcmu'* 

"  Alaa,  M*^*™* :  **  cm!  C:iLrj:t;:;#.  '•k-v-.-kj-  21B1  m  u^ 
nnt  of  tau^  vhich  dot  flrvv^i  ^.ra.  ii;  jt^irw-i  ■ilii-.k, 
"if  it  be  ao,  I  can  bn  «t  I  tm  Tsrr  a^T-amsa   *■ 

"  It  is  the  bet,"  Mid  Cub^Trns.  ci't^oir  .^  its?!  :f 
Madams  de  SaoT«  with  tbe  nn  frmc  bs  fT-sa.  m  *-i:i  a 
dooblo-bladed  dagger. 

"  Bat  what  Raaon  hm  jmr  Jliifstr  tw  mrr^r  tc  ii3t 
eoDclnnon  I " 

"  Proceed  to  tbe  apaitmcntB  of  tbe  t^aMs  af  SavKR. 
yoa  incredalons  ompletoii !  aad  too  wiH  Esi  t:;ct  kxtr 
there." 

"  Oh  !  "  wd  Madame  de  8aDT«, 

Catherine  shingged  her  sbooldn^  **  An  joa  jnuaat, 
then  1 '  ihe  said. 

**!  jealoiul"  nid  Madame  de  SKi-n,nc^'.]:^^  l^:  ii^-. 
Uling  strength  and  Connie. 
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"  YeSy  you  I  I  have  a  cariosity  to  see  how  a  French- 
woman demonstrates  that  passion." 

''Nay/'  said  Madame  de  Sauve,  ''why  should  year 
Majesty  suppose  I  am  wounded  in  any  other  feeling  than 
my  vanity,  since  all  the  interest  I  feel  in  the  King  of 
Navarre  arises  ftom  my  wish  to  be  of  service  to  your 
Majesty." 

Catherine  looked  at  her  a  moment  with  thoughtful  eyes. 
"You  may  be  speaking  the  truth,"  said  she.  "Am  1, 
then,  to  consider  you  as  wholly  devoted  to  my  service  I " 

"  Command  me,  Madame,  and  you  will  see." 

*'  Well,  then,  Carlotta,  since  you  devote  yourself  to  my 
service,  you  must  (in  my  service,  understand)  affect  the 
utmost  affection  for  the  King  of  Navarre,  and,  above  all, 
a  violent  jealousy,  —  an  Italian  jealousy." 

"  And  in  what  manner,  Madame,  do  the  Italian  women 
evince  their  jealousy  1 " 

"I  will  instruct  you,"  replied  Catherine,  who,  after 
remaining  some  moments  with  bowed  head,  left  the  apart- 
ment slowly  and  noiselessly  as  she  had  entered  it. 

Thankful  to  be  freed  from  the  oppressive  gaze  of  eyes 
that  seemed  to  expand  and  dilate  like  those  of  the  cat  or 
panther,  Charlotte  permitted  her  to  depart  without  at- 
tempting to  utter  a  word  ;  nor  did  she  breathe  freely  till 
Dariole  came  to  tell  her  that  the  terrible  visitant  had 
finally  departed.  She  then  bade  the  waiting-maid  to 
bring  an  armchair  beside  her  bed  and  to  remain  with  her 
through  the  night,  fearing,  as  she  said,  to  be  left  alone. 
Dariole  obeyed ;  but  despite  the  company  of  her  fEuthful 
attendant^  despite  the  bright  light  from  a  lamp  illumined 
by  her  orders,  Madame  de  Sauve  still  heard  the  metallic 
tones  of  Catherine's  voice,  and  did  not  close  her  eyes  in 
sleep  till  the  dawn  of  day. 

Notwithstanding  the  late  hour  at  which  Marguerite's 
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slumbers  had  b^;un,  she  awoke  at  the  fint  sound  of  the 
hnnting-hoTDS  and  dogs,  and  instantly  lising,  dressed  her- 
self in  a  oostame  so  negligS  as  to  indicate  design.  She 
then  sammoned  her  maids,  and  caused  the  ordinary  at- 
tendants of  the  King  of  Navane  to  be  shown  into  an 
antechamber  adjoining  thai  in  which  he  had  passed  the 
night.  Then,  opening  the  door  of  the  chamber  which 
contained  both  Henri  and  La  Mole,  she  cast  an  affection- 
ate glance  on  the  latter,  and  said  to  her  husband,  — 

''  It  is  not  sufficient,  Sire,  to  have  persuaded  my  mother 
that  matters  are  different  from  what  they  seem  ;  you  must 
also  impress  upon  your  whole  court  a  belief  in  the  good 
understanding  existing  between  us.  But  make  yourself 
quite  easy,"  added  she,  laughing,  ''and  remember  my 
words,  rendered  tbe  more  impressive  by  the  circumstances 
under  which  I  utter  them,  —  to-day  is  the  very  last  time 
your  Majesty  will  be  subjected  to  so  severe  a  trial." 

Henri  smiled,  and  desired  that  the  officers  of  his  suite 
should  be  admitted ;  but  at  the  very  moment  of  returning 
their  salntation,  he  feigned  suddenly  to  recollect  having 
left  his  mantle  on  the  queen's  bed,  and  begged  their  excuse 
for  receiving  them  ere  fully  dressed.  Then,  taking  his 
mantle  from  the  hands  of  Marguerite,  who  stood  blushing  by 
lus  side,  he  clasped  it  on  his  shoulder.  Next,  turning  to  bis 
gentlemen,  he  carelessly  inquired  what  was  stirring  abroad. 

Marguerite's  quick  eye  readily  caught  the  expression  of 
astonishment  impressed  on  every  countenance  on  discover- 
ing the  intimacy  between  herself  and  the  King  of  Navarre ; 
and  ere  they  had  recovered  from  it^  an  attendant  entering 
announced  the  arrival  of  the  Due  d'Alen^on,  with  three 
or  fonr  officers  of  his  suite.  To  induce  him  to  come, 
Gillonne  had  needed  only  to  inform  him  that  the  king 
had  passed  the  night  in  the  queen's  apartments ;  and  so 
hurried  was  the  manner  of  Fmn^ ois  in  entering  that  he 
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narrowly  escaped  knocking  against  every  person  he  met 
in  his  way.  His  first  glance  was  directed  to  Henri  ;  his 
next  to  Marguerite.  The  former  replied  to  him  hy  a 
courteous  salutation,  while  the  calm,  composed  features  of 
Marguerite  exhihited  the  utmost  serenity  and  happiness. 
Again  the  sharp  scrutiny  of  the  duke  travelled  round  the 
chamber,  and  he  quickly  observed  the  two  pillows  placed 
at  the  head  of  the  bed,  the  derangement  of  its  tapestried 
coverings,  and  the  king's  plumed  hat  carelessly  thrown  on 
a  chair  beside  it.  At  this  sight  the  color  forsook  his 
cheeks ;  but  quickly  recovering  himself,  he  said,  **  Does 
my  brother  Henri  join  this  morning  with  the  king  in  his 
game  of  tennis  t '' 

"  Does  his  Majesty  do  me  the  honor  to  select  me  as  his 
partner,'*  inquired  Henri,  **  or  is  it  only  a  little  attention 
on  your  own  part,  my  hrothcMU-law  1 " 

**  His  Majesty  has  not  so  said,  certainly,"  replied  the 
duke,  somewhat  embarrassed  ;  '*  but  as  you  play  with  him 
so  habitually,  I  considered  —  " 

Henri  smiled,  for  so  many  and  so  serious  events  had 
occurred  since  he  last  played  with  the  king  that  he  would 
not  have  been  astonished  to  learn  that  the  king  had 
changed  his  habitual  companions  at  the  gameu 

"  I  shall  certainly  join  the  king  in  his  sport,"  said 
Henri,  with  a  smile. 

"  Then  come,"  cried  the  duke. 

"  Are  you  going  away  )  "  inquired  Maiguerita 

**  Yes,  my  sister." 

'*  Are  you  in  great  haste  to  be  gonet " 

**  In  very  great  haste  I " 

'*  Might  I  venture  to  ask  you  to  grant  me  a  fewminutes 
ere  you  depart  1 " 

Such  a  request  from  Marguerite  was  so  rare  that  her 
brother  looked  at  her,  turning  red  and  pale  alternately. 
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"  What  can  ahe  intend  saying  to  him  )  **  thought  Henri, 
taken  as  moch  by  aorprise  as  the  duke  himself. 

Marguerite^  as  if  she  had  divined  her  husband's  thought, 
tamed  towards  him.  "  Monsieur,"  she  said  with  a  charm- 
ing smile,  "  yon  can,  if  you  please,  rejoin  his  Majesty ; 
for  the  secret  I  am  about  to  reveal  to  my  brother  is  already 
kDown  to  you,  since  I  preferred  to  you  yesterday  a  request 
relating  to  that  secret  which  was  almost  refused  by  your 
Majesty.  I  would  not  therefore  annoy  your  Majesty  by 
exprsRsing  in  your  presence  a  wish  that  seems  inconve- 
nient to  you." 

*'What  is  it  all  about  1"  asked  Francois,  looking  at 
them  with  astonishmeut. 

**  Ah,  ah ! "  said  Henri,  blushing  with  spite,  "  I  know 
what  you  wish  to  say,  Madame.  Indeed,  I  regret  that  I 
am  not  more  at  liberty.  But  if  I  cannot  offer  to  M.  de 
la  Mole  a  hospitality  which  would  assure  his  safety,  I  can 
at  least  recommend,  with  you,  to  my  brother  D'Alen^on 
the  person  in  tohom  you  are  interested.  Perhaps  even,"  he 
added,  to  give  more  force  to  the  words  we  have  itali- 
ciied,  ''my  brother  will  devise  some  plan  which  will 
enable  yon  to  keep  M.  de  la  Mole  here  —  near  to  you; 
which  would  be  best  of  all,  would  it  not,  Madame  1 " 

"Come,  oome,"  said  Marguerite  to  herself,  "between 
them  they  will  do  what  neither  of  them  would  do  alone." 
And  she  opened  the  door  of  the  cabinet,  and  beckoned 
forth  the  wounded  man,  saying  to  Henri,  "  It  is  for  your 
Majesty  to  explain  to  my  brother  the  reason  for  our  taking 
an  interest  in  M.  de  la  Mole." 

Henri,  caught  in  the  snare,  briefly  related  to  M.  d'Alen- 
^n  —  half  Protestant  for  the  sake  of  opposition,  as  he 
himself  waa  half  Catholic  from  prudence  —  the  arrival  of 
M.  de  la  Mole  at  Paris,  and  how  the  young  man  had  been 
aererely  wounded  while  bringing  to  him  a  letter  from  M. 

TOU  L  —  18 
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d'Auiiao.  As  the  duke  turned  round  after  listening  to 
this  recitaly  he  perceived  the  hero  of  the  tale  standing  be- 
fore him.  At  the  sight  of  his  pale,  handsome  ooante> 
nance,  rendered  still  more  captivating  by  the  marks  of 
recent  weakness  and  saffeTing,  a  new  feeling  of  anger  and 
distrust  shot  through  his  heart.  Maiguerite  held  him  by 
his  jealousy  and  by  his  vanity  at  once. 

**  Brother/*  said  Maiguerite,  ^'  I  will  engage  for  this 
young  gentleman  that  he  will  render  himself  serviceable 
to  whosoever  may  employ  him.  Should  you  accept  his 
services,  he  will  obtain  a  powerful  protector,  and  you  a 
faithful,  zealous  servitor.  In  such  times  as  the  present, 
Brother,"  continued  she^  "  we  cannot  be  too  well  sur- 
rounded by  devoted  Mends;  more  especially/'  added  she, 
lowering  her  voice  so  as  to  be  heard  only  by  the  duke, 
''when  one  is  ambitious,  and  has  the  misfortune  to  be 
only  third  in  the  succession  to  the  throne."  Then,  plac- 
ing her  finger  significantly  on  her  lip,  she  intimated  to 
D'Alen9on  that  she  had  not  revealed  the  whole  of  her 
views  and  ideas  on  the  subject^  but  had  the  most  impor- 
tant  part  still  buried  within  her  own  breast.  "  Perhaps," 
she  added,  "  you  may  differ  from  Henri  in  considering  it 
not  decorous  or  befitting  that  this  young  gentleman 
should  remain  so  immediately  in  the  vicinity  of  my 
apartments." 

"  Sister,"  replied  Francois,  eagerly, ''  M.  de  la  Mole,  if 
it  be  agreeable  to  him,  shall  in  half  an  hour  be  installed 
in  my  apartments,  wherOi  I  think,  he  can  have  no  cause 
to  fear.     Let  him  love  me,  and  I  will  love  him." 

Francois  lied,  for  already  he  detested  La  Mole  from  the 
bottom  of  h^s  heart 

'' Excellent,"  murmured  Marguerite  to  herself,  as  she 
saw  the  frown  that  hung  over  the  brow  of  the  King  of 
Navarre.     "Ah,  I  see  plainly  enough  that  to  lead  yoo 


i 


WHAT  WOMAN  WILLS,  GOD  WILUL  195 

both  as  I  would  have  yoa  go,  it  is  necessary  to  make  one 
lead  tbe  other."  Then,  completing  her  thought,  " '  Good, 
Maigoerite,'  Henriette  would  say." 

And  in  half  an  hour  after  this,  La  Mole,  having  been 
gmvely  lectured  by  Maiguerite,  kissed  the  hem  of  her 
robe,  and  ascended  to  the  apartments  of  D'Alen9on  with 
a  step  wondrously  light  and  agile  for  one  who  had  been 
so  recently  wounded. 

Two  or  three  days  passed  away,  in  which  the  harmony 
^parently  existing  between  Henri  and  his  wife  appeared 
to  become  still  further  established.  Henri  had  obtained 
penniasion  not  to  make  a  public  renunciation  of  his  reli- 
gion ;  but  he  had  formally  recanted  in  the  presence  of  the 
king's  confessor,  and  every  day  went  openly  to  Mass.  At 
night  he  took  ostensibly  the  way  to  his  wife's  apartments, 
entered  by  the  principal  door,  and  after  remaining  some 
time  in  conversation  with  her,  left  by  the  secret  door,  and 
ascended  to  the  chamber  of  Madame  de  Sauve,  who  had 
daly  informed  him  of  the  visit  of  the  queen-mother,  as 
well  as  of  the  imminent  danger  which  threatened  him. 
Thus  warned  and  protected  on  both  sides,  Henri  redoubled 
his  mistrust  and  his  caution  against  Catherine,  and  with 
greater  vigilance  for  the  reason  that  Catherine  had  begun 
to  smile  upon  him.  One  morning  Henri  saw  on  her  pale 
lipB  an  expression  of  good-will,  and  all  that  day  he  could 
hudly  persuade  himself  to  eat  anything  but  eggs  of  his 
ovn  cooking,  or  to  drink  anything  but  water  which  he  had 
himself  seen  drawn  from  the  river. 

Though  the  massacres  still  continued,  their  extent  and 
violence  were  naturally  lessened,  and  bade  fair  soon  to 
end ;  for  so  great  had  been  the  butchery  of  the  Huguenots 
that  the  supply  began  to  fail,  and  additional  victims  were 
not  easily  found.  The  greater  part  of  those  unfortunate 
people  were  already  sacrificed.     Many  had  found  safety  in 
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flight,  and  others  were  in  concealment.  Occasionally  a 
great  outcry  would  arise  in  some  neighborhood,  when  one 
of  them  was  discovered;  and  the  execution  was  either 
public  or  private,  according  as  the  unhappy  victim  was 
penned  up  in  a  place  without  issue,  or  in  a  place  admitting 
a  possibility  of  flight.  In  the  latter  case  there  was  great 
joy  in  the  quarter  where  the  incident  took  place ;  for  in- 
stead  of  being  quieted  by  the  extinction  of  their  enemies, 
the  Catholics  became  more  and  more  ferocious,  —  the 
smaller  the  remnant  the  more  savagely  they  puisued  that 
remnant. 

Charles  IX.  had  taken  great  pleasure  in  hunting 
down  the  Huguenots,  and  when  he  could  no  longer  con- 
tinue the  chase  himself,  he  took  delight  in  the  noise  of 
others  hunting.  One  day,  returning  from  playing  at  mall, 
which  with  tennis  and  hunting  were  his  favorite  amuse- 
ments, he  went  to  his  mother's  apartments  in  high  spirits, 
followed  by  his  usual  train  of  courtiers. 

"  Mother,"  he  said,  embracing  the  Florentine,  who,  ob- 
serving his  joy,  endeavored  to  detect  its  cause,  —  "  Mother, 
good  news  !  Death  of  all  the  devils  I  Do  you  know  that 
the  illustrious  carcass  of  the  admiral,  which  it  was  said 
was  lost,  has  been  found.** 

"  Ah,  ah  I  '•  said  Catherine. 

"  Oh,  mon  Dieu!  yes.  You  thought  as  I  did,  Mother — 
did  you  not  1  —  that  the  dogs  had  eaten  a  wedding  dinner 
ofl*  him  ;  but  it  was  not  so.  My  people,  my  dear  people, 
my  good  people,  had  a  clever  idea,  and  have  hang  the 
admiral  up  at  the  gibbet  of  Montfaucon. 

"  From  high  to  low  Gaspard  was  thrown, 
And  now  from  low  to  high  has  Aowil" 

**  Well  1 "  said  Catherine. 

<«  Well,  good  mother,"  replied  Charles  IX.,  <'  I  have  a 
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strong  deaire  to  see  him  again,  dear  old  man,  now  that  I 
know  he  is  really  dead  !  It  is  very  fine  weather,  and  the 
flowen  seem  to  smell  veiy  sweet  to-day.  The  air  is  full 
of  life  and  perfome,  and  I  feel  better  than  I  ever  did.  If 
yoa  like,  Mother,  we  will  get  on  horseback,  and  go  to 
Moutlaacon.'* 

**  Willingly,  my  son,"  said  Catherine,  "  if  I  had  not  an 
appointment  that  I  cannot  defer ;  and  besides,  to  pay  a 
visit  to  a  man  of  such  importance  as  the  admiral,  we 
shoold  assemble  the  whole  court.  It  will  be  an  occasion 
for  observers  to  make  very  curious  remarks.  We  shall 
see  who  comes  and  who  stays  away." 

**  Faith !  yoa  are  right.  Mother,  and  it  will  be  better 
to-morrow ;  so  send  out  your  invitations,  and  I  will  send 
mine,  or  rather,  do  not  let  us  invite  any  one.  We  will 
only  say  that  we  are  going,  and  then  all  will  be  free  to 
do  ss  they  please.  Adieu,  Mother  I  I  am  going  to  play 
00  the  bom." 

**  Yoa  will  exhaust  yourself,  Charles,  as  Ambroise  Par^ 
is  always  telling  you ;  and  he  is  right  It  is  too  tiying 
an  exercise  for  you." 

"  Bah  !  bah  !  bah  !  "  said  Charles ;  *'  1  wish  I  was  sure 
nothing  else  would  kill  me ;  I  would  then  bury  everybody 
here,  including  Henriot,  who  will  one  day  succeed  us  all, 
as  Nostradamus  prophesies." 

Catherine  frowned.  ''  My  son,"  she  said,  **  mistrust 
moie  especially  all  things  that  appear  impossible ;  and  in 
the  mean  while  take  care  of  yourself." 

**  Only  two  or  three  blasts  to  rejoice  my  dogs,  who  are 
weaned  to  death  with  doing  nothing,  poor  things!  I 
ought  to  have  let  them  loose  on  the  Huguenots;  that 
would  have  done  them  good ! "  And  Charles  IX.  left  his 
mothei^s  apartments,  went  into  his  armory,  took  down  a 
hom,  and  sounded  it  with  a  vigor  that  would  have  doue 
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honor  to  Boland  himself.  It  was  difficult  to  nndentand 
how  80  weak  a  frame  and  such  pale  lips  could  blow  a 
blast  so  powerful. 

Catherine,  in  truth,  was  awaiting  some  one,  aa  she  had 
told  her  son*  A  minute  after  he  had  left  her,  one  of  her 
women  came  and  spoke  to  her  in  a  low  voice.  The  queen 
smiled,  rose,  and  saluting  the  peiBons  who  formed  her 
courts  followed  the  messenger. 

Ken^  the  Florentine,  he  whom  on  the  eve  of  Saint 
Bartholomew  the  King  of  Navarre  had  accosted  so  diplo- 
matically, entered  the  oratory. 

''  Ah !  is  it  you,  JReii^  ? "  said  Catherine.  **  I  have 
impatiently  awaited  you.'* 

Ren^  boWed. 

'*  Did  you  receive  yesterday  the  little  note  I  wrote  to 
youl" 

"  I  had  that  honor." 

'*  Have  you  renewed,  as  I  desired,  the  trial  of  the  horo- 
scope drawn  by  Ruggieri,  and  which  agrees  so  well  with 
the  prophecy  of  Nostradamus,  which  says  that  all  my 
three  sons  shall  reign  ?  Within  the  last  few  days  affairs 
are  so  changed  that  I  have  thought  it  possible  that  destiny 
had  become  less  threatening.'' 

"  Madame,"  replied  Hen^,  bowing,  "  your  Majesty  is 
well  aware  that  afiGEiirs  can  never  change  destiny ;  on  the 
contrary,  destiny  governs  affairs." 

"You  have  at  any  rate  repeated  the  sacrifioe,  have 
you  not?" 

"  Yes,  Madame/'  replied  Ren4  ;  "  iot  it  is  my  duty  to 
obey  you  in  all  things." 

"Well;  and  the  result  1" 

**  Still  the  same,  Madame." 

**  What,  the  black  lamb  has  again  uttered  three  cries  1  * 

^' Again,  Madame." 
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"Tbe  n^  ot  tfan«  cnal  dntlM  in  mj  bmilT,'  mnr- 

"WW  thenl" 

"  Then,  Madame^  tfaera  wm  to  its  sDtfsfls  that  stiuie« 
dbpUdng  of  tbe  liver,  vhich  Ta  had  alraadj  obaemd 
in  tbe  fint  Iwol' 

"A  ebaoge  of  djms^  atiU — still  —  stiU!^  nsiirtvnl 
Citberine ;  "  Tit  tUa  moat  b«  waktcJ,  Rene,*  ebe  addtti. 

fieoe  shook  hia  boML  **!  haTe  told  jovr  MaJKl;,'* 
U  aid,  "  that  deBtinj  ntlo  all" 

"  U  that  yoor  opinion  I "  aaked  CUbeiineL 

"  Yea,   Madame." 

"  Do  yoa  lemember  Jeanne  d'Albiet's  botoacope  I" 

"Tea,  Madamtt." 

"  Repeat  it,  I  have  quite  faigDtt«n  it 

"  Firet  kamomla,''  said  Reu^  ;  "  wtorierii  rrfurmulala  ; 
Ttgaa  amtplificaben." 

"  Which  nuus,  I  boliere,'  aaid  Catherine,  "  Tkom  iMait 
lilt  iomorrd,  —  and  she  lacked  common  neeeesaries ;  Tiem 
■loft  dU  feared,  — and  va  laughed  at  her ;  7%ot>  tiatt  be 
jnattr  lJut»  tkou  kait  beem  as  a  qiteem,  —  aiwl  ehe  is  dead, 
ud  (l«epa  ia  a  tomb  on  which  we  hare  not  e^'en 
cQjjnTed  her  name." 

"Madame,  yoor  Maj«Btj  doea  not  tnndate  the  mw«  kono- 
nta  ri)!fatly.  The  Queen  of  Narane  lived  honored ;  for 
ill  ber  life  she  anjofed  the  love  of  her  chiMien  and  ths 
npact  of  her  paitMane,  —  napect  and  love  aD  tha  more 
nacete  in  tbat  she  was  poor." 

"  Yes,"  aaid  Catherine,  "  I  paw  over  the  mwk  icnarata  ; 
bat  marierit  re/ormiJitia,  —  how  will  yon  explain  that  1 " 

"  Nothing  more  ea^ :  Tio»  $Aait  diefeartd." 

"Well,  did  ahe  dia  feared  1" 

"So  moch  BO  that  dte  woald  not  lidve  died  bad  not 


;  lidve  died  bad  not  ,^^ 
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your  Majesty  feared  her.  Then,  As  a  queen  thou  shait  he 
greater ;  or,  Thou  shcUt  be  greater  than  tJum  hast  been  as  a 
queen.  This  is  equally  true,  Madame,  for  in  exchange 
for  a  terrestrial  crown,  she  has  doubtless  as  a  queen  and 
martyr  a  celestial  crown;  and,  besides,  who  knows  ^vrhat 
the  future  may  reserve  for  her  posterity  1 " 

Catherine  was  superstitious  to  excess;  she  was  more 
alarmed  at  Rent's  cool  pertinacity  than  at  the  persistence 
of  the  auguries,  and  she  said  suddenly  to  him  without 
any  other  transition  than  the  working  of  her  own 
thoughts,  '^  Are  any  Italian  perfumes  arrived  ? " 

"Yes,  Madame." 

"  Send  me  a  box  full." 

"  Of  which  1  ** 

"  Of  the  last  of  those  —  "  Catherine  stopped. 

''Of  those  the  Queen  of  Navarre  was  so  fond  of?" 
asked  Ren^. 

"  Exactly." 

"  I  need  not  prepare  them,  for  your  Mcgesty  is  now  as 
skilful  in  that  as  I  am." 

"  You  think  so  % "  said  Catherine.  "  The  point  is  that 
they  succeed." 

"Your  Majesty  has  nothing  more  to  say  to  mef" 
asked  the  perfumer. 

"Nothing,"  replied  Catherine,  thoughtfully;  "only  if 
there  is  any  change  in  the  sacrifices,  let  me  know  ii 
Let  us  leave  the  lambs,  and  try  the  hens." 

<'  Alas,  Madame !  I  fear  that  in  changing  the  victim  we 
shall  not  change  the  presages." 

"  Do  as  I  tell  you." 

The  perfumer  bowed  and  left  the  apartment.  Catherine 
mused  for  a  short  time,  then  rose,  and  returning  to  her 
bedchamber,  where  her  women  awaited  her,  announced 
the  pilgrimage  to  Montfaucon  for  the  morrow. 


fcijed  liUB  Ui  aifmi  lm  sjssu:  ^ 
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caie.  The  two  wounds  were  cloeed,  both  that  on  the 
breast  and  that  on  the  shoulder,  and  the  latter  alone 
pained  him.  They  were  both  in  a  £sur  way  of  healing  ; 
Maltre  Ambroise  Par^  covered  them  with  gummed  taf- 
fetas, —  a  remedy  greatly  in  vogue  then,  —  and  promised 
La  Mole  that  if  he  did  not  exert  himself  too  much, 
everything  would  go  welL 

La  Mole  was  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight.  Aside  from  a 
certain  feebleness  caused  by  loss  of  blood,  and  a  slight 
giddiness  owing  to  the  same  cause,  he  found  himself  in  as 
good  condition  as  he  could  expect  to  be.  Besides,  Mar- 
guerite would  be  in  the  cavalcade ;  he  would  see  her.  And 
when  he  thought  of  the  good  done  him  by  a  sight  of 
Gillonne,  he  did  not  doubt  that  the  sight  of  her  mistress 
would  prove  far  more  efficacious.  He  employed  a  part  of 
the  money  he  had  received  when  he  left  his  fiimily  in 
purchasing  a  very  handsome  white  satin  doublet,  and  one 
of  the  richest  embroidered  cloaks  he  could  procure.  He 
also  bought  a  pair  of  boots  of  perfiimed  leather^  worn  at 
that  period.  He  dressed  himself  quickly,  looked  In  his 
glass,  and  found  that  he  was  suitably  attired,  ananged, 
and  perfumed. 

While  he  was  thus  engaged  in  the  Louvre,  another 
scene,  of  a  similar  kind,  was  going  on  at  the  Hdtel  de 
Guise.  A  tall  gentleman,  with  red  hair,  was  examining 
before  a  glass  a  red  mark  which  went  across  his  face  veiy 
disagreeably.  He  colored  and  perfumed  his  mustache,  and 
as  he  did  so,  in  vain  tried  to  conceal  this  scar ;  in  spite 
of  all  the  cosmetics  applied,  it  would  still  appear.  The 
gentleman  put  on  a  magnificent  dress  which  a  tailor  had 
brought  to  his  apartment  without  any  commands  from 
him.  Thns  attired,  scented,  and  armed  from  head  to 
foot,  he  descended  the  staircase,  and  began  to  pat  a 
large  black  hotsoy  whose  beauty  would  have  been  match- 
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less  bat  for  a  small  scar  in  the  flank,  caused  bj  a  swcrd* 
wound. 

Tet»  enchanted  with  bis  boise  aa  be  was  with  bimfylf, 
the  gentleman,  whom,  no  doubt,  our  leaders  hare  recog- 
nized, was  in  the  saddle  a  quarter  of  an  hour  before  the  rest 
of  the  company,  and  made  the  couityaid  of  the  Hdt«l  de 
Guise  resoond  with  the  neighings  of  his  horse,  to  which 
responded,  in  proportion  as  he  obtained  the  mastery,  Mor- 
dii  in  all  tones.     After  a  short  time  the  horde,  completely 
lohdued,  leeognixed  by  his  obedience  and  subjection  the 
control  of  the  cavalier;  but  the  irictory  had  not  been  ob- 
tained withont  noise,  and  this  noise  (perhaps  our  gentle- 
man hsd  coonted  on  it)  had  drawn  to  the  windows  a  lady 
whom  the  cavalier  sainted  respectfully,  and  who  smiled  at 
him  in  the  moat  agreeable  manner.    Taming  then  towards 
her  first  gentleman,  "M.  d'Aiguxon,**  she  said,  ^let  us 
set  out  for  the  Louvre ;  and  keep  an  eye,  I  beg,  on  the 
Comte  Annibal  de  Coconnas,  for  he  is  wounded,  and  con- 
sequently still  weak.     I  would  not  for  all  the  world  any 
secident  should  happen  to  him.     That  would  make  the 
Haguenota  laugh,  for  they  owe  him  a  spite  since  the 
blessed  night  of  Saint  Bartholomew."    And  Madame  de 
Nevers,  mounting  her  horse,  went  joyfully  towards  the 
LouTTe,  which  was  the  general  rendezvous. 
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CHAPTER  XVI. 

THB  BODY  OF  A  DEAD  ENEMY  ALWAYS  SMELLS  SWEET. 

It  was  two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon  when  a  file  of  cava- 
liers,  glittering  with  gold,  jewels,  and  shining  garments^ 
appeared  in  the  Eue  St.  Denis. 

Nothing  can  be  imagined  more  splendid  than  this  spec- 
tacle. The  rich  and  elegant  silk  dresses,  bequeathed  as  a 
splendid  fashion  by  Fran9ois  I.  to  his  successors,  had  not 
yet  been  changed  into  those  formal  and  sombre  vestments 
which  came  into  fashion  under  Henri  III.;  so  that  the 
costume  of  Charles  IX.,  less  rich,  but  perhaps  more  elegant 
than  those  of  preceding  reigns,  was  brilliant  in  its  perfect 
harmony.  In  our  days  an  approach  to  the  splendors  of 
such  a  cortige  is  no  longer  possible ;  for  we  are  reduced  to 
depend,  for  magnificence  in  parade,  on  symmetry  and  uni- 
formity.  Pages,  esquires,  gentlemen  of  low  degree,  dog^ 
and  horses,  on  the  flanks  and  in  the  rear,  transformed  the 
royal  coriige  into  an  army.  Behind  this  army  came  the 
people,  or  rather,  the  people  were  everywhere. 

That  morning,  in  presence  of  Catherine  and  the  Due  de 
Guise,  Charles  had,  as  a  perfectly  natural  thing,  spoken 
before  Henri  de  Navarre  of  going  to  visit  the  gibbet  of 
Montfaucon,  or  rather,  the  mutilated  corpse  of  the  admiral, 
which  had  been  suspended  to  it.  Henri's  first  impulse  had 
been  to  decline  to  accompany  them ;  this  Catherine  had 
expected.  At  the  first  words  he  said,  expressing  his  re- 
pugnance, she  exchanged  a  glance  and  smile  with  the  Due 
de  Guise.     Henri  surprised  both,  and  undeistood  them ; 
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tLen  suddenly  rhanging  bk  nund,  lie  said,  **Bat  whj 
should  I  not  go  1  I  am  a  Gatholic»  and  am  bound  to  mj 
new  religion."  Then,  addressing  the  king,  ''Your  Majesty 
nay  reckon  on  me,"  he  said ;  ^  and  I  shall  be  always 
happy  to  accompany  yoa  wheresoever  you  may  go ;  "  and 
he  threw  a  sweeping  glance  around,  to  see  whose  brows 
might  be  Owning. 

Perhaps  of  all  this  cortege,  the  person  who  was  looked 
at  with  the  greatest  curiosity  was  this  son  without  a 
mother,  this  king  without  a  kingdom,  this  Huguenot 
turned  Catholic  His  long  and  marked  countenance,  his 
somewhat  vulgar  figure,  his  &miliarity  with  his  inferiors, 
which  he  carried  to  a  degree  almost  derogatory  to  a  king, 
— a  familiarity  acquired  by  the  mountaineer  habits  of  his 
youth,  and  which  he  preserved  till  his  death,  —  marked 
him  out  to  the  spectators,  some  of  whom  cried,  "  To  Mass, 
Henriot  t  to  Mass  I  *' 

To  which  Henri  replied,  "  I  attended  it  yesterday,  to- 
day, and  I  shall  attend  it  again  to-morrow.  Ventre-saitU' 
griif  surely  that  is  sufficient" 

Marguerite  was  on  horseback,  —  so  lovely,  so  fresh,  so 
elegant^  that  around  her  there  was  a  concert  of  admiring 
exclamationsy  some  of  which,  it  must  be  admitted,  were 
addressed  to  her  companion,  the  Duchesse  de  Neven^ 
whose  white  horse,  as  if  proud  of  the  weight  he  carrie<lf 
shook  his  head  in  a  furious  manner. 

''Well,  Duchess  I  **  said  the  Queen  of  Navarre,  "  what 
news  I" 

**  Why,  Madame,''  replied  the  duchess,  aloud,  **  I  know 
of  none."  Then  in  a  lower  tone,  **  And  what  has  become 
of  the  Huguenot  1  * 

''I  have  found  him  a  xeiieai  almost  safe,**  nrpli^d  Mar- 
gueriteL  ''And  Uie  wholesale  murderer,  what  hare  y«>a 
duDs  with  himl" 
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*'  He  wished  to  be  present,  and  so  we  mounted  him  on 
M.  de  Nevers's  war-horse,  a  creature  as  big  as  an  elephant. 
He  is  a  terrible  cavalier.  I  allowed  him  to  be  present 
to-day,  as  I  reflected  that  your  Huguenot  would  be  pra- 
dent  enough  to  keep  his  chamber,  and  that  there  was  no 
fear  of  their  meeting." 

"  Oh,  upon  my  word ! "  replied  Marguerite,  smiling, 
"  if  he  were  here,  and  he  is  not,  I  do  not  think  a  rencon- 
tre would  ensue.  My  Huguenot  is  remarkably  handsome, 
but  nothing  more^  — ^  a  dove,  and  not  a  hawk ;  he  coos,  bat 
does  not  bite.  After  all,"  she  added,  with  a  gesture  im- 
possible to  describe,  and  shrugging  her  shoulders  slightly, 
—  "after  all,  perhaps  we  have  thought  him  a  Huguenot, 
whUe  he  is  only  a  Brahmin,  and  his  religion  forbids 
him  to  shed  blood." 

"But  where,  then,  is  the  Due  d'Alen^onl"  inquired 
Henriette  ;  '^  I  do  not  see  him." 

"He  will  come.  He  had  trouble  with  his  eyes  this 
morning  and  was  unwilling  to  come;  but  as  it  is  well 
known  that  for  the  sake  of  not  being  of  the  same  opinion 
with  his  brother  Charles  and  his  brother  Henri,  he  leans 
towards  the  Huguenots,  he  was  made  to  understand  that 
his  absence  might  be  construed  by  the  king  to  his  disad- 
vantage, and  that  decided  him.  But  see,  they  are  looking ; 
they  shout  down  there.  It  is  he,  doubtless,  passing  the 
Porte  Montmartre." 

"Yes;  it  is  he,  and  he  seems  in  good  spirits  to^lay," 
said  Henriette ;  "  he  is  in  love,  perchance.  And  see  how 
nice  it  is  to  be  a  prince  of  the  blood;  he  gallops  over 
everybody,  and  everybody  draws  on  one  side." 

"Yes,"  said  Marguerite,  laughing,  "he  will  ride  over 
us.  But  draw  your  attendants  on  one  side.  Duchess,  for 
here  comes  one  who  will  be  killed  if  he  does  not  give 
way." 
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*'  He  is  very  handsome/'  added  the  Duchesse  de  NeyeiSy 
with  commiseration. 

Just  at  this  moment  the  Due  d'Alen^on  reached  his 
place  behind  the  king  and  the  queen-mother,  so  that  his 
suite,  in  following  him,  were  obliged  to  pass  before  Mar- 
guerite and  the  Duchesse  de  j^evers.  La  Mole,  as  he 
passed,  raised  his  hat,  saluted  the  queen,  and,  bowing  to 
his  horse's  neck,  remained  uncovered  until  her  Majestj 
should  honor  him  with  a  look.  But  Marguerite  turned 
her  head  aside  disdainfully.  La  Mole  no  doubt  compre- 
hended the  contemptuous  expression  of  the  queen's  fea- 
tures ;  already  pale,  he  became  livid,  and  that  he  might  not 
fall  from  his  horse,  was  compelled  to  hold  on  by  the  mane. 

"  Ah,  ah  !  "  said  Henriette  to  the  queen  ;  **  look,  cruel 
that  you  are !     He  is  going  to  faint." 

"  Good,"  said  the  queen,  with  a  smile  of  disdain  ;  "  it 
only  needs  that.     Where  are  your  salts  1" 

Madame  de  Xevers  was  mistaken.  La  Mole,  with  an 
efiort,  recovered  himself,  and  sitting  erect  on  his  hone, 
took  his  place  in  the  Due  d'Alen9on'8  suite. 

As  they  went  forward  they  at  length  saw  the  fearful 
outline  of  the  gibbet,  erected  and  first  used  by  Elnguer- 
rand  de  Marigny.  Never  had  it  been  so  conspicuously 
adorned  as  at  that  tim&  The  guards  advanced  and 
formed  a  large  ring  around  the  spot  ]  at  their  approach  ^ 
the  crows  perched  on  the  gibbet  flew  away,  croaking  and 
angry. 

The  crowd  advanced ;  the  king  and  Catherine  arrived 
first,  then  the  Due  d'Anjou,  the  Due  d'Alen9on,  the  King 
of  Navarre,  M.  de  Guise,  and  their  followers ;  then  Ma- 
dame Marguerite,  the  Duchesse  de  Nevers,  and  all  the 
women  who  composed  what  was  called  the  queen's  flying 
squadron ;  then  the  pages,  esquires,  attendants,  and  peo- 
ple, —  in  all,  ten  thousand  persons. 
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To  the  principal  gilibet  was  anspended  a  misshapea 
■BUS,  stained  with  coagulated  blood  and  with  mud  whit- 
ened bj  lajen  of  duat.  The  corpse  was  headlees,  and 
th^j  bad  hnng  it  np  by  the  1^8.  The  people,  ingeniona 
t9  they  always  are,  had  replaced  the  head  with  a  bnnch  of 
itiaw,  on  which  they  bad  pot  a  mask ;  and  in  the  month 
of  tfait  mask  some  wag,  knowing  the  admiral's  habit,  had 
introdnced  a  toothpick. 

It  was  a  aight  at  once  strange  and  appalling,  as  all  these 
elegant  lords  and  handsome  ladies  defiled  in  the  midst  of 
those  blackened  cansasses  and  those  gibbets  with  their 
long  lleshlesa  anna.  Many  could  scarcely  support  this  hor- 
rible spectacle ;  and  by  his  paleness  might  be  distingnished, 
in  the  centre  of  rallied  Huguenots,  Henri,  who,  however 
pTcat  his  control  over  himself^  and  hia  power  of  dissimula- 
tion, could  not  bear  it  any  longer.  He  made  as  his  excuse 
tbe  abong  amell  which  emanated  from  tboee  human  re- 
mains, and  going  towards  Cliarlea,  who,  with  Catherine,  had 
■topped  in  front  of  the  admiral's  dead  body,  he  said,  "Siie, 
does  not  your  Htyeaty  find  this  poor  carcass  smelling  so 
(trongly  that  it  ia  impossible  to  remain  near  it  any  longer  t " 
"  Do  you  find  it  so,  Henriat ! "  inquired  the  king,  his 
eyes  spaiUing  with  ferocioua  joy. 
"  Tee,  Sire." 

*  Well,  then,  I  am  not  of  your  opinion ;  the  body  of  a 
dad  enemy  always  smells  sweet" 

"Faith,  Sire,"  said  Tarannee,  "since  your  Miyeaty 
knew  that  we  were  to  make  a  little  visit  to  Monsieur  the 
Adminl,  you  should  have  invited  Pierre  Sonsard,  your 
master  of  poetry ;  be  would  have  composed  off-band  an 
epitaph  for  old  Gaspard." 

"  There  is  no  need  of  him  for  that,"  said  Chariea  IX., 
"  and  we  will  even  do  it  ourselves.  For  example^  listen, 
gantlemen,"  said  he,  after  refiecting  a  moment :  — 
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"  Here  lies,  —  but  that  is  not  quite  true ; 
Of  him  that  word  in  not  well  said,  — 
Here  is  the  admiral  in  view. 
Hang  by  the  feet  for  want  of  head." 

**  Biavo  !  biavo  ! "  cried  the  Catholic  geuUemen,  witb 
one  voice,  while  the  Huguenots  bent  their  brows  in  silence. 
As  to  Henri,  he  was  talking  with  Maiguerite,  and  pretended 
not  to  have  heard. 

"  Gomel  come.  Sire  I "  said  Catherine,  who,  in  spite  of 
the  perfume  with  which  she  was  covered,  began  to  be 
incommoded  with  the  putrid  odor.  "Come,  however 
agreeable  company  may  be,  it  must  be  left  at  last ;  let  us 
therefore  bid  adieu  to  the  admiral  and  return  to  Paris." 

She  made  with  her  head  an  ironical  gesture,  in  imitation 
of  a  leave-taking  from  a  friend,  and  going  to  the  front  of 
the  columns,  regained  the  road,  while  the  cortege  defiled 
before  the  corpse  of  Coligny.  The  sun  was  fast  sinking 
in  the  horizon.  The  crowd  followed  so  rapidly  that  in  ten 
minutes  after  the  departure  of  the  king  there  was  no  one 
near  the  mutilated  corpse  of  the  admiral,  which  was  now 
blown  upon  by  the  first  breezes  of  the  evening. 

When  we  say  no  one,  we  mistake.  A  gentleman  mounted 
on  a  black  horse,  and  who,  doubtless,  could  not  contem- 
plate  at  his  ease  the  misshapen  and  mutilated  trunk  when 
it  was  honored  by  the  presence  of  princes,  had  remained 
behind,  and  was  examining  in  all  their  details  the  bolts, 
stone  pillars,  and  chains  of  the  gibbet,  which  no  doubt  ap- 
peared to  him  (but  lately  arrived  in  Paris,  and  ignorant  of 
the  perfection  to  which  things  could  be  brought  in  the 
capital)  the  paragon  of  all  that  man  could  invent  in  the 
way  of  horrible  ugliness. 

We  need  hardly  inform  our  readers  that  this  man  was 
our  friend  Coconnas. 

The  eye  of  a  woman  had  in  vain  sought  him  in  the 
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niiki,  —  and  not  ben  alone.  A  gentlentan  noticeable  for 
bit  white  ntin  doublet  uid  flowiog  plame,  sfter  haTing 
looked  arotind  bim  on  *n  aidea,  tbongbt  of  looking  behind, 
and  at  length  caught  dght  <rf  the  tall  fignn  of  Cocodum 
and  the  Taat  outline  of  bia  bone,  in  strong  profile  a^nst 
the  (ky  reddened  bj  the  hat  a.j*  of  the  artdng  mn. 
Then  the  gentleman  in  the  white  aatin  doublet  left  the 
conite  which  ^e  main  bodj  waa  t»H"gi  and  taming  to 
the  right  and  deaeribing  a  aemicircle,  ntarned  towards  the 
gibbet  Almost  at  the  same  moment  tbe  woman  whom 
*e  haTS  neogni»d  aa  the  Dnchesae  de  Neven,  ^praacbed 
Hugnerite  and  laid  to  ber,  "  We  were  both  deceived,  Har- 
goerite,  for  tbe  Piedmonteae  baa  remained  behind,  and 
U.  de  la  Mole  has  gone  to  bim." 

" Mvrdi l"  replied  Maigoerite,  laaghin^  "then  aom»- 
thing  ia  going  to  happen.  Faith  I  I  confess  I  ehall  not 
be  aorrj  to  have  occasion  to  change  mj  opinion  of  him." 

If  argnerite  then  toined  round,  and  «a  v  La  Mole  execute 
tbe  mantBune  we  hare  described.  The  two  princessea 
left  the  main  body  at  the  first  (arorahle  occasion,  and 
tinned  down  a  path,  bordered  on  both  sides  by  hedges, 
which  led  back  to  within  thirty  paces  of  the  gibbet.  Ma- 
dame de  Nevera  said  a  word  in  her  captain's  ear,  Ma^ 
gnerite  made  a  sign  to  Gillonne ;  and  the  four  persona 
went  by  tbe  cioes-road  to  ensconce  themselTes  behind  tbe 
buahes  nearest  to  the  spot  in  which  the  event  waa  to  oc- 
cur which  they  desired  to  witness.  Marguerite  alighted,  aa 
did  Madame  de  Nevera  and  Gillonne  ;  tbe  captain  in  his 
turn  dismounted  and  took  cliarge  of  the  four  horses.  A 
■pace  in  the  hedge  allowed  the  three  women  to  see  all  that 
occnired. 

Ia  Mole  bad  reached  Goconnas,  and  stretching  out  his 
band,  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder.  Tbe  Piedmonteae 
tamed  nnind. 


212  HABGUSRITB  DB  VALOB. 

"  Oh  ! "  Mud  he,  **  then  it  was  not  a  dream  !  Ton  axe 
stiU  alive ! " 

**  Tea,  Monaietir/'  replied  La  Mole ;  "  yea,  I  am  atill 
alive.    It  is  no  fiiult  of  yours,  but  I  am  still  alive.*' 

*'J£ord%/  I  know  you  again  well  enoughp"  replied 
Coconnas,  **  in  spite  of  your  pale  face.  Ton  were  redder 
than  that  the  last  time  we  met ! " 

"  And  I,"  said  La  Mole,  *'  I  also  lecogniae  yon,  in  spite 
of  that  yellow  line  aeross  yont  &ce.  Ton  were  paler  than 
that  when  I  made  that  marie  for  you  1  ** 

Coconnas  bit  his  lips ;  but  resolved  on  continuing  the 
conversation  in  a  tone  of  irony,  he  said,  "  It  is  curious,  is 
it  not,  M.  de  la  Mole,  particularly  for  a  Huguenot^  to  be 
able  to  look  at  the  admiral  suspended  from  an  iron  hook  I 
And  yet  they  say  that  we  are  guilty  of  killing  even  the 
small  Huguenots  who  were  sucking  at  the  breast" 

**  Gounti"  said  La  Mole,  bowing,  "  I  am  no  longer  a 
Huguenot ;  I  have  the  happiness  to  be  a  Catholic  I " 

**  Bah  I  "  exclaimed  Coconnas,  bursting  into  loud  laugh- 
ter ;  *'  yon  are  a  convert,  eh.  Monsieur  1  Well,  that 's  well 
managed  l** 

**  Monsieur,*'  replied  La  Mole,  with  the  same  seriousness 
and  the  same  politeness,  "  I  made  a  vow  to  become  a 
convert  if  I  escaped  the  massacre." 

**  Connti"  said  the  Piedmontese,  '*  that  was  a  very  pru- 
dent vow,  and  I  beg  to  congratulate  you.  Made  yon  no 
othe»r* 

**  Tes,"  answered  La  Mole,  "  I  made  a  second."  And 
as  he  said  so  he  quietly  patted  his  horse. 

''And  what  might  that  bef  inquired  Coconnas. 

''  To  hang  you  up  there  by  that  small  nail  which  seems 
to  await  you  beneath  M.  de  Coligny." 

''  What!  as  I  am  now,''  asked  Coconnas,  -^ '' alive  and 
merry  t " 
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''No^  MoDnem;  but  after  having  passed  my  swoid 
tiuDOgfa  your  body  I " 

GooonnaB  became  porpley  and  his  eyes  darted  flames. 
**  Do  yoQ  mean  it  t "  he  asked,  jeeringly,  —  ''to  that  nail  1  '* 
<*  Tea,"  replied  La  Mole,  "  to  that  nail/' 
**  Yon  are  not  tall  enough  to  do  it,  my  little  man  1 " 

**  Then  1 11  get  on  your  horse,  my  great  manslayer/'  re- 
plied La  Mole.  ^  Ah,  yon  beUeye,  my  dear  M.  Aunibal  de 
Cooonnasy  that  one  may  with  impunity  assassinate  people 
under  the  loyal  and  honorable  cover  of  a  hundred  to  one, 
Ibnooth  1  But  the  day  comes  when  a  man  finds  his  man, 
and  I  believe  that  day  has  come  now.  I  should  very  well 
like  to  send  a  bullet  through  your  ugly  head ;  but,  bah  1 
1  might  miss  you,  for  my  hand  is  still  trembling  from  the 
tiaitoroua  wounds  you  inflicted  upon  me." 

^  My  n^y  head !  "  shouted  CoGonnas,  dismounting 
hastily.  *'  Down  —  down  from  your  horse,  Monsieur  the 
Count,  and  draw  1 "    Aud  he  drew  his  sword. 

"  I  believe  that  your  Huguenot  said  '  ugly  head, ' "  the 
Duchesse  de  Nevers  whispered  to  Maiguerite.  ''  Do  you 
thiok  him  ugly  f " 

"  Ue  is  charming  1 "  said  Marguerite ;  "  and  I  am  obliged 
to  say  that  anger  makes  M.  de  la  Mole  unjust.  But  hush ! 
look!" 

La  Mole  alighted  as  calmly  as  Gooonnas  had  pre- 
cipitately; he  took  off  his  cherry-colored  cloak,  laid  it 
leisurely  on  the  ground,  drew  his  sword,  and  put  himself 
on  guard. 

**  Ah  ! "  he  said,  as  he  stretched  out  his  arm. 

''OhI"  muttered  Coconnas,  as  he  did  the  same;  for 
both,  as  it  will  be  remembered|  had  been  wounded  in  the 
shoulder. 

A  burst  of  laughter,  ill-repressed,  came  from  the  clump 
of  bushes.    The  two  princesses  had  suddenly  found  it 
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impossible  to  re&ain  firum  breaking  out  when  they  saw 
the  two  champions  rubbing  their  shoulders  and  making 
grimaces.  That  burst  of  laughter  reached  the  ears  of  the 
two  gentlemen,  who  were  ignorant  that  they  bad  wit- 
nesses, and  whOj  on  turning  round,  beheld  their  ladies. 
La  Mole  resumed  his  guard  as  firm  as  an  automaton,  and 
Coconnas  crossed  his  blade  with  an  emphatic  Mardi! 

'*  Ah,  then !  now  they  will  murder  each  other  in 
real  earnest^  if  we  do  not  interfere.  There  has  been 
enough  of  this.  HoUoa,  gentlemen !  —  holloa ! "  ciied 
Marguerite. 

"  Let  them  be ;  let  them  be ! "  said  Hendette,  who, 
having  seen  Coconnas  fight,  hoped  in  her  heart  that  he 
would  make  as  short  work  with  La  Mole  as  he  had  done 
with  the  two  nephews  and  the  son  of  Mercandon. 

'*  Oh,  they  are  really  beautiful  so ! "  exclaimed  Mar- 
guerite.    "  Look  !  they  seem  to  breathe  fire !  " 

The  combat,  begun  with  railleries  and  mutual  proToca- 
tions,  became  silent  as  soon  as  the  champions  had  crossed 
their  swords.  Both  distrusted  their  strength,  and  each, 
at  every  quick  pass,  was  compelled  to  restrain  an  expresr 
sion  of  pain  occasioned  by  his  old  wounds.  With  his 
eyes  fixed  and  burning,  his  mouth  half  open,  and  his 
teeth  set,  La  Mole  advanced  with  short  and  firm  steps 
towards  his  adversary,  who,  seeing  in  him  a  most  skilful 
swordsman,  retreated  step  by  step.  They  both  thus 
reached  the  edge  of  the  ditch,  on  the  other  side  of  which 
were  the  spectators  ;  then,  as  if  his  retreat  had  been  only 
a  simple  stratagem  to  draw  nearer  to  his  lady,  Coconnas 
took  his  stand,  and  on  a  motion  of  his  blade  a  little  too 
wide  by  his  adversary,  with  the  quickness  of  lightning 
made  a  direct  thrust,  and  in  a  moment  the  white  satm 
doublet  of  La  Mole  was  stained  with  a  spot  of  Uood 
which  kept  growing  larger. 
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**  Coonge ! "  cried  the  dachess. 

''Ah,  poor  La  Mole!"  exclaimed  Maigoerifte,  with  a 
cry  of  distreas. 

La  Mole  heard  thia  cry,  darted  at  the  qaeen  one  of 
those  looks  which  penetrate  the  heart  even  deeper  than 
the  sword's  point,  and  taking  advantage  of  a  false  parade, 
tliiost  vigorously  at  his  adversary.  This  time  the  two 
women  attered  two  cries  which  seemed  like  one.  The 
|>oiiit  of  La  Mole's  rapier  had  appeared,  all  covered  with 
hlood,  hehind  Coconnas's  hack. 

Tet  neither  fell.  Both  remained  erect,  looking  at  each 
other  with  open  month,  and  feeling  that  on  the  slightest 
movement  they  mnst  lose  their  balance.  At  last  the 
Piedmontese,  more  dangerously  wounded  than  his  adver- 
i^ary,  and  feeling  his  senses  fonaking  him  with  his  blood, 
fell  on  La  Mole,  grasping  him  with  one  hand,  while  with 
the  other  he  endeavored  to  unsheathe  his  poniard.  La 
Mole,  on  his  part,  roused  all  his  strength,  raised  his  hand, 
sad  let  &11  the  pommel  of  his  sword  on  Coconnas's  fore- 
head, who,  stupefied  by  the  blow,  fell,  but  in  his  fiill 
drew  down  his  adversary  with  him,  and  both  rolled  into 
the  ditch. 

Then  Maiguerite  and  the  Duchesse  de  Nevers,  seeing 
that,  dying  as  they  were,  they  were  still  struggling  to 
destroy  each  other,  hastened  towards  them,  followed  by 
the  captain  of  the  guards ;  but  before  they  could  reach 
them,  their  hands  unloosened  their  mutual  dutch,  their 
eyes  closed,  and  the  combatants,  letting  go  their  grasp  of 
their  weapons,  stiffened  as  in  their  final  agony.  A  large 
stream  of  blood  flowed  from  each. 

"  Oh,  brave,  brave  La  Mole ! "  cried  Marguerite,  un- 
able any  longer  to  repress  her  admiration.  **  Ah  !  pardon 
me  a  thousand  times  for  having  a  moment  doubted  your 
eoarage!**    And  her  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
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''Alas!  alas!*'  muimiued  the  duchess,  ''gallant  An- 
nibal!  Did  you  ever  see  two  more  intrepid  heroes, 
Madame  t"    And  she  sobbed  aloud. 

^'Indeed,  they  were  u^y  throsts,**  said  the  eaptaio, 
endeaYoiing  to  stanch  the  streams  of  blood.  "  Holloa, 
you,  there !  come  here  as  quickly  as  yon  can  1  here,  I 
say  —  "  He  addressed  a  man  who,  seated  on  a  kind  of 
tumbril,  or  cart,  painted  red,  was  singing  a  snatch  of  an 
old  song.  "  HoUoa  1 "  repeated  the  captain.  ''  Conte, 
then,  when  you  are  called  1  Do  you  not  see  that  these 
gentlemen  need  help!" 

The  carter,  whoee  repulsive  exterior  formed  a  singular 
oontrsst  with  the  sweet  and  sylvan  song  he  was  singing 
stopped  his  horse,  came  towards  the  two  bodies^  and  look- 
ing at  them,  said, "  These  be  terrible  wounds,  sure  enough, 
but  I  have  made  worse  in  my  time," 

''Who,  then,  are  yout"  inquired  Mai^guerite,  feeling 
in  spite  of  herself  a  certain  vague  terror  which  she  could 
not  overcome. 

*^  Madame,"  replied  the  man,  bowing  down  to  the 
ground, "  I  am  Maitre  Gaboche,  headsman  to  the  piovostry 
of  Paris,  and  I  have  come  to  hang  up  at  the  gibbet  some 
companions  for  Monsieur  the  Admiral." 

"  Well !  and  I  am  the  Queen  of  Navarre,"  replied  Mar- 
guerite ;  ''  cast  your  corpses  down  there,  spread  in  your 
cart  the  housings  of  our  horses,  and  bring  these  two 
gentlemen  softly  behind  us  to  the  Louvre." 
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CHAPTEE  XVJL 

THE  SITAL   OF  MAflBE  AMBBOIBE  TAB±. 

The  tmnbnl,  in  which  ware  La  Muk  and  Coeoimafi,  took 
the  road  to  the  Lonvxe,  foUowmg  at  ft  dwtBiwR  the  groiq) 
that  nrved  as  a  guide.  It  stopped  at  the  LonvK,  aud  the 
dxiTer  ma  amply  lewarded.  The  wounded  men  were 
emiBd  to  the  Due  d'Alen^ou's  lodgiiigSy  aud  Maitre 
Ambroiae  Pave  aeut  for.  When  he  arrived,  thej  were 
bc»th  inaeofidble.  La  Id  ule  was  the  least  hurt  of'  the  two. 
The  award  had  pieroed  him  helow  the  right  armpit,  but 
vithout  touehing  onj  rital  part  Afi  fur  Coconiiii£,  he 
WM  ran  through  the  Innga,  and  the  air  tliat  escaped  from 
liu  wound  made  the  flame  of  a  candle  wuver.  Aiuhruiae 
Pare  wofuld  not  anawer  for  his  lecoverj. 

Wadamft  de  Nevers  waa  in  despair.  She  it  wb£  who, 
nljing  on  Goeonnas'e  courage  and  wkill,  had  prevented 
l£azgnente  from  interposing.  She  would  have  been  glad 
to  have  Coooonaa  carried  to  the  Hotel  de  Guise,  so  that 
the  might  on  this  aecond  oocasion  rejieat  the  care  she  had 
bestowed  on  him  before ;  but  her  husband  might  at  auj 
Bomeot  arrive  from  Home,  and  would  not  understaud, 
perhaps,  the  instaDation  of  an  intruder  in  the  coDJugal 
abode. 

la  order  to  oonoeal  the  cause  of  their  wounds,  Margue- 
nte,  IB  having  the  young  men  tmnsported  to  her  brother's 
aptitBMEiiti,  where  ooe  of  them  was  already  installed,  aaid 
tbej  woe  two  gentlemen  who  had  been  thrown  from  their 
hoisei ;  but  the  leal  atory  became  known,  in  consequence 
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of  the  admiration  of  the  captain  who  had  wituesaed  the 
duel,  and  who  related  all  the  particulars;  and  our  two 
heroes  had  soon  a  brilliant  reputation  at  court. 

Attended  by  the  same  surgeon,  they  both  passed  througli 
the  different  stages  of  convalescence  arising  from  the  nature 
of  their  wounds.  La  Mole  was  the  first  who  came  to  him- 
self. As  for  Coconnas,  he  was  in  a  high  fever,  and  his 
return  to  life  was  marked  by  all  the  signs  of  delirium. 

Although  in  the  same  room  as  Coconnas,  La  Mole  had 
not  perceived  his  companion,  or  at  least  had  given  no 
indication  of  having  done  so.  Coconnas,  on  the  contrary, 
when  he  opened  his  eyes,  fixed  them  on  La  Mole  with  an 
expression  that  proved  that  the  blood  he  had  lost  had  not 
modified  the  passions  of  his  fiery  temperament 

Goconnas  thought  he  was  dreaming,  and  that  in  this 
dream  he  saw  again  the  enemy  he  imagined  he  had  twice 
slain ;  only  this  dream  was  prolonged  beyond  measure. 
After  having  observed  La  Mole  laid,  like  himself^  ou  a 
couch,  and  his  wounds  dressed  by  the  surgeon,  he  saw 
him  rise  up  in  bed,  while  he  himself  was  still  too  weak 
to  move,  then  get  out  of  bed,  then  walk,  first  leaning 
on  the  surgeon's  arm,  and  then  on  a  cane,  and  in  the 
end,  without  assistance.  Goconnas,  still  delirious,  viewed 
these  different  stages  of  his  companion's  recovery  with 
eyes  sometimes  fixed,  at  others  wandering,  but  always 
threatening. 

All  this  offered  to  the  fevered  mind  of  the  Piedmonteae 
a  frightful  mixture  of  fancy  and  reality.  To  him  La 
Mole  was  dead,  —  dead  indeed ;  dead  twice  rather  than 
once.  And  yet  he  found  the  shade  of  that  La  Mole  lying 
on  a  bed  like  his  own;  then,  as  we  have  said,  he  saw 
that  shade  rise,  then  walk,  and  —  fearful  sight  —  walk 
towards  his  bed!  That  shade,  from  which  Goconnas 
would  have  been  glad  to  flee,  even  to  the  depths  of  hell, 
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Coconnas ;  and  although  La  Mole  did  not  return  alone, 
Ooconnas  did  not  give  a  single  look  at  his  companion. 
That  companion  was  nevertheless  worth  looking  at.  He 
was  a  man  forty  years  old,  short,  thick-set,  and  vigorous, 
with  hlaok  hair  cut  short,  and  a  hlack  heard,  which,  con- 
trary to  the  fiELshion  of  the  period,  thickly  covered  the 
chin  ;  hut  he  seemed  one  who  cared  little  for  the  fashion. 
He  wore  a  leather  jerkin,  stained  and  spotted  with  blood, 
red  hose  and  leggings,  thick  shoes  coming  above  the  ankle, 
a  cap  of  the  same  color  as  his  stockings,  and  a  girdle,  from 
which  hung  a  large  knife  in  a  leather  sheath. 

This  singular  personage,  whose  presence  in  the  Louvre 
seemed  so  unaccountable,  threw  his  brown  mantle  on  a 
chair,  and  unceremoniously  approached  Coconnas,  whose 
eyes,  as  if  &scinated,  remained  fixed  upon  La  Mole,  who 
remained  at  the  other  end  of  the  room.  He  looked  at  the 
sick  man,  and  shaking  his  head,  said  to  La  Mole^  '*  Ton 
have  n*t  hurried  yourself." 

"  I  could  not  get  out  sooner." 

"  Why  did  you  not  send  for  me  1 " 

"  Whom  had  I  to  send  1 " 

"  True,  I  forgot  where  we  are.  Ah,  if  my  prescriptions 
had  been  followed  instead  of  those  of  that  ass,  Ambroise 
Par6,  you  would  have  been  by  this  time  in  a  condition  to 
go  in  pureuit  of  adventures  together,  or  exchange  another 
sword-thrust  if  you  liked ;  but  we  shall  see.  Does  your 
friend  hear  reason?" 

"Scareely." 

"  Hold  out  your  tongue.  Monsieur.'* 

Coconnas  put  out  his  tongue  at  La  Mole  with  so  fright- 
ful a  grimace  that  the  examiner  again  shook  his  head. 

'*  Oh,  oh  I "  he  murmured ;  '*  contraction  of  the  mus- 
cles ;  there  is  no  time  to  lose.  This  evening  I  will  send 
you  a  potion ;  you  must  make  him  take  it  in  three  doses 
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me  to  be  gratef  u]|  I  shall  not  be  at  all  soiprised  if  when 
he  is  once  on  his  feet  he  should  foiget^  or  rather  should 
not  trouble  himself  to  think  of  me." 

"  In  that  case,"  said  La  Mole,  smiling  in  his  turn,  **  I 
shall  be  at  hand  to  refresh  his  memory." 

"  Good  !    In  two  hours  you  will  have  the  potion." 

'*Au  rewnr/** 

"  You  say  1 " 

**  Au  revcirl** 

The  man  smiled.  ''!/'  he  said,  "have  the  habit  of 
saying  'Adieu.'  Adieu,  then,  M.  de  la  Mole.  In  two 
hours  you  will  have  the  potion.  You  understand,  it  must 
be  given  at  midnight,  —  iu  three  doses,  from  hour  to 
hour."  So  saying,  he  left  the  room,  and  La  Mole  was 
alone  with  Coconnas. 

Coconnas  had  heard  the  whole  conversation,  but  remem- 
bered nothing  except  the  word  "  midnight."  He  contin- 
ued to  watch  La  Mole,  who  remained  in  the  room,  pacing 
thoughtfully  up  and  down. 

The  unknown  doctor  kept  his  word,  and  at  the  ap- 
pointed time  sent  the  potion,  which  I^a  Mole  placed  on  a 
small  heater,  and  then  lay  down. 

The  clock  struck  twelve.  Coconnas  opened  his  eyes ; 
his  breath  seemed  to  scorch  his  lips,  and  his  throat  was 
parched  with  fever;  the  night-lamp  shed  a  faint  light, 
and  made  thousands  of  phantoms  dance  before  his  eyes. 
He  saw  La  Mole  rise  from  his  couch,  walk  about  a  few 
moments,  and  then  advance  towards  him,  threatening  him, 
as  he  thought,  with  his  clinched  hand.  Coconnas  seized 
his  poniard,  and  prepared  to  plunge  it  into  his  enemy. 

La  Mole  approached. 

Coconnas  murmured,  "  Ah  I  't  is  you  !  't  is  you,  then  I 
Ah,  you  menace  me !  you  show  your  fist !  you  smile  1 
Come,  come,  come,  that  I  may  kill  youl" 
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And  sniting  the  action  to  the  word»  as  La  Mole  leaned 
towards  him,  Coconnas  drew  the  poniard  from  under  the 
clothes;  bnt  the  effort  exhausted  him,  and  he  fell  back 
upon  his  pillow. 

''Come,  come,''  said  La  Mole,  supporting  him,  "drink 
this,  my  poor  fellow,  for  you  are  burning." 

It  was  in  hci  a  cup  that  La  Mole  presented  to  Co- 
connas, and  which  he  had  mistaken  for  his  fist.  But  at 
the  nectarous  sensation  of  this  blessed  draught,  sooth- 
ing his  lips  and  cooling  his  throat,  Coconnas  resumed  his 
reason,  or  rather,  his  instinct ;  a  feeling  of  comfort  per- 
ruled  his  frame.  He  fixed  his  eyes  on  La  Mole,  who  waa 
supporting  him  in  his  arms,  and  smiled  gratefully  on  him ; 
and  from  those  eyes  so  lately  glowing  with  fury,  a  tear 
rolled  down  his  burning  cheek. 

**  Mordi  /''  murmured  Coconnas.  **  If  I  get  over  this. 
M.  de  la  Mole,  you  shall  be  my  friend." 

^  And  you  will  get  over  it,  my  comrade,**  said  La  Mole, 
^  if  yon  will  drink  the  other  two  cups,  and  have  no  more 
ugly  dreams." 

An  hour  afterwards  La  Mole^  obedient  to  his  instructionsi 
rose  again,  poured  a  second  dose  into  the  cup,  and  carried 
it  to  Coconnas,  who,  instead  of  receiving  him  with  his 
poniard,  opened  hia  arms,  eagerly  swallowed  the  potion, 
and  then  fell  asleep  tranquilly  for  the  first  time. 

The  third  cup  had  a  no  less  marvellous  effect  The  sick 
maQ*8  breathing  became  more  regular,  his  limbs  supple,  a 
gentle  perspiration  diffused  itself  over  his  skin ;  and  when 
Ambroise  Par^  visited  him  the  next  morning,  he  smiled 
complacently,  saying, ''  I  answer  for  M.  de  Coconnas  now ; 
and  this  will  not  be  one  of  the  least  difficult  cures  I  have 
effected." 

The  result  of  this  scene  was  that  the  friendship  of  the 
two  gentlemen,  begun  at  the  Belle  ftoile,  and  violently 
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inteirapted  by  the  events  of  the  night  of  Saint  Bartholo- 
mew, now  surpaased  that  of  Orestes  and  I^lades. 

Old  and  new  wounds,  slight  or  serious^  were  at  last  in 
a  fair  way  of  cure.  La  Mole,  though  quite  well,  would 
not  abandon  his  post  of  nurse  until  Goconnas  was  also 
recovered.  He  raised  him  in  bed,  and  helped  him  when 
he  began  to  walk,  until  by  the  aid  of  Comte  Annibal^s 
naturally  vigorous  constitution,  he  was  restored  to  perfect 
convalescenoe. 

However,  one  and  the  same  thought  oocupied  both  the 
young  men.  Each  had  in  his  delirium  seen  the  woman 
he  loved  approach  his  couch,  and  yet,  since  they  had 
recovered  their  senses,  neither  Marguerite  nor  Madame  do 
Nevers  had  appeared.  That,  however,  was  easily  under- 
stood. Could  they — the  one,  wife  of  the  King  of  Navane, 
the  other,  sister-in-law  of  the  Due  de  Guise — give  so 
public  an  indication  of  interest  in  two  simple  gentlemen  t 
No.  And  so  reasoned  La  Mole  and  Goconnas.  But  that 
absence,  which  might  indicate  total  fofgetfulness,  was 
none  the  less  grievous.  It  is  true  that  the  gentleman  who 
had  witnessed  the  combat  had  come  several  times,  as  if 
of  his  own  accord,  to  inquire  after  them ;  it  is  also  true 
that  GiUonne  had  done  the  same.  But  La  Mole  had  not 
ventured  to  speak  to  the  one  concerning  the  queen ; 
Goconnas  had  not  ventured  to  speak  to  the  other  of 
Madame  de  Nevers. 
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CHAPTEE  XVin. 

THS  VISIT. 

DuBnro  some  time  the  two  young  men  kepi  theit  Mcrei 
confined  each  to  his  own  bieaflt.  At  last,  on  a  day  of 
waim  and  mutual  feeling,  the  thought  which  had  ao  long 
oecapied  them  escaped  their  lips;  and  both  cemented 
their  friendship  by  that  final  proo^  without  which  there 
ia  DO  finendahipy  —  namely,  perfect  conhdenceL 

They  were  both  madly  in  love, — one  with  a  priuceas, 
and  the  other  with  a  queen.  There  was  something  af^paJl- 
ing  to  those  two  Wers  in  the  almost  insuperable  diiaAw^ 
which  separated  them  from  the  objecta  of  their  dtsnitm* 
And  yet  hope  ia  a  sentiment  so  deeply  rooted  in  the 
heart  of  man  that  though  their  hope  seemed  foolish,  still 
they  hoped. 

They  both,  as  they  recovered  from  their  illness^  took 
great  pains  with  their  personal  appearance.  Every  man, 
even  tiie  most  indiflbrent  to  physical  appearance,  haa  at 
certain  times  mute  interviews  with  his  looking-glassy  in- 
terchanging with  it  aigns  of  inUrlligence,  aft«r  wliich  he 
withdraws  from  his  confidant  quite  satisfied  with  the 
conversation.  Now  our  two  young  friends  were  not  men 
whose  minors  gave  them  no  encouragement.  La  Mole, 
thin,  pale,  and  elegant  had  the  beauty  of  dLbtinction; 
Coconnas^  powerful,  large-framed,  and  fresh-colored,  had 
the  beauty  o£  strength.  He  had  more,  ioi  his  recent 
illneas  had  been  of  advantage  to  him.  He  had  become 
thinner,  grown  paler,  and  the  funoua  scar,  which  had 
vou  L  —  IS 


226  ICABGUERITS  DR  VALOIS. 

annoyed  bim  so  much  by  its  prismatic  resemblance  to  a 
rainbow,  bad  disappeared,  announcing  probably  a  long 
succession  of  calm  days  and  quiet  nights. 

The  most  delicate  attentions  continued  to  be  layiahed 
on  the  two  wounded  men,  and  on  the  day  when  each  was 
well  enough  to  rise,  he  found  a  robe  de  chatnbre  on  the 
easy-chair  nearest  his  bed,  and  on  the  day  when  he  was  able 
to  dress  himself,  a  complete  suit  of  clothes ;  moreover,  in 
the  pocket  of  each  doublet  was  a  well-iilled  purse,  which 
they  each  kept,  intending,  of  course,  to  return  it^  when 
occasion  should  permit,  to  the  unknown  protector  who 
watched  over  them. 

This  unknown  protector  could  not  be  the  prince  with 
whom  the  two  young  men  resided,  for  not  only  the  prince 
had  never  once  paid  them  a  visit,  but  he  had  not  even 
sent  to  make  any  inquiry  after  them.  A  vague  hope 
whispered  to  each  heart  that  this  unknown  protector  was 
the  woman  he  loved.  The  two  wounded  men  therefore 
awaited  with  intense  impatience  the  moment  when  they 
could  go  out.  La  Mole,  stronger  and  sooner  cured  than 
Goconnas,  could  have  done  so  long  before,  but  a  kind  of 
tacit  convention  bound  him  to  his  friend.  It  was  under- 
stood between  them  that  their  first  outing  should  be  de- 
voted to  making  three  visits,  —  the  first,  to  the  unknown 
doctor  whose  medicine  had  operated  so  beneficially  on  the 
inflamed  lungs  of  Goconnas ;  the  second,  to  the  hotel  of 
the  late  Maltre  la  Huri^re,  where  they  each  had  left  a 
valise  and  a  horse;  the  third,  to  Florentine  Ren^,  who 
united  to  his  title  of  perfumer  that  of  magician,  and  not 
only  sold  cosmetics  and  poisons,  but  even  concocted 
philters  and  delivered  oracles. 

At  length,  after  two  months  passed  in  convalescence  and 
confinement,  the  long-looked-for  day  arrived,  and  about 
two  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  on  a  fine  day  in  autumn, 
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sadi  as  FkEu  miuwIuube  oSbbbb  to  lier  astom^ied  pnpiOm- 
tion,  wiio  have  SkhHidT  3iiade  op  their  miiidB  to  the  ynxt- 
la;  the  two  frwnfk,  IfiriTng  on  ABch  other's  Exms,  left 
the  Lonm. 

La  lloile  midertoc^  to  lie  the  gmde  of  Cocnmiaf: :  and 
Cucomum  allc>wed  himself  to  he  piided  imhont  TesifOAZiRe 
or  reflection.  He  knew  thst  his  &iend  meBnt  to  conduct 
him  to  the  unknown  doctor^  whose  potion,  not  patented, 
hkd  cnred  him  in  a  single  nirrht,  when  all  the  dmgs  of 
Maitn  Amhroise  Pare  were  killing  him  slowlj.  Be  had 
divided  the  monej  in  his  pixxBe  into  two  pajts,  and  in- 
tendwl  a  hundred  Toee  nohlee  for  the  nnknown  .£srnlapins 
to  whom  hifi  necoveiy  was  dne.  Coconnas  was  niit  afraid 
of  death ;  bat  he  waa  nrt  the  leas  satisfied  to  he  alive 
azid  well,  and  was  prepared  to  recompense  generously  his 


La  Mole  directed  his  steps  towards  the  Plaoe  des  HaDea. 
Xear  the  andent  fountain  was  an  octagon  stone  building, 
saimonnted  bj  a  vast  lantern  of  wood,  which  was  again 
•annoanted  br  a  pointed  roof^  on  the  top  of  which  was  a 
weathercock.  This  wooden  lantern  had  eight  openings, 
tzarersed,  aa  that  heraldic  piece  which  they  call  the  fasrui 
tiaTerses  the  field  of  blazonry,  by  a  kind  of  wheel  of  wood, 
which  was  divided  in  the  middle,  in  order  to  admit  in  the 
holes  cot  in  it  for  that  porpose  the  head  and  hands  of  the 
sentenced  person  or  persons  who  were  exposed  at  one  or 
other  of  these  eight  openings. 

This  singnlar  constmction,  in  no  way  resembling  the 
Bonoanding  baildingSy  was  called  the  pillory.  An  ill- 
constracted,  inegnlar,  crooked,  one-eyed,  limping  house, 
the  roof  covered  with  moss  like  the  skin  of  a  leper,  had, 
like  a  toadstool,  sprang  np  at  the  foot  of  this  species  of 
tower.    This  hoose  was  the  executioner's. 

A  man  was  exposed  in  the  pillory,  and  wae  thrusting 
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ont  his  tongue  at  the  paasen-bj;  he  was  one  of  the 
robbers  who  had  been  following  his  profession  beneatlk 
the  gibbet  of  Montiaucon,  and  had  by  ill-luok  been  ar- 
rested in  the  exercise  of  his  functions.  Coconnas  believed 
that  his  friend  had  brought  him  to  see  this  singular  spec- 
tacle, and  mingled  in  the  crowd  of  spectators  who  replied 
to  the  grimaces  of  the  patient  by  vociferations  and  taunts. 
Coconnas  was  naturally  cruel,  and  the  sight  very  much 
amused  him ;  only  he  would  have  preferred  that  instead 
of  taunts  and  vociferations,  stones  had  been  cast  at  a  cul- 
prit so  insolent  as  to  thrust  out  his  tongue  at  noblemen 
who  did  him  the  honor  to  visit  him.  So  when  the  mov- 
ing lantern  was  turning  on  its  base,  in  order  to  show  the 
exhibited  to  another  portion  of  the  multitude,  and  the 
crowd  were  following,  Coconnas  would  have  accompanied 
them  had  not  La  Mole  checked  him,  saying  in  a  low  tone^ 
*'  It  was  not  for  this  that  we  came  here."  And  he  led 
Coconnas  to  a  small  window  in  the  house  which  abutted 
on  the  tower,  and  at  which  a  man  was  leaning. 

"  Ah,  ah  1  is  it  you,  Messeigneurs ) "  said  the  man, 
raising  his  blood-red  cap,  and  showing  his  black  and 
thick  hair,  which  descended  to  his  eyebrows.  "Toa 
are  welcome." 

''  Who  is  this  man  1 "  inquired  Coconnas,  endeavoring 
to  recollect,  for  he  believed  he  had  seen  his  &oe  during 
one  of  the  crises  of  his  fever. 

''Your  preserver,  my  dear  friend,"  replied  La  Mole; 
''he  who  brought  to  you  at  the  Louvre  that  lefiBBhing 
drink  which  did  you  so  much  good." 

^^Oh,  oh  1"  said  Coconnas;  ''in  that  casoi  my  fnend— ** 
And  he  held  out  his  hand  to  him. 

But  the  man,  instead  of  returning  the  gesture,  stood  up 
and  retreated  a  pace  from  the  two  friends.  **  Monsieur," 
be  said  to  Coconnas,  "  thanks  for  the  honor  you  ofbr  me. 
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bat  it  ia  most  pnlwble  that  if  70a  knew  me  you  vonld 
not  TODchsafe  it." 

"  Faith  1 "  said  Coconnas,  "  I  declare  that  eyen  if  yoo 
w«i«  the  Devil  himsetf,  I  am  very  greatiy  obliged  to  yon, 
Cor  I  owe  you  my  life," 

"  I  un  Dot  exactly  the  Devil,"  replied  the  man  In  the 
Ted  cap ;  "  but  yet  then  are  freqaently  pwaona  who  wonld 
ather  see  the  Devil  than  me." 

"  Then  who  are  yon  t "  asked  Coconnas. 

"  MoQsienr,"  replied  the  man,  "  I  am  Maltre  Caboche, 
the  axecutioneT  of  the  provoatiy  of  Paris  —  " 

"  Ah  I "  nid  CoconnM,  withdrawing  hia  hand. 

"  Ton  see  I  "  said  Mattre  Caboche. 

**  No,  no ;  I  will  touch  your  hand,  or  may  tin  devil 
t>k«  me  1     Hdd  it  out  I " 

-  Really  1" 

"  Wide  open." 

"  Here  it  ia  1 " 

•■  Open  it  —  wider  —  there  I  "  And  Coconnas  took 
from  his  pocket  the  bandfol  of  gold  he  had  prepared 
lor  his  aDonymouB  phyaiciaii,  and  placed  it  in  the 
axecationer'a  hand. 

"I  wonld  rather  have  had  your  band  entirely  and 
aolaly,'*  said  Maltre  Caboche^  shaking  hia  head;  "for  I 
am  not  in  want  of  money,  but  of  hands  to  touch  mine. 
Never  mind  I    Ood  bless  you,  my  gentleman  I " 

"  So,  then,  my  friend,"  said  Coconnas,  looking  at  the 
eiecntioner  with  onrioaity,  "  it  is  yon  who  give  men  pain, 
who  pat  them  on  the  wheel,  nok  tbem,  cut  off  heads,  and 
break  beoes.  Ah,  ah  I  I  am  very  glad  to  have  framed 
your  acquaintance." 

"Honsienr,"  said  Hattra  Caboche,  "I  do  not  do  all 
nyselt  Just  as  yoo  have  lackeys,  yon  noblo  gentlemen, 
to  do  what  yon  do  not  choose  to  do  yoursflf,  no  have  I  my 
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assistants,  who  do  the  coarser  work  and  make  prepaiationB. 
Only  when  by  chance  I  have  to  do  with  folks  of  qnalityy 
like  you  and  that  other  gentleman,  for  instance,  ah !  it  is 
then  a  very  different  thing,  and  I  take  a  pride  in  doing 
everything  myself,  from  first  to  last^  —  tliat  is  to  aaj, 
fix>m  the  first  putting  of  the  question  to  the  beheading ! " 

In  spite  of  himself  Coconnas  felt  a  shudder  pervade  his 
veins,  as  if  the  actual  wedge  pressed  his  legs,  as  if  the 
edge  of  the  axe  was  against  his  neck.  La  Mole,  without 
being  able  to  account  for  it,  felt  the  same  sensation.  But 
Coconnas  overcame  the  emotion,  of  which  he  was  ashamed, 
and  wishing  to  take  leave  of  Mattre  Caboche  with  a  jest 
on  his  lips,  said  to  him,  — 

''  Well,  Master,  I  hold  you  to  your  word,  and  when  it 
is  my  turn  to  mount  the  gallows  of  Enguerrand  de  Ma- 
rigny,  or  the  scaffold  of  M.  de  Nemours,  you  alone  shall 
lay  hands  on  me/' 

"  I  promise  you." 

'^  Then,  this  time  here  is  my  hand,  as  a  pledge  that  I 
accept  your  promise,"  said  Coconnas.  And  he  extended 
to  the  headsman  his  hand,  which  the  headsman  touched 
timidly  with  his  own,  although  it  was  evident  that  he  had 
a  great  desire  to  grasp  it  warmly.  At  this  light  touch 
Coconnas  turned  rather  pale,  but  the  same  smile  still  re- 
mained on  his  lips ;  while  La  Mole,  ill  at  ease,  and  seeing 
the  crowd  turn  with  the  lantern  and  come  towards  them, 
pulled  him  by  his  cloak.  Coconnas,  who  really  had  as 
great  desire  as  La  Mole  to  put  an  end  to  this  scene,  in 
which,  by  the  natural  tendency  of  his  character,  he  had 
got  himself  engaged  more  deeply  than  he  wished,  nodded 
to  the  executioner,  and  turned  away. 

**  Faith  I "  said  La  Mole,  when  he  and  his  companion 
had  reached  the  Cross  du  Trahoir,  *'  we  breathe  more  freely 
here  than  in  the  Place  des  Halles  I " 
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^Decidedly/'  xeplied  Cooonnas;  ''bot  I  am  not  the 
kai  glad  at  haying  made  Mattro  Caboohe'a  aoquaintaaoe. 
It  ta  well  to  have  fiienda  eveijwheie." 

'*  Even  at  the  aign  of  the  Belle  ^oile,''  said  La  Mol^ 
■Diling. 

**OhI  aa  to  poor  Maltre  la  Horifere,"  aaid  Coconnaay 
"  he  ia  certainlj  dead.  I  saw  the  flame  from  the  arqa^ 
bnae ;  I  heard  the  stroke  of  the  bullety  which  sounded  as 
if  it  had  hit  the  bell  of  Notrs  Dame;  and  I  left  him  lying 
in  a  stream  of  blood  which  flowed  from  bk  nose  and 
moath.  If  we  are  to  speak  of  him  as  a  friend,  it  mnst 
be  as  a  friend  in  the  other  world.'' 

Conrezsing  in  thia  mannei^  the  two  joQo^jf  m^n  fmUnwl 
the  Rue  de  I'Arbre  See  and  drtrw  nar  to  tiM  ti^m  r4  tim 
Belle  £toile,  which  suH  cxeaL»d  is  iti  .ui  pu^  xcA  ituA 
offered  to  the  traTeuer  xu  ty^,  rr.i  a^  '.skbos^Ul 

Cuconnas  and  La  M.it  w»«»  'ol^^^.^xj:  v,  l^t  -.;>?  iit>nm 
in  despair,  trae  wiiow  a.  sj?^:.".^  ac/l  v^  •'r?'<ru^  tt  tr» 
oape  on  lL*ir  csit :  i-i»  v,  -:j^r  iT'rtf  itf- .r*i**.in#^jt  i,*^ 
foao-l  tike  L-Cj*  ir  f^  ^.--t  -^  -.-^i^^sitt.  j|;,^j 
Hsnrre 


Fsr-*uxj«   x/.* 


"01.  lilt  lasL.nif'^  WJ- 


:-  /.  ^     '-^  ^ 


•«  »• 


f  ^  ;. 


^^     .«&.'£'  >m»; 


f      -•»     -i'  *^      ^,09     -m 


^j:  "»r-_    x; 


■  •^   •    « 


ti^ 


•  ^  mm 


288  MABGUERITB  DE  YAL0I8. 

Maltre  la  Him^ra,  while  Hving,  judged  worthy  to  be  pie- 
paied  by  hia  own  skilful  hande. 

"  The  devil  take  me  1 "  murmured  CoconnaSy  ''it  goes 
to  my  heart  to  see  this  house  so  lively  when  it  ought  to 
be  so  sad.     Poor  La  Huri^re  1 " 

''He  tried  to  kill  me,**  said  La  Mole;  "bi]«  I  IbigiTe 
him  with  all  my  heart" 

La  Mole  had  hardly  uttered  these  words  when  a  nan 
appeared,  holding  in  his  hand  a  stewpan  in  which  he  was 
eooking  some  onions,  which  he  turned  with  a  wooden 
spoon.  La  Mole  and  Coconnas  uttered  a  cry  of  suipiiBeu 
At  that  cry  the  man  raised  his  head,  and  answering  with 
a  similar  exclamation,  let  fall  his  stewpan,  keeping  in  hiB 
band  only  his  wooden  spoon. 

"  In  nomine  Patrie,"  said  the  man,  waving  his  woodea 
spoon  as  if  it  were  a  holy-water  sprinkler,  "  et  Filii,  et 
Bpiritus  Sancti  —  " 

'*  Mattre  la  Huriere ! "  cried  the  two  young  men. 

"  M.  M.  de  Coconnas  and  de  la  Mole ! "  exclaimed 
La  Huriere. 

"  Tou  are  not  dead,  then  1 "  said  Coconnas. 

''  Yon  are,  then,  still  living  1 "  said  the  host 

''  I  saw  you  fall,  nevertheless,"  said  Coconnas ;  "  I  heard 
the  noise  of  the  bullet  which  hit  something  about  you,  I 
know  not  what  I  left  you  lying  in  the  gutter  losing 
blood  from  the  nose,  the  mouth,  and  even  ftcfm  the  eyes." 

"  All  that  is  trae  as  the  Gospel,  M.  de  Coconnas.  But 
the  noise  which  you  heard  was  that  of  the  bullet  striking 
my  helmet,  on  which,  fortunately,  it  was  flattened ;  but 
the  shook  was  none  the  less  violent,  for,  as  you  see,"  added 
La  Huriere,  raising  his  cap  and  showing  his  head  bald  as 
a  knee,  ^  I  haven't  a  hair  left" 

The  two  young  men  burst  into  laughter  on  seeing  hit 
grotesque  appearance. 


THE  VISIT.  233 

''Ah,  ah!  yoa  laugh!"  said  La  Huri^Te,  a  little 
reassured.  "  You  have  not  come,  then,  with  hostile 
intentions  ?  " 

''  And  jou,  Maitre  la  Hoii^re,  are  you  cured  of  your 
warlike  tastes?" 

"  Yes,  by  my  soul,  yes,  gentlemen ;  and  now  —  " 

*  Weill  now  —  " 

"  Now  I  have  made  a  tow  never  to  see  any  other  fire 
but  that  of  my  kitchen.** 

"  Bravo  1 "  said  Coconnas ;  "  in  that  you  are  wise. 
Now,  then,"  added  the  Piedmontese,  ''we  have  left  in 
your  stables  two  horses,  and  in  your  chambers  two 
valises.'* 

"  Ah,  the  devil  1  *'  said  the  host,  scratching  his  ear. 

«WeUr 

"  Two  horses,  do  you  say  % " 

"  Yes,  in  the  stable." 

"  And  two  valises  1  *' 

"  Yes,  in  the  chamber.'* 

"  The  trouble  is,  you  see  —  You  thought  I  was  dead, 
did  you  not  ]  " 

"  Certainly." 

"  You  will  admit  that  since  you  have  been  mistaken,  I 
might  be  mistaken  also." 

"  In  believing  us  also  dead  ?  You  were  entirely  free  to 
do  so.*' 

"  Ah,  there  it  is  1    Since  you  died  intestate  — - " 

"Weill" 

"  I  thought  —  I  was  wrong,  I  see  now  that  I  was — " 

"  What  did  you  think  1  let  us  have  it." 

"  I  thought  that  I  might  inherit  from  you." 

"  Ah,  ah  I  "  exclaimed  the  young  men. 

''I  am  not  the  less  pleased  that  you  are  living, 
gentlemen.*' 
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"  And  80  you  have  sold  our  hoxseB  f "  said  Goconnas. 

"  Alas  ! "  replied  La  Huri^ie. 

*'  And  our  valises ) "  continued  La  Mole. 

''  Oh !  the  valises  f  no/'  cried  La  Huriere,  **  but  only 
what  was  in  them." 

"Say  then^  La  Mole/'  said  Coconnas,  "this  fellow 
seems  to  me  an  impudent  rascal;  shall  we  disembowel 
him  1 " 

This  threat  seemed  to  have  a  great  effect  on  Maitre  la 
Huxi^re,  who  ventured  to  say,  "  But,  gentlemen,  it  can  be 
arranged,  I  think." 

*'  Listen/'  said  La  Mole ;  '4t  is  I  who  have  the  most  to 
complain  of  against  you." 

"  Certainly,  Monsieur  the  Count,  for  I  remember  that 
in  a  moment  of  folly  I  had  the  audacity  to  threaten  you." 

"  Yes,  with  a  bullet  that  passed  within  two  inches  of 
my  head." 

"  You  think  so  i " 

"  I  am  sure  of  it." 

"  If  you  are  sure  of  it,  M.  de  la  Mole,"  said  La  Huri^re, 
picking  up  his  stewpan  with  an  innocent  air,  "  I  am  too 
much  your  servant  to  contradict  you." 

"  Well,"  said  La  Mole,  "  for  my  part  I  claim  nothing 
from  you." 

"  How  so,  my  gentleman  1 " 

"  Except  —  " 

"  Oh,  oh  1 "  said  La  Huri^re. 

**  Except  a  dinner  for  myself  and  my  friends  whenever 
I  am  in  this  neighborhood." 

"  Only  that  1 "  cried  La  Huriere,  delighted.  "  At  your 
orders,  my  gentleman,  at  your  orders  I  " 

**  So,  then,  it  is  agieed ) " 

"  With  all  my  heart.  And  you,  M.  de  Coconnas,"  con- 
tinued the  host,  "  do  you  agree  to  the  bargain  ? 


9» 


Tea;  bnt  like  mj  fiiend,  I  aniil  add  a  &iigU 
condition.'' 

"Whati3itr 

^  That  70a  nsUne  to  M.  de  la  Mole  the  £Sj  aavm  I 
owe  him,  which  I  confided  to  joar  keepirtg.* 

<<  To  me,  Monsiear  t    And  when  was  thai  t " 

<<  Quarter  of  an  hour  before  joa  sold  mj  bane  aad  m  j 
valise." 

La  Hnri^re  made  a  sign  of  inteIIig<&Dce.  '^  Oh !  I  nn- 
dentandy"  he  said,  and  going  to  a  dostt  be  tock  o::!,  one 
after  another,  fifty  cxowim^  which  be  faai^ied  to  La  M  Ae^ 

**  Vecy  good,  Monsienr,''  said  thai  gentleman ;  **  serre 
US  an  omelet.    The  fifty  crowns  will  go  to  Gr^^ireu" 

**  Oh  !  "*  cried  La  Honere,  **  indeed,  my  gentkmen,  yon 
have  princely  souls,  and  I  am  yoois  for  life  or  fur  death." 

"  In  that  case,"  said  Coconnas,  **  make  as  the  omelet 
called  for,  and  spare  neither  batter  nor  lapL"  Then,  look- 
ing at  the  clock,  "Faith,  yoa  are  right.  La  Mole.  We 
have  still  three  boors  to  wait,  and  may  as  well  spend 
them  heiB  as  elsewbere, — especially  since  at  this  point 
we  are  nearly  halfway  to  Pont  St.  MicheL" 

The  two  yoang  men  sat  down  at  the  table  in  the  little 
end-room,  in  the  same  places  th^  bad  occupied  on  that 
funons  evening  of  Aog.  24,  1572,  daring  which  Coconnas 
bad  proposed  to  La  Mole  that  they  shoald  play  for  their 
respective  nustressea.  It  most  be  stated  to  their  credit 
that  on  this  evening  neither  of  them  thought  of  making 
sodi  a  pn^msition. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

THB  ABODE  OF  MaItrE  REN£,   PEBFUHEB  TO 
THE  QUEEN-MOTHEB. 

At  the  period  of  this  history  there  exiBted  in  Parifi^  for 
passing  from  one  part  of  the  city  to  another,  bat  five 
bridges,  some  of  stone  and  the  others  of  wood,  and  they 
all  led  to  the  Citd;  among  these  five  bridges,  each  of 
which  has  its  history,  we  shall  now  speak  more  paiiica- 
larly  of  the  Pont  St  Michel 

In  the  midst  of  the  houses  which  bordered  the  line  of 
the  bridge,  facing  a  small  islet,  was  a  house  remarkable 
for  its  panels  of  wood,  over  which  a  large  roof  impended, 
like  the  lid  of  an  immense  eye.  At  the  only  window 
which  opened  on  the  first  story,  over  the  window  and  door 
of  the  ground-floor,  closely  shut,  was  observable  a  reddish 
light,  which  attracted  the  attention  of  the  passers-by  to 
the  low  fa9ade,  large,  and  painted  blue,  with  rich  gold 
mouldings.  A  kind  of  frieze,  which  separated  the  ground- 
floor  from  the  first  floor,  represented  groups  of  devils  in 
the  most  grotesque  postures  imaginable ;  and  a  large  plain 
strip,  painted  blue  like  the  &9ade,  ran  between  the  friese 
and  the  window,  with  this  inscription:  ^'Ben^,  Floien- 
tine.  Perfumer  to  her  Majesty  the  Queen-Mother." 

The  door  of  this  shop  was,  as  we  have  said,  doeely 
bolted ;  but  it  was  defended  from  nocturnal  attacks  better 
than  by  bolts  by  the  reputation  of  its  occupant,  so  re- 
doubtable that  the  passengers  over  the  bridge  usually  kept 
away  from  contact  with  the  building,  as  if  they  feared  that 
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the  siBell  of  the  pafomaB  might  leaeh  them  thiough  the 
wall 

From  simflar  motiTea,  the  neighbois  on  the  right  and 
left  of  £en^  fearing  doablless^  to  be  compromised  by  that 
proximitj,  had,  since  the  installation  of  Maitre  Een6  on 
the  PoDt  St.  Michel,  abandoned  their  houses,  which  were 
thos  entirely  deserted.  Yet,  in  spite  of  tliis  solitude,  her 
lated  passera-by  had  frequently  seen,  glittering  through 
the  cieTicea  of  the  shutters  of  these  empty  habitations^ 
certain  lays  of  li^t»  and  had  heard  certain  noises  like 
groans,  which  proved  that  some  beings  frequented  these 
abodes,  althoogh  they  did  not  know  whether  they  be- 
longed to  this  worid  or  the  other. 

It  was  doubtless  owing  to  the  privilege  which  the 
diead  of  him,  widely  circulated,  had  procured  for  him, 
that  Maitre  Rene  had  dared  to  keep  up  a  light  after  the 
prescribed  hour.  No  roundsman  or  guard,  however,  would 
have  dared  to  molest  him,  —  a  man  doubly  dear  to  her 
Majesty  as  her  fellow-countryman  and  her  perfumer. 

The  shop  of  the  ground-floor  had  been  dark  and  de- 
serted since  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening,  —  the  hour  at 
wbich  it  closed,  not  again  to  open  until  next  morning. 
That  was  the  place  of  the  daily  sale  of  perfumery,  un- 
guents, cosmetics,  and  all  the  wares  of  a  skilful  chemist. 
Two  apprentices  aided  him  in  the  retail  business,  but  did 
not  sleep  in  the  house.  In  the  evening  they  went  out  an 
instant  before  the  shop  was  closed,  and  in  the  morning 
waited  at  the  door  until  it  was  opened. 

In  the  shop,  which  was  large  and  deep,  there  were  two 
doors,  each  leading  to  a  staircase.  One  of  these  staircases 
was  in  the  wall  itself,  and  the  other  was  exterior  and 
visible  from  the  Quai  dea  Augustine  and  from  what  is 
now  called  the  Quai  dee  Orfl^vres.  Both  led  to  a  room 
on  the  first  flooi^  of  the  same  size  aa  the  groond-fioori  eap- 
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cept  that  it  was  divided  into  two  compartments  by  tap- 
estry suspended  in  the  centre.  At  the  end  of  the  first 
compartment  opened  the  door  which  led  to  the  exterior 
staircase.  On  the  side  face  of  the  second  opened  the  door 
of  the  secret  staircase.  This  door  was  invisible,  being  con- 
cealed by  a  large  carved  cupboard  fastened  to  it  by  iron 
cramps,  and  moving  with  it  when  pushed  open.  Catherine 
alone,  besides  Een^,  knew  the  secret  of  this  door,  and  by 
it  she  came  and  departed  ;  and  with  eye  or  ear  placed 
against  the  cupboard,  in  which  were  several  small  holes, 
she  saw  and  heard  all  that  took  place  in  the  chamber. 

Two  other  doors,  visible  to  all  eyes,  presented  themselves 
at  the  sides  of  the  second  compartment.     One  opened  to  a 
small  chamber  lighted  from  the  roof,  and  having  nothing 
in  it  but  a  large  stove,  alembics,  retorts,  and  crucibles,  — 
it  was  an  alchemist's  laboratory ;  the  other  opened  into  a 
cell  of  stranger  appearance  than  the  other  rooms,  for  it  was 
not  lighted  at  all,  and  had  neither  carpet  nor  furniture,  but 
only  a  kind  of  stone  altar.     The  floor  sloped  from  the  cen- 
tre to  the  ends,  and  from  the  ends  to  the  base  of  the  wall 
was  a  kind  of  gutter  ending  in  a  funnel,  through  whose 
orifice  might  be  seen  the  sombre  waters  of  the  Seine.     On 
nails  driven  into  the  walls  were  suspended  instruments  of 
singular  shape,  all  keen  and  trenchant,  with  points  as 
fine  as  a  needle  and  edges  as  sharp  as  a  razor.     Some 
shone  like  mirrors ;  others,  on  the  contrary,  were  of  a  dull 
gray  or  murky  blue.     In  a  comer  were  two  black  fowls, 
struggling  with  each  other,  tied  together  by  the  claws. 
This  was  the  Sanctuary  of  Augury. 

Let  us  return  to  the  middle  chamber,  that  with  two 
compartments.  It  was  here  that  the  vulgar  clients  were 
introduced ;  here  Ibises  of  Egypt,  mummies,  with  gilded 
bands,  the  crocodile,  yawning  from  the  ceiling,  death's 
heads  with  eyeless  sockets  and  gumless  teeth,  old  musty 
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tier  :r  el  '2i;iir  di  L.Tbi'    11.-21  Ijs*?^  -r^   ,.►  -n^ 

••If  is  neceaaarv  :hflC  x?*  ^r^  -^i  3,^^    -    -^     ^-  ^ 
"And  I  am  :h«  C*uixxb  L«ar  >  *  /    >      ^r-.      *  •'.  ^ 
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''Wait;  wait  a  aecond,  gentlemen,  and  I  am  at  your 
service ; ''  and  at  the  same  moment,  Ben^,  drawings  the 
bolts  and  lifting  the  barSy  opened  the  door  to  the  two 
young  men,  locking  it  after  them.  Then,  conducting  tbem 
by  the  exterior  staircase,  he  introduced  them  into  the 
second  compartment. 

La  Mole,  as  he  entered,  made  the  sign  of  the  croes 
under  his  cloak.  He  was  pale,  and  his  hand  trembled  ;  he 
was  able  to  repress  this  symptom  of  weakness.  Cocoxuias 
looked  at  eveiything,  one  after  the  other ;  and  seeing  the 
door  of  the  cell,  tried  to  open  it.  ''  Allow  me  to  obeenre, 
Monsieur/'  said  Rene,  in  a  serious  tone,  and  placing  his 
hand  on  that  of  Coconnas,  ''  that  those  who  do  me  the 
honor  of  a  visit  have  access  to  this  apartment  only." 

''  Oh,  very  well,"  replied  Coconnas ;  **  besides,  I  want 
to  eit  down ; "  and  he  placed  himself  on  a  chair. 

There  was  profound  silence  for  the  next  minute,  Maitie 
Ren6  expecting  that  one  of  the  young  men  would  open 
the  conversation.  Daring  this  silence  one  could  hear  the 
whistling  respiration  of  Coconnas,  whose  wounds  were  not 
fully  healed. 

**  Mattre  Ren^,"  at  length  said  Coconnas,  **  yon  are 
a  very  skilful  man,  and  I  pray  you  tell  me  if  I  shall 
always  remain  a  sufferer  from  my  wound,  —  that  is, 
always  experience  this  shortness  of  breath,  which  pie- 
vents  me  from  riding  on  horseback,  practising  feats  of 
arms,  and  eating  rich  omelets  1" 

Ren^  put  his  ear  to  Coconnas's  chest,  and  listened 
attentively  to  the  play  of  the  lungs.  **  No,  County"  he 
replied,  "you  will  be  cured." 

"Reallyl" 

"  Yes,  I  assure  you.'* 

'*  Well,  I  am  happy  to  hear  it" 

Again  all  was  silent. 


THS  ABOIM  Cr  Wt^'^'lSi  I23X  1^ 

''la  there  nodds;  <2k  jnc  -wmiiL  ikSBnt  'U  'kurtw^ 
Movaem  the  Cocssl* 

^I  wish  to  kncwv*  aoi  CiBimia&.  '-jf  I  wul  xBbI*r 
in  loyel" 

"How  do  yoo  kas-wl"" 

"  Became  joa  Mk  li«  CTWCii:g.T 

** Mardif  yoo  are  RzrJL     Bto  -vii  TPian.  -"• 

''With  her  vbo  k?v.  cb  cvar  :gga«iTTT>  ibs  isis  aeia. 
joa  haTe  just  uttered.** 

"Ah!"  aakl  Coeoczaft.  as&BKsf ;  ^1££22»  L^ut.  xifc 
an  a  wondedial  mc!  Srnr,  La  ILiii*^  it  s  jin? 
tam." 

La  Mole  hloahed,  azd  mtmed  fsnlmcraamL  -'L  IL 
Ben^"  he  aftammered,  amd  i;wal=ic  lum;  frry  7  as  iit 
proeeeded,  "do  not  deaoe  to  atfi  j:i£  if  I  asL  ir  an^  fir 
I  know  that  I  am,  az>l  d^  trA  matt  V>  cxsiasfti  h  £r:a 
ajwlf;  bat  tell  na^  iliill  I  be  b^ibrei  is  TECsail  tx 
in  tnith,  all  that  at  fint  aeecud  ?rxcl&:*s  zrrw  tcsaa 
againt  me.** 

"Perehaace  joa  lisfv  not  done  aC  toq  ^:cli  dtr."* 

''What  la  then  to  do,  M^dbcci;,  \nX  to  tcctifr  bj  oar 
mpeet  and  devotion  to  th^  iad j  of  ocr  thoc^liSi  that  ahe 
IB  reallj  and  prof oondly  beloTed  1  ^ 

"Ton  know*  replied  Bene,  "that  theae  demouta- 
tiona  are  fraqoentlj  Terj  inognificant." 

" Then  moat  I  deapair  I" 

"Bj  no  nieana;  we  most  hare  reooone  to  aeienee. 
Then  are  in  homan  nature  antipathies  to  be  oreroomey 
tjmpathiea  which  maj  be  forced.  '  Iron  is  not  tiie  load- 
stone; bat  bj  magnetizing  it^  we  make  it  in  ita  torn 
attaet  mm^ 

"  Tea^  yea,**  mattered  La  Mole ;  "bat  I  have  an  objec- 
tion to  all  th< 

TOL,L  — 
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<'Ab,  then,  if  you  liave  any  such  objectionsy  you 
should  not  come  here/'  answered  Ren^. 

"  Come,  come,  this  is  child's  play  1 "  interposed  Cocon- 
nas.     **  Mattre  Ren^,  can  yoa  show  me  the  Devil  1 " 

*'  No,  Monsieur  the  Count." 

*'  I  'm  sorry  for  that ;  for  I  had  a  few  words  to  say  to 
him,  and  it  might  have  encouraged  La  Mole." 

'*  Well,  then,  let  it  be  so,"  said  La  Mole ;  "let  us  go  to 
the  point  at  once.  They  have  spoken  to  me  of  figures 
modelled  in  wax  after  the  resemblance  of  the  belored 
object.    Is  this  a  method  f " 

"  An  infallible  one." 

"And  in  the  experiment  there  is  nothing  which  can 
in  any  way  afiEisct  the  life  or  health  of  the  person  be- 
loved 1 " 

"  Nothing." 

"  Let  us  try,  then." 

"  Shall  I  make  first  trial  9 "  said  Coconnas. 

"  No,''  said  La  Mole,  "  since  I  have  begun,  I  will  go 
through  to  the  end." 

At  this  moment,  some  one  rapped  lightly  at  the  door, 
so  lightly  that  Mattre  Ren^  alone  heard  the  noise, — 
doubtless  because  he  had  been  expecting  it.  Without 
affecting  any  concealment  he  put  his  ear  to  the  tube, 
meantime  idly  questioning  La  Mole.  He  heard  sounds 
of  voices  which  seemed  to  fix  hiB  attention.  "Think 
intently  of  your  wish,"  he  said,  "and  call  the  person 
whom  you  love." 

La  Mole  knelt,  as  if  about  to  name  a  divinity ;  and 
Een^,  going  into  the  other  compartment,  went  out  noise- 
lessly by  the  exterior  staircase,  and  an  instant  afterwards 
light  steps  trod  the  flooring  of  his  shop. 

La  Mole  rose,  and  beheld  before  him  Maitie  Ben^ 
The  Florentine  held  in  his  hand  a  small  figure  in  wax, 
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Terj  indiffeientlj  modeDed,  and  weaiing  a  crown  and 
mantle. 

"Do  jon  desire  to  be  always  beloved  bj  your  loyal 
mMfaoMt"   demanded  the  perfamer. 

**Y9a,  if  my  life,  my  soul,  should  be  the  sacrifice!" 
lej^ied  La  Mole. 

'^WeU,'*  said  the  Florentine^  taking  with  the  ends  of 
bis  fing^ra  some  drops  of  water  ftom  a  pitcher,  sprinkling 
them  oyer  the  figure,  and  muttering  a  few  Latin  words. 
La  Mole  shuddered,  believing  that  some  sacrilege  was 
conukitted. 

"  What  are  you  doing  1 "  he  inquired. 

''I  am  christening  this  figiue  with  the  name  of 
Marguerite." 

Tor  what  purpoee  t" 

**  To  establish  a  sympathy." 

La  Mole  opened  his  lips  to  prevent  his  going  any 
further,  but  a  bantering  look  from  Coconnas  stopped 
him.  Ben4  who  bad  seen  the  movement,  waited.  "  It 
most  be  with  your  full  and  free  consent,'*  he   said. 

**  Go  on,**  replied  La  Mole. 

Ben^  then  traced  on  a  small  strip  of  red  paper  certain 
cabahstic  characters,  put  it  into  the  eye  of  a  steel  needle, 
and  with  the  needle  pierced  the  small  wax  model  in  the 
lieart  Strange  to  say,  at  the  orifice  of  the  wound  ap- 
peared a  small  drop  of  blood.  He  then  lighted  the  paper. 
The  warmth  of  the  needle  melted  the  wax  around  it 
and  dried  up  the  spot  of  blood. 

**  Thus,"  said  Ben4,  **  by  the  foroe  of  sympathy,  your 
lore  shall  pierce  and  bum  the  heart  of  the  woman  whom 
you  love.*' 

Coooimas,  as  the  bolder  of  the  two,  laughed,  and  in  a  low 
tone  jested  at  the  whole  afiair;  but  La  Mole,  amorous  and 

a  cold  dew  start  from  the  roots  of  his  hair. 
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"And  now/'  continued  Ben£,  "piees  your  lipe  to  the 
lips  of  the  figure,  and  say,  'Maiguerite,  I  love  thee! 
ComOy  Maiguerite,  come  I ' '' 

La  Mole  obeyed.  At  this  moment  they  heard  the  door 
of  the  second  chamber  open,  and  light  stepe  approach. 
Coconnas,  curious  and  incredulous,  drew  his  poniard,  and 
fearing  a  rebuke  from  Ren^  if  he  raised  the  tapestry,  cat 
it  with  his  dagger,  and  applying  his  eye  to  the  opening, 
uttered  a  cry  of  astonishment,  to  which  two  female  yoioea 
responded. 

"  What  is  it  1 "  exclaimed  La  Mole,  nearly  dropping  the 
waxen  figure,  which  Ren4  caught  from  his  hands. 

''Why,"  replied  Coconnas,  ''the  Duchesae  de  Nevexs 
and  Madame  Maiguerite  are  there ! " 

"  Well,  then,  incredulous  ! "  replied  Ren^  with  an  aus- 
tere smile,  "  do  you  still  doubt  the  force  of  sympathy  I " 

La  Mole  was  petrified  on  seeing  the  queen ;  Coconnas 
was  amazed  at  beholding  Madame  de  Nevers.  One  be- 
lieved that  the  sorceries  of  Ben^  had  evoked  the  spec- 
tre of  Marguerite;  the  other,  seeing  the  door  half-open 
by  which  the  lovely  phantoms  had  entered,  had  found 
at  once  a  worldly  and  substantial  explanation  of  the 
mystery. 

While  La  Mole  was  crossing  himself  and  sighing,  Co- 
connas, who  by  the  aid  of  his  strong  powers  of  incredu- 
lity had  driven  away  all  ideas  of  the  interference  of  the 
foul  fiend,  having  observed,  through  the  chink  in  the 
curtain,  the  astonishment  of  Madame  de  Nevers  and  the 
somewhat  caustic  smile  of  Maiguerite,  judged  it  to  be  a 
decisive  moment,  and  understanding  that  a  man  may  say 
in  behalf  of  a  friend  what  he  cannot  say  for  himself^ 
instead  of  going  to  Madame  de  Nevers,  went  straight  to 
Maiguerite ;  and  bending  his  knee,  after  the  &shion  of  the 
great  Artaxeixee  as  represented  in  the  shoWj  he  cried 
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Therefore,  pray  of  your  body,  Madame,  to  bestow  a  little 
love  on  poor  La  Mole^  —  a  soul  in  trouble,  if  ever  thero 
was  one;  a  soul  first  persecuted  by  friendship,  which  thres 
times  thrust  into  him  several  inches  of  cold  steel ;  a  soul 
burned  by  the  fire  of  your  eyes,  —  fire  a  thousand  times 
more  consuming  than  all  the  flames  of  Tartarus !  Have 
pity,  then,  on  this  poor  soul  1  Love  a  little  what  was  the 
handsome  La  Mole ;  and  if  you  no  longer  possess  speech, 
ah  1  bestow  a  gesture,  a  smile  upon  him.  The  soul  of  mj 
friend  is  a  very  intelligent  soul,  and  will  easily  compre- 
hend. Be  kind  to  him,  then ;  or,  mordi!  I  will  pass  my 
sword  through  the  body  of  Ben6,  in  order  that  by  virtue 
of  the  power  which  he  possesses  over  spirits,  he  may  force 
yoursi  which  he  has  already  so  opportunely  evoked,  to  do 
things  scarcely  becoming  to  an  honest  shade,  such  as  you 
appear  to  be." 

At  that  peroration,  delivered  in  the  character  of  iEneas 
in  the  realm  of  shades,  Marguerite  could  not  repress  a  great 
burst  of  laughter;  but  preserving  the  silence  proper  for 
a  royal  shade,  she  presented  her  hand  to  Coconnas,  who 
took  it  tenderly  in  his  own,  and  calling  to  La  Mole, 
said,  ''  Shade  of  my  friend,  come  hither  instantly  1 " 

La  Mole,  amazed,  overcome,  silently  obeyed. 

"  'T  is  well,"  said  Coconnas,  taking  him  by  the  back 
of  the  head ;  ''  and  now  bring  the  shadow  of  your  hand- 
some  brown  countenance  into  contact  with  the  white  and 
vaporous  hand  before  you." 

And  Coconnas,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  placed 
this  most  delicate  hand  to  La  Mole's  lips,  and  kept  them 
for  a  moment  respectfully  united ;  nor  did  the  hand  seek 
to  withdraw  itself  from  the  sweet  constraint. 

Marguerite  had  not  ceased  to  smile.  But  Madame  de 
Nevers,  still  excited  by  the  unexpected  appearance  of  the 
two  gentlemen,  did  not  smila     Her  uneasiness  was  in- 


r  - 


l^Lk 


2sr 


:i  _  •-  nsA.  Jt    - 


NtT- 


..tf-    z 


»   _ 


■JC 


Zl    1 


■ 
E     ■  __ 


"^       *■ 


•c  t: 


:r  ^  -i-a 


1   »  "■" 


**•  «*  ^  *•« 


Kwcrd 


—  ▼" — ^  *  1  -y^i 


248  HABOUERITE  DE  YALOIS. 

listened,  towards  Coconnas,  to  see  if  the  expression  of  that 
gentleman's  countenance  harmonized  with  the  amorous  ad- 
dress of  his  Mend.  It  seemed  that  she  was  satisfied,  for 
hlushing^  hreathless,  conquered,  she  said  to  Coconnaa^  with 
a  smile  which  disclosed  a  double  row  of  pearls  endoaed  in 
coral,  '*  Is  this  true  1 " 

"  Mordil^  exclaimed  Coconnas,  &scinated  by  her  IooIl, 
''  it  is  true  indeed.  Oh,  yes,  Madame,  it  is  true,  —  true 
on  my  life ;  true  on  my  death  !  ** 

*'  There,  then,**  said  Henriette,  extending  to  him   her 
hand,  while  her  eyes  proclaimed  the  feelings  of  her  heart 
Coconnas  and  La  Mole  each  approached  his  lady-love, 
when  suddenly  the  door  at  the  bottom  opened,  and  Bene 
appeared. 

"  Silence  1 "  he  exclaimed,  in  a  voice  which  at  once 
damped  all  the  ardor  of  the  lovers ;  ''  silence  1 " 

And  they  heard  in  the  soHd  wall  the  sound  of  a  key  in 
a  lock,  and  of  a  door  grating  on  its  hinges. 

''But,''  said  Marguerite,  haughtily,  ''it  seems  to  me 
that  no  one  has  the  right  to  enter  while  we  are  here ! " 

"  Not  even  the  queen-mother  1 "  murmured  Ren4  in  her 
ear. 

Marguerite  instantly  rushed  out  by  the  exterior  stair- 
case, leading  La  Mole  after  her ;  Henriette  and  Coconnas, 
half-embracing,  followed  them.  They  aU  four  fled,  as  fly 
at  the  first  noise  the  birds  we  have  seen  engaged  in  loving 
parley  on  the  boughs  of  a  flowering  shrub. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

THB    BLAOK    HBN8. 

It  was  time  for  the  two  couples  to  disappear*  Catherine 
tamed  the  key  in  the  lock  jost  as  Coconnas  and  Madame 
de  Neveis  closed  the  end  door,  and  she  could  hear  their 
steps  on  the  stairs.  She  cast  a  suspicious  glance  around, 
and  then  fixing  her  eyes  on  Ren^,  who  stood  motionless 
before  her,  said,  "  Who  was  that  1 " 

"  Only  some  lovers,  who  are  quite  content  with  the 
assurance  I  gave  them^  that  they  are  really  in  love." 

"Never  mind  them,"  said  Catherine,  shrugging  her 
shoulders ;  "  is  there  no  one  here )  " 

**  No  one  but  your  Majesty  and  myself" 

"Have  you  done  what  I  ordered  youl" 

^' About  the  two  black  hens?" 

«  Yes." 

"  They  are  ready,  Madame." 
Ah,"  muttered  Catherine,  "  if  you  were  a  Jew  1 " 
Why  a  Jew,  Madame  1 " 

'^  Because  you  could  then  read  the  Hebrew  treatises 
concerning  sacrifices.  I  have  had  one  of  them  translated, 
and  I  found  that  it  was  not  in  the  heart  or  liver,  as  among 
the  Romans,  that  the  Hebrews  sought  for  omens,  but  in 
the  brain,  and  the  letters  traced  there  by  the  all-powerful 
hand  of  destiny." 

**  Tes,  Madame ;  so  I  have  heard  firom  an  old  rabbi." 

**  There  are,"  said  Catherine,  "  characters  thus  marked 
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that  reveal  all  the  futoie.     Only  the  GhaldsBan    aeets 
recommeiid  —  " 

"  What  1 "  aaked  Reu^,  seeing  the  queen  hesitate. 

''That  the  experiment  shall  he  tried  on  the  Imman 
hrain,  as  more  developed  and  more  nearly  sympatliizixig' 
with  the  wishes  of  the  consulter." 

"  Alas  ! "  said  Rene,  "  your  Majesty  knows  it  is  im- 
possihle." 

" Difficulty  at  leasts"  said  Catherine ;  ''if  we  had  known 
this  at  the  Saint  Bartholomew  what  a  rich  harvest  we 
might  have  had.    But  I  will  think  of  it  the  first  time  any- 
hody  is  to  he  hanged     Meantime,  let  us  do  what  we  can. 
Is  the  chamher  of  sacrifice  prepared  1 " 

"  Yes,  Madame." 

"  Let  us  go  there." 

Ren^  lighted  a  taper  made  of  strange  suhstances  and 
emitting  strong  odors,  and  preceded  Catherine  into  the 
celL  Catherine  selected  from  among  the  sacrificial  in- 
struments a  knife  of  hlue  steel,  while  Ren^  took  up  one 
of  the  fowls  that  were  crouched  in  the  comer. 

"  How  shall  we  proceed)" 

"  We  will  examine  the  liver  of  the  one  and  the  hrain 
of  the  other.  If  these  two  experiments  lead  to  the  same 
result  with  the  former,  we  must  needs  he  convinced." 

"With  which  shall  we  commence) " 

"  With  the  Hver." 

"  Very  well^"  said  Ren4,  and  he  fastened  the  bird  down 
to  two  rings  attached  to  the  little  altar,  so  that  the 
creature,  turned  on  its  hack,  could  only  struggle,  without 
stirring  from  the  spot.  Catherine  opened  its  breast  with 
a  single  stroke  of  her  knife ;  the  fowl  uttered  three  ories, 
and  after  some  convulsions,  expired. 

"  Always  three  cries  I "  said  Catherine, «—  "  three  signs 
of  death."    She  then  opened  the  body.     "And  the  liver 
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cried  she,  casting  the  knife  firom  her,  ''I  am  accimed  in 
my  posterity ! " 

She  was  terrihle,  that  woman,  pale  as  a  corpse,  lighted 
hy  the  dismal  taper,  and  clasping  her  hloody  hands. 

^  He  will  reign  !  **  she  exdaimed  with  a  sigh  of  despair  ; 
**  he  will  reign  !  " 

"  He  will  reign !"  repeated  Ben^,  hnried  in  meditation* 

The  gloomy  expression  of  Catherine's  face  soon  dis- 
appeared in  the  light  of  a  thought  which  seemed  to  spring 
up  in  the  depths  of  her  mind. 

^'Ren^,"  said  she,  without  lifting  her  head  from  her 
breast,  —  "  Ren^,  do  you  recollect  the  terrible  history  of 
a  doctor  at  Perugia,  who  killed  at  once,  by  the  aid  of 
a  pomade,  his  daughter  and  his  daughter's  lover  t" 

"Yes,  Madame." 

''And  this  lover  was  —  "continued  Catherine,  still 
meditating. 

"  Was  King  Ladislas,  Madame." 

*'  Ah,  yes ! "  murmured  she ;  "  have  you  any  account  of 
this  history  r* 

*'  I  have  an  old  book  that  mentions  it,"  replied  Ben^. 

**  Well,  let  us  go  into  the  other  chamber,  and  then  you 
can  show  it  to  me." 

They  left  the  cell,  the  door  of  which  Een4  closed  after 
him. 

"Has  your  Majesty  any  other  orders  to  give  me 
concerning  the  sacrifices  1" 

"No,  Een^,  none;  I  am  satisfied  for  the  present  We 
will  wait  tiU  we  can  procure  the  head  of  some  one 
condemned;  and  on  the  day  of  the  next  execution  you 
must  arrange  for  it  with  the  executioner." 

Ren^  bowed  and  approached  the  shelves,  where  stood 
the  books,  mounted  a  chair  and  took  down  one  of  them, 
and  handed  it  to  the  queen-mother. 


CatiMnne  al  down  at  a  tabia,  Ben^  placed  the  magie 
taper  doaa  to  her,  and  bj  its  dim  and  hmd  glaze  ihe  nad 
&  few  lines. 

**  Good ! "  aaid  ahe ;  *«  thia  is  all  I  wnnted  to  know." 

She  rose  firom  her  aeaty  leaving  the  book  on  the  table, 
bat  bearing  awaj  the  idea  that  had  germinated  in  her 
Eiind,  and  which  woold  ripen  thenu  Bene  waited  bb- 
s^ieetfalljy  t^ier  in  hand,  nntil  the  queen,  who  oeemed 
tbout  to  retire^  ahoold  give  him  •^^^itinwal  ordera  or  aak 
other  qweationa,  Catherine  walked  op  and  down  leyeiai 
timea  without  qwaking  Then,  anddenlj  stopping  hf^tm 
Een^,  and  fixing  on  him  her  ejea,  round  and  piercing  aa 
Uiose  of  a  bird  of  ^nj,  **  Confaaa  joa  have  given  hec 
some  loye-dnm^ty"  said  she* 

*"  Whom  t  **  aaked  Ben^,  starting. 

"LaSanve." 

«!,  Madame  1' said  Ben^;  ''nefwl'* 

«  Xeyer  t " 

''I  swear  it." 

"There  moat  be  some  magic  in  it,  however,  for  he  ia 
desperatelj  in  love  with  her,  though  he  is  not  fiunotia  fi>r 
hifl  eonstancj.** 

<«  Who,  Biadaiiie  1  * 

''He,  Henri  the  aeemaed;  be  who  ia  to  aocceed  mj 
three  sons ;  he  who  shall  one  daj  sit  upon  the  throne  of 
Fiance  and  be  eaUed  Henri  lY^  and  ia  jet  the  sen  of 
Jttime  d'Albni."  And  Catherine  accompaniefi  thei^  lant 
voids  with  a  ai^  that  made  Ben^  ahiuider,  for  he  th/in$r^.t 
of  the  fiunooa  gloves  be  had  prepared  b j  Catherine's  ^^rifif 
for  the  Qtieen  of  Navana 

**  He  nma  after  her  still,  then  t "  said  Ben^ 

*"  Still,"  replied  the  queen. 

''I  thought  that  the  King  of  Xavam  wm  quite  ta  kve 
with  hia  wifc  now." 
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<<  All  a  fiuce,  Ren^.     I  know  not  why,  but  everybody 
is  seeking  to  deceive  me.    Mj  daughter  Maiguezite    is 
leagued  against  me ;  perhaps  she  too  is  looking  forwaxd 
to  her  brothers'  death ;  perhaps  she  hopes  to  be  Qaeen 
of  France." 

''  Tes,  perhaps/'  said  Ren^,  fedling  back  into  his  revezy, 
and  echoing  Catherine's  terrible  doubt 

"  Ha !  we  shall  see,"  said  Catherine,  advancing  towards 
the  great  door,  for  she  doubtless  judged  it  useless  to  desoend 
the  secret  stair,  after  Eene's  assurance  that  they  were  alone. 
Ren^  preceded  her,  and  in  a  few  minutes  they  stood  in  the 
laboratory  of  the  perfumer. 

*'  Tou  promised  me  some  fresh  cosmetics  for  my  hands 
and  lips,  Een^ ;  the  winter  is  approaching,  and  you  know 
how  tender  my  skin  is." 

'^  I  have  already  thought  of  that^  Madame ;  and  I 
intended  to  bring  you  some  to-morrow." 

**  I  shall  not  be  visible  before  nine  o'clock  to-moirow 
evening ;  I  shall  be  occupied  with  my  devotions  during 
the  day." 

"  I  will  be  at  the  Louvie  at  nine  o'clock,  then, 
Madame." 

"  Madame  de  Sauve  has  beautiful  hands  and  lips,"  said 
Catherine,  in  a  careless  tone.  "  What  pomade  does  she 
usel" 

"  Heliotrope." 

"  For  her  hands  1 " 

«  Yes." 

"  What  for  her  lips  1 " 

"  She  is  going  to  tiy  a  new  composition  of  my  inven- 
tion, and  of  which  I  intended  to  bring  your  Majesty  a 
box  at  the  same  time." 

Catherine  mused  an  instant.  **  She  is  certainly  veiy 
beautiful,"  said  she,  pursuing  her  secret  thoughts;  "and 
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•*  And  «o  devoted  to  yoiir  Mfciesiy.''  md.  1 

Catherine  shmgged  ber  moni-ifias.     *-  V^h-  t  -»• 
Icvea^*'  she  said,  "  is  she 
Too  most  baTe  giTOi  ber 

•*  I  swear  I  have  not,  Madamfe.'* 

«*  Well,  well  ;  we  11  SBT  nc  il^r  t'^rz:  tl     'i-'-r  s,^ 
this  opiate  you  apoke  a^  u^  m  ic  lUaArr  iKr  i.>  r-L 

more  rosy. 

Ren^  approached  a  sL^  ai.d   *t.  -»r^:    :,s:i.-r::iK   rjr 

««»il1  silrer  boxes  rf  a  r:-::iii  «^->t.  n.— ^:  ^.^  'T  *  -^ 
"This  is  the  only  sp^cH  ►'-*  ^^^  b*£-=--  z^.  i  ^^  ,  M»f^^, 
Ben^  ;  "  it  is  true,  as  t^tzt  :>^^:^=srr  *.-.«  I  iar»-:  ---,.>!.«: 
It  expressly  for  her,  for  ner  ^;^«  aet  ■.  iri.-r^  *-.c  *>-  n-. 
and  wind  aflfect  them  eq:al7-* 

Catherine  opened  oi^e  3^  li*  V.rs«  :  s  tr.tSiL^iPfC  t. 
heaatifol  cannine  pafic 

«  Give  me  some  pas:*  5 -•?  =T  islX  ^Lttj-  "  «^^  «  m^  . 
"  I  win  take  it  wiih  Sit-* 

Ben^  took  the  taper,  aad  w^^  •.:  ^c  ii  t.  ;;^- *^'^ 
diawer  what  the  q3e«  aei^i  f -e.  A*  i#t  T-rv-:.  i^ 
^nded  that  he  saw  xL*  q -^^^  ^.'L':^<L  a  v  x  --=-  -^  .-r 
0Mnile.     He  waa,  h:rr^ver.  vx,  £t= 


pilfcrings  to  lall  in^o  tbe  zzr^^l-^^^.  '/  «^ 
ceive  the  movemeat :    ac*,   wTt;*^b:.?  'i^   'r>r=^.-t    •  >, 
demanded  in  a  paper  'laj  ^r::i=.*^v<  v-si  ^^«r  i?  ,^ 
"Here  it  is,  M*ia=:^"  i^  K-i- 

"Thanks,  Ben^"  Kt:=T*ei  tii*  -r^*^  ;  -J:^^  a.^>r  * 
moment's  silence,  *•  iK)  »r*  zf^e  l£*i2.=>e  ie  -^.^t  •- -.-: 
paste  for  a  few  dayi ;  I  wi^L  V.  =ai:*  ^^  lr«  ^--a:  .f  ::: 
myselL**     And  she  approa/^rb^d  tbe  dy-«. 

"  Shall  I  have  toe  L  jo:*  of  •a^-.rzz^  jvz:  Y^l^^z  '• ' 
asked  Ben^ 
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''  Only  to  ihe  end  of  the  bridge,"  replied  Catberine  ; 
<'my  gentlemen  and  my  litter  wait  for  me  there." 

They  left  the  honse,  and  at  the  end  of  the  Rue  Baxillerie 
four  gentlemen  on  horseback  and  a  plain  litter  'were  in 
attendance. 

On  his  return,  Bend's  first  care  was  to  oonnt  his  boxes 
of  opiates ;  one  was  wanting. 
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curtains  of  rose-colored  satini  encloeiDg  a  recess  omamented 
by  a  mirror  set  in  silver,  and  by  paintings  representing 
the  loves  of  Venus  and  Adonis,  —  these  were  the  ioom% 
as  we  should  say  to-day,  the  nest^  of  the  lovely  Cbai^ 
lotte  de  la  Sauve,  lady-in-waiting  to  her  Migesty  Queen 
Catherine. 

A  more  careful  examination  of  the  apartments  we  have 
just  been  describing  discovered  a  toilet  provided  with  all 
the  accessories  of  female  beauty,  nearly  opposite  to  which 
was  a  small  door  opening  into  a  kind  of  oratory,  wheie, 
at  an  elevation  of  two  steps  fiN>m  the  giound,  stood  a 
carved  prie^ieu.    Against  the  walls  were  suspended,  as 
if  to  offset  the  two  mythological  pictures  we  have  men 
tioned,  three  or  four  paintings  of  a  most  elevated  spiritoaZ 
tone.    Among  these  paintings,  on  gilded  nails  were  bung 
weapons  adapted  to  woman's  use ;  for  in  these  times  of 
mysterious  intrigue,  women  carried  arms  as  well  as  men, 
and  very  frequently  employed  them  as  skilfully. 

The  evening  on  which  we  have  introduced  the  reader 
to  Madame  do  Sauve's  apartments  was  the  one  foUowii^ 
the  scenes  in  which  Maitre  Ben^  had  played  so  conspicu- 
ous a  part ;  and  the  fair  CharlottOi  seated  beside  Henri  in 
her  sleeping-chamber,  was  eloquently  discoursing  of  her 
fears  and  affection,  and  touched  on  the  devotion  she  had 
exhibited  the  night  succeeding  the  massacre  of  Saint  Bar 
tholomew,  —  the  night  which  Henri  had  spent  in  Mar- 
guerite's apartments.    Henri  expressed  to  her  his  gratitude. 
Madame  de  Sauve  was  charming  that  evening  in  her  sim- 
ple white  dressing-gown,  and  Henri  was  very  gratefuL   In 
the  midst  of  it  all,  Henri,  though  loving,  waa  dreamy ; 
and  Madame  de  Sauve,  who  had  come  to  cherish  with  all 
her  heart  that  love  eigoined  by  Oatherine,  watched  Henri 
to  see  if  his  eyes  were  in  harmony  with  his  words, 

''Come,  Henri,"  said  Madame  de  Sauve^  '*be  firank* 
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**  I  love  you/'  replied  Madame  de  Sanve,  with  a  charm- 
ing smiley  and  pladng  her  heantifiQ  hand  in  thai  of  her 
lover. 

Henri  held  her  hand  in  his.  **  Bat,"  replied  he,  pop- 
suing  his  thought,  "suppose  I  had  divined  that  secret 
which  philosophers  have  sought  in  vain  three  thousand 
years,  —  at  least,  as  regards  you,  Charlotte," 

Madame  de  Sauve  hlushed. 

"  Ton  love  me,"  continued  Henri ;  "  consequently  I  have 
nothing  else  to  ask  of  you,  and  I  consider  myself  the  hap- 
piest man  in  the  world.  But,  you  know,  to  happiness 
there  is  always  something  lacking.  Adam,  in  the  midst 
of  Paradise,  did  not  find  himself  entirely  happy,  and  he 
ate  of  that  wretched  apple  which  has  entailed  upon  us  the 
curiosity  which  leads  every  one  to  spend  his  life  seeking 
something  unknown.  Tell  me,  sweetheart^  to  aid  me  in 
my  own  quests  did  not  Queen  Catherine  tell  you,  in  the 
first  place,  to  love  me  1 " 

"  Henri,"  said  Madame  de  Sauve,  "  speak  low  when  you 
speak  of  the  queen-mother." 

"  Oh ! "  said  Henri,  with  a  careless  confidence  which 
deceived  even  Madame  de  Sauve,  "  it  was  wise  formerly 
to  distrust  her  —  that  good  mother-^ when  we  were  not 
agreed;  hut  now  that  I  am  the  hushand  of  her 
daughter  —  " 

**  The  hushand  of  Madame  Marguerite  1  *'  said  Madame 
de  Sauve,  hlushing  with  jealousy. 

''  Speak  low  in  your  turn,"  said  Henri.  "  Now  that  I 
am  the  hushand  of  her  daughter,  we  are  the  hest  friends 
in  the  world.  What  did  they  wanti  Apparently,  that 
I  should  turn  Catholic.  Very  well,  grace  has  touched 
me,  and  hy  the  favor  of  Saint  Bartholomew  I  have  he- 
come  a  Catholic.  We  live  now  harmoniously,  as  good 
Christians.*' 
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^  And  Queen  Margaerite  1  ** 

'^QaeenliaigiMritel''  «id  Haan;''dieiiti»te 
binds  lUb" 

**  Bat  you  told  me,  Henii,  thai  the  Qoeeii  <£  5j 
in  gratitade  for  my  derotion  to  ho^  had  beoi  ^esMErrjom  zn 
me.  K  yoQ  told  me  what  was  tnie^  if  that  ^suermscj  ^\r 
which  I  have  felt  so  mueh  gratitade  ii  real,  ahe  ia  '»jljj  a 
eonTentional  bond  of  nnioD,  eaay  to  break.  Yjl  <aamc 
therefore,  net  on  that  support^  lor  yoa  decexre  ao 
with  that  pxetended  intimaey.'' 

**  I  leet  on  it,  neTertheleas ;  and  fisr  three  ar.nSKs  k 
the  pillow  on  which  I  hare  afept." 

^Then,  Henri,"  cried  Madame  de  Sanre,  '^yvi 
deoeired  me;  and  Madame  MargncDte  ■  in  aii 
your  wife." 

Henri  amiled. 

'"There,  Henri!'  said  Medanie  de  SKme.  '^'±^aft  m  hb* 
of  thoee  anulea  which  exasperate  me,  w'r^-ji  :zjrAan  zjt 
Bometimea  with  a  sayage  impolae  to  tear  j^-jb  «7^  v:^. 
king  though  you  are.** 

''Then,''  said  Henri,  ''I  ^n  wsuxxxdAd  2l  ^^>z^:uf 
some  one  with  that  pretended  intimainr,  iizi%  7  vs.  mys^^ 
times  wish  to  tear  out  my  eye%  k:^  \Lfr.^  I  mi^ 
because  you  belieye  that  it  czistB  1* 

''Henri  1  Henri  I "  said  Madame  de  Secnt.  "I  V^t^ 
that  God  himself  does  not  know  whet  yoa  vau^j  X'l,lm,.'* 

"I  think,  my  dear,**  said  Henri,  ''that  iz.  ;£«  tsA  ys^^^ 
Gstherine  told  yoa  to  lore  me,  and  tLal  u>sm  yj^  vrsc/*. 
told  you  to;  and  that  when  those  two  tok^  *^>^^,  ;v» 
hear  only  the  yoice  of  your  heail  5ow,  ir>r  a:.y  '/a^.^  ^ 
k>Te  youy  and  with  all  my  aooL  And  it  is  f>r  \csA  tr^f 
leaaon  that  I  keep  from  yoa  aeeneu,  th«  ku/w^/^^ '/ 
which  might  compromise  yoa,  —  Cc«  the  fn^t/U::,.;,  ^A  ''.ua 
queen  ia  changeable;  it  is  that  of  a  i^JU^xM^^t^mf^ 
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This  was  not  what  Charlotte  had  ooanted  on ;  it 
to  her  that  the  veil  which  thickened  between  her  and  ber 
lover  whenever  she  attempted  to  sound  the  &tbonile8B 
depths  of  his  heart,  had  assumed  the  solidity  of  a  wall, 
and  separated  them  from  each  other.  On  receiving  that 
answer  she  felt  the  tears  coming  into  her  eyes ;  and  as  at 
that  moment  the  clock  struck  ten,  "  Sire,**  she  said,  '*  it  Is 
my  hour  for  retiring,  and  I  must  be  with  the  queen- 
mother  very  early  to-morrow  morning." 

"Tou  drive  me  away  then  to-night,  my  dearl"  said 
Henri. 

"  Henri,  I  am  sad ;  and  you  would  think  me  croeSy  and 
would  love  me  no  longer.  Tou  see  yourself  that  it  is 
much  better  that  you  should  withdraw." 

"  So  be  it,"  said  Henri.  ''  I  will  go  if  you  insist  on  it ; 
but,  veiUre-Bdint-gris  !  you  wiU  give  me  the  privilege  of 
assisting  at  your  toilet  1" 

''  Does  not  your  Majesty  fear  the  displeasure  of  Queen 
Marguerite,  should  you  protract  your  departure  1 " 

''  Charlotte,"  answered  Henri,  with  a  serious  air,  *'  we 
agreed  never  to  allude  to  or  mention  the  name  of  Ae 
Queen  of  Navarre,  and  it  seems  to  me  as  though  to- 
night we  had  talked  of  nothing  else." 

Madame  de  Sauve  arose  with  a  sigh,  and  seated  hsrself 
before  her  toilet-table,  while  Henri,  drawing  a  chair  beside 
her,  placed  one  knee  on  the  seat^  and  leaning  on  the  baok^ 
ezokdmed,-— 

^^M<m  Dieiil  how  many  things  you  have  here,  my 
pretty  Chariottel — scent-bottles,  powders,  pots  of  pei^ 
fume,  odoriferous  pastilles^  phials,  washes!" 

*'  It  seems  a  great  deal,"  said  Charlotte,  with  a  sigh ; 
''and  yet  it  is  not  enough,  since  vrith  all  that^  I  have  not 
yet  found  the  way  to  reign  alone  in  your  M^esty's  heart" 

"  Come^  come,  sweetheart,"  interrupted  Henii,  *'  do  not 
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ki  08  fell  l)Rck  on  polities.  What  is  the  use  of  this 
delicately  small  pencil  t  Is  it  to  paint  the  biows  of  my 
Olympian  Jupiter  1'* 

*'  Yest  Site/'  leplidd  Madame  de  Sauve,  smiling;  *'yoa 
have  hit  it  the  first  time.'* 

**  And  that  pretty  little  ivory  rake  1 " 

"  It  is  for  tracing  the  line  of  the  hair/' 

"  And  this  charming  little  silver  box,  with  the  lid  so 
elegantly  wrought  and  embossed)" 

"  That,  Sire,  was  sent  to  me  by  Ben6 ;  it  contains  the 
lip-salve  so  long  promised  by  him,  to  sweeten  stUl  farther 
the  lips  which  your  Majesty  has  the  goodness  to  thihk 
sometimes  ai^  sweet  enougL" 

Henri,  as  if  to  attest  the  words  of  the  charming  wo- 
man, whose  face  brightened  in  proportion  as  she  took 
again  the  ground  of  coquetry,  applied  his  lips  to  those 
which  the  baroness  was  attentively  considering  in  the 
mirror. 

Charlotte  put  her  hand  on  the  box  of  which  they  had 
been  speaking,  doubtless  to  show  Henri  how  the  paste  was 
used,  when  a  sudden  knocking  at  tlie  door  made  the  lovers 
start. 

**  Madame,"  said  Dariole,  introducing  her  head  through 
the  curtains  that  hung  before  the  entrance  to  the  chamber, 
"  some  one  knocks." 

''Go  see  who  it  iS|  and  return  quickly,''  said  her 
mistress. 

During  the  absence  of  the  confidante,  Henri  and  Ghar^ 
lotte  exchanged  looks  of  oonsiderabk  alarm,  the  former 
contemplating  a  hasty  retreat  to  the  oratory,  whioh  had 
before  now  afforded  him  a  safe  hiding-place  when  silni- 
krly  surprised. 

"  Madame  1  "  cried  Dariole,  "  it  is  Mattre  Bend  the 
perfumer.' 


ti 
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At  this  name  a  firown  darkened  the  brow  of  Henri,  and 
hia  lips  were  inyolontarily  oompiessed. 

''  Shall  I  send  him  away  1 "  asked  Charlotte. 

"  By  no  means/'  answered  Henri ;  "  Mattre  Ren6  ib  one 
of  those  persons  who  do  nothing  without  a  motive ;  i£  he 
comes  to  see  you  he  has  some  reason  for  it." 

''  Do  you  wish  to  conceal  yourself) " 

"  On  no  accounty"  replied  Henri  ;   "  for  Maitre  Ben4, 
who  knows  everything,  knows  that  I  am  here." 

"  But  are  there  not  reasons  why  his  presence  should  be 
unpleasant  to  your  Majesty ) " 

''  No  I "  auswered  Henri,  vainly  striving  to  conceal  hia 
emotion,  "  none  whatever.  T  is  true  there  was  a  coolness 
between  us ;  but  since  the  night  of  Saint  Bartholomew, 
we  have  made  up  all  our  differences." 

"Show  Mattre  Ren6  in,"  said  Madame  de  Sauve  to 
Dariole.  A  moment  later  Ben6  entered  the  chamber,  cast- 
ing around  him  a  quick,  searching  glance  that  took  in  all 
the  chamber.  He  found  Madame  de  Sauve  sitting  before 
her  toilet,  and  Henri  reclining  on  the  sofa  at  the  oppo- 
site end  of  the  room,  so  that  while  the  full  light  fell  upon 
Charlotte,  Henri  remained  in  shadow. 

Madame,"  said  Ren6,  with  a  sort  of  respectful  freedom, 

I  come  to  offer  my  apologies  to  you." 

**  And  wherefore,  my  good  Ren6 1 "  asked  Madame  de 
Sauve,  with  that  air  of  condescension  which  pretty  women 
exhibit  to  the  world  of  attendants  who  surroimd  them  and 
contribute  to  their  beauty. 

"Because  I  promised  so  long  ago  to  invent  a  new 
beautifier  for  those  lovely  lips,  and  —  " 

"And  have  delayed  fulfilling  that  promise  until  this 
very  day,  —  that  is  what  you  mean,  is  it  not^  my  worthy 
Mattre  Ren6 1 "  inquired  Charlotte. 

"  Until  to-day  1 "  repeated  Ben6. 
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Majesty  by  mj  visitP  leplied  the  peifufiiery  taking  a  alep 
backwards. 

"  Not  in  the  least,  but  I  shoold  like  to  know  one  thix^." 

<<Whatiathat»Siiet" 

^*  Did  yon  expect  to  find  me  here  t " 

**  I  was  quite  suie  of  it^" 

**  Ton  weie  seeking  me,  then  1 " 

''  I  am  at  least  very  happy  to  have  met  yoor  Majestj.'' 

"  YoQ  have  something  to  say  to  me  V  permuted  Henri. 

<'  Perh^M,  Siie^"  said  Ben^. 

Charlotte  blushed,  for  she  feared  that  the  lerelation  the 
perfumer  seemed  tempted  to  make  to  Henri  might  relate 
to  her  previous  conduct  towards  the  king ;  feigning  these- 
fore  so  entire  an  absorption  in  the  duties  of  her  toilet 
as  not  to  have  heard  a  word  that  had  passed,  she  in- 
termpted  the  conversation  by  exclaiming,  as  ahe  opened 
the  box  of  lip-salve:  — 

*'Een^  you  are  a  ohanning  man;  the  color  of  tiiis 
ointment  is  wonderfuL  Since  you  are  here,  I  will^  in 
your  honor,  make  a  trial  of  your  new  production  in  your 
presence." 

So  saying,  she  dipped  the  tip  of  her  finger  in  the 
vermilion  paste,  and  was  just  about  to  raise  it  to  her  lips. 
Bend  shuddered.  The  hand  of  the  baroness  had  almost 
touched  her  lips.  Bjsa6  turned  pale.  Henri,  concealed  in 
deep  shadow,  watching  with  fixed  and  glowing  eyes^  lost 
not  a  movement  of  ihe  one  nor  a  shudder  of  the  olheL 
Bend  became  ghastly  pale  as  the  distance  between  the 
finger  of  Charlotte  and  her  lips  was  diminished  to  the 
smallest  possible  space ;  then  suddenly  springing  forward, 
he  arrested  her  ann  at  the  very  instant  that  Henri  arose 
with  the  same  intention.  The  king  instantly  fell  back  on 
the  sofe  without  the  slightest  noiae. 

M  One  moment,  Madame  I  **  cried  Bend^  with  a  fiiroed 
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^  btti  thk  oinltxieiki  xnnBt  not  be  used  without  very 
ptttieokr  dizvcUoD*.'' 

"  Ajid  who  will  supply  me  with  theee  diieotioiiB  Y" 

"  I  wiU."  ' 

*' And  when  1" 

"At  toon  as  I  have  finished  saying  what  I  have  to  say 
to  his  Majesty  the  King  of  Navarre." 

Chariotte  opened  hereyes,  understanding  nothing  of  the 
mysterious  words  uttered  in  her  presence^  and  remained 
holding  the  pot  of  salve  in  one  hand,  and  looking  at  the 
eod  of  her  finger  tinged  by  the  roseate  ointment. 

Henri  arose,  and  moved  by  an  idea  which,  like  all  the 
thoughts  of  the  young  king,  had  two  sides, — the  one 
apparently  superficial,  and  the  other  profound,  —  went 
straight  to  Charlotte,  and  taking  her  hand,  reddened  as 
it  was  with  the  ointment^  feigned  to  be  about  to  cariy  it 
to  his  Hps. 

**  Wait  one  minute !  **  exclaimed  Rend,  eagerly ;  ^*  but 
an  instant  I  Be  kind  enough,  Madame,  to  wash  your 
beautiful  hands  with  this  Naples  soap,  which  I  quite  for- 
got to  send  when  I  sent  the  ointment^  and  which  I  have 
had  the  honor  of  bringing  to  you  myself.'*  And  drawing 
from  its  silver  envelope  a  cake  of  greenish  soap,  he 
put  it  into  a  gilt  basin,  poured  water  upon  it,  and  bend- 
ing one  knee  to  the  ground,  he  presented  the  whole  to 
Madame  de  Sauve. 

''Why,  really,  Mattre  RBn6/*  cried  Henri,  ''your 
gallantry  quite  astonishes  me;  you  put  our  court  beaux 
quite  out  of  the  field  I " 

"Oh,  what  a  delicious  odorl"  exclaimed  Charlotte, 
nibbing  her  fiur  hands  with  the  pearly  froth  that  arose 
from  the  balmy  soap. 

Rend,  unmoved  by  Henri's  raillery,  continued  to  fulfil 
his  self-imposed  duties  with  the  most  rigorous  exactitude. 
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Putting  aside  the  basin  he  had  held,  he  pieeented  Cfaazlotte 
with  a  towel  of  the  most  delicate  textme,  and  irhen  she 
had  thoroughly  dried  her  hands,  said,  "  And  noiv^  Maor 
seigneur,  act  according  to  your  pleasure." 

Charlotte  held  out  her  hand  to  Henri,  who  Irimwd  it 
and  returned  to  his  seat,  more  convinced  than  ever  that 
something  most  extraordinary  was  going  on  in  the  mind 
of  the  Florentine. 

'<  Well  1 "  said  Charlotte. 

The  Florentine  appeared  as  though  trying  to  collect  all 
his  resolution,  and  after  a  short  hesitation,  turned  towaids 
Henri 
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CHAFTEE  XXn 


''SiBS,*  and  Beak  to  Hozi,  ^I 

ft  mtter  wfaich  liis  far  a  kac  toK  oeezzxisd  ^7  iso^'js^ 

"Wdl,  yw,   She;  of 
a  imgiilar  sigii  of  aoqxDeaDe9o& 


"  Well,  then,  ipak  od;  Iv  it 
modi  inteieflfted  me.* 

fieii^  looked  at  iht  Vne, 
impenefciBble  thonghts ;  Ics 
imaTaifiiig,  he  eontiiiiied,  **0^it  'A  vrt  ^jfSi'jk.  rr».  laa 
jut  aniTed  fion  Ykxtsnat ;  l£3i  ^yan  200  if^  vvsc  si.-v.x 
of  hii  tone  to  MtiologT." 

"Tfli^^aidHenrv  -I  fcwvit  k  a  r.'jcsfir:.-^  :;--^r-.::' 

"And  he  ha%  in  ajsc<i£ii:<3  vni  ^ii»  >»-:  :i^  v^di^  t:>n 
of  the  worid,  dzBva  tbe  LcruKr^^e  -jf  v^  y^-z^-T-^fu 
penonages  in  fnrofMi.* 

"Indeed!**  aadd  HcmL 

"And  «a  the  hoose  of  BfysrxjSL  m  vss/^rjz  v^  >:^c.'.r 
hooae^  defending,  aa  it  d:«aL  fe^ci  -vt  O*.^ v  ^  •  ''^T^^r^% 
fifth  arm  of  Saint  Loicia,  j'.G7  )Lxfatij  xa^  «^  ^,y/jm^ 
that  yoiua  hee  not  been  iarrMSifSLP 

Henri  liaffwd  atiH  bcr  irvT.Ti-r>i7,  **  kzA  ^^,  j-n 
recoUeet  this  horoecopef  he  end  vv:&  a  mi^j^  m 
iadiffareDt  aa  he  eonld  nafce  iL, 

"Oh!"  aiMWfwi  EcK,  trar'-ar  LJa  jMad;  '' f var 
horaaeope  a  one  sot  caaC  j  kx^XbOL 
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"  Really  ! "  said  Henri,  with  an  ironical  look. 

"  Tee,  Sire ;  your  Majesty,  according  to  the  indications 
of  this  horoscope,  is  called  to  the  most  brilliant  destiny.*' 

The  eyes  of  the  young  prince  emitted  an  involuntaiy 
flash,  extinguished  immediately  in  a  cloud  of  indiflerenoe. 
"All  these  Italian  oracles  are  flatterers,"  he  said,  "and 
he  who  flatters,  lies.  Are  there  not  botjoq  who  say  I  shall 
command  armies?"  And  he  burst  into  loud  laughter. 
But  an  observer  leas  occupied  than  Een6  would  have 
marked  and  comprehended  the  effort  this  laugh  had  eosL. 

''Sire/'  said  Ben^  coolly,  ''the  horoaoope  annoonces 
better  than  that'' 

"Does  it  announce  that  at  the  head  of  one  of  theae 
armies  I  shall  gain  battles  1" 

"  Better  than  that.  Sire." 

"  Well,  then,"  said  Henri,  "  aft  all  events  I  shall  be 
a  conqueror." 

Sire,  you  will  be  king  I  ^ 

Eh,  ventre-Maint-grit!**  said  Henri,  repressing  a  vio- 
lent palpitation  of  the  heart ;  "  am  I  not  so  already  %  " 

"Sire,  my  friend  knows  what  he  promises;  not  only 
will  you  be  king,  but  you  wiQ  reign." 

"  And  then,"  said  Henri,  in  the  same  strain  of  laiQeiy, 
"  your  friend  wants  ten  golden  crowns,  does  he  not,  Bene? 
For  such  a  prophecy  in  such  times  is  indeed  an  amfaitioas 
one.  Well,  well,  Ben^  I  am  not  rich ;  so  I  will  give 
your  friend  five  at  once,  and  the  other  five  when  the 
prophecy  shall  be  realized." 

"Sire,"  said  Madame  de  Sauve,  ''do  not  foxgei  what 
you  have  already  promised  to  Dariole,  and  do  nol  ove^ 
load  yourself  with  promises." 

"  Madame,"  said  Henri,  "  when  the  time  oomea  I  hqie 
I  may  be  treated  aa  a  king,  and  that  every  one  will  be 
well  satisfied  if  I  keep  half  of  my  proniaes." 
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"^  Wlut,  k  not  lial  bL  ! "  maid  HesnL     ^W^i^lmm 
an  emperor,  I  viH  give  djuTtif-,* 
**SiR^  Bj  friend  omw  froD  TlaxBDsst  visb  Lie  imr^ 


Mope^  whick  be  kas  imLWui  in  Pfezk.  and  vhiciA  givs 
igain  the  nine  ressh  ;  and  iie  naK  fsnTitiiwr  k.  me  m^sboaT 

**  A  aecTBt  that  ooncaeniB  hk  M&jesn- 1  *  inqmred  Ciiflf- 
lotte,  eagerij. 

**  I  beliere  bq,"  npoBd  tiie  FlDfrex.aii£. 

**  He  ItpartatnK,"  Henzi  aaid  tc-  hTixHyrf.  viibDfiii  afsiar 
Ren^  an  J  beljiL  ^  It  apiieas  thai  Uie  afiair  is  d.fiirT^h 
to  disclose." 

'Hien  aaj  it,"*  ■mipmimI  tiie  BaroooiB  de  Sacve. 
-Whit  is  it!" 

"  It  isy**  said  tike  FkBcntine,  wf^.-rhiTtg  each  of  his 
vonli  veil,  —  ^  it  is  in  nfBrenoe  to  the  lepoite  of  pjOKm- 
ing  which  hare  heen  cumkted  lur  aonie  time  at  cc»iut.** 

A  slight  expansion  of  the  noatriis  vas  the  oqIt  in- 
dicitioii  which  the  King  of  ^avaive  exhihited  of  his 
increased    attention  npon    this  sodden  chan^    in    the 


**  And  doea  joor  fiiend^  the  Flotentine^'*  inquired  the 
khkg,  **  know  anything  of  tbeae  poisonings  I  ** 

•*YeB,Si»." 

**  How  can  yon  confide  to  ne  a  secret  which  is  not  yoor 
owB,  Ben^,  —  and  paztknlaiiy  when  it  is  so  impoitant  I " 
inquired  Henii,  in  the  most  natozal  tone  he  could  assame^ 

^'My  friend  has  some  advice  to  ask  of  your  Majesty.* 

"Of  met" 

**  What  is  there  afftmritihing  in  thi%  Sire  I  VThen  my 
fnend  confided  his  secret  to  me,  your  Majesty  was  the 
int  diisf  of  the  GalTimstic  party,  and  M.  de  Gond^  the 
•eecmd.*' 

""WdlfohaBrYedHeoiL 
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Tbu  friend  hoped  yoa  would  use  your  all-poweifiil 
influence  with  the  Prince  de  Gond^  to  persuade  him  not 
to  he  hostile  towards  him.*' 

"  Explain  yoareelf,  Ren^,  if  yon  would  have  me  com- 
prehend you/'  replied  Henri,  without  manifesting  the  least 
alteration  in  his  features  or  voice. 

"  Sire,  your  Migesty  will  comprehend  at  the  first  word ; 
this  friend  knows  all  the  particulars  of  the  attempt  to 
poison  Monseigneur  le  Prince  de  Cond^." 

**  What !  did  they  attempt  to  poison  the  Prince  de 
Cond^f"  exclaimed  Henri,  with  well-acted  surprisa 
"  Indeed  !  and  when  was  that  1 " 

Ren^  looked  steadfastly  at  the  king,  and  replied  in  these 
words  only,  "  A  week  since,  your  Majesty." 

"  Some  enemy  1 "  inquired  the  king. 

**  Tes,"  replied  Ren6 ;  '*  an  enemy  whom  your  Majesty 
knows,  and  who  knows  your  Majesty." 

"Yes,  now  I  rememher,"  said  Henri;  '^I  must  have 
heard  this  spoken  o^  hut  I  am  ignorant  of  the  details,  — 
which  your  friend  would  disclose  to  me,  you  say." 

*'  Well,  a  scented  apple  was  offered  to  the  Prince  de 
Cond^,  hut  fortunately  his  physician  was  there  when  it 
was  hrought  to  him  ;  ho  took  it  from  the  messenger,  and 
smelt  it  Two  days  afterwards  a  gangrenous  humor  fonned 
in  his  face ;  then  an  extmvasation  of  hlood,  and  then  a 
cancerous  sore  which  ate  into  his  cheeks,  were  the  price 
of  his  devotion,  or  the  residt  of  his  imprudence." 

"  Unfortunately,  heing  already  half  a  Catholic,"  answered 
Henri,  "  I  have  lost  all  my  influence  over  M.  de  Cond^ 
and  therefore  your  friend  would  gain  nothing  hy  address- 
ing me." 

''  It  was  not  only  with  M.  de  Cond^  that  your  Majesty 
might  hy  your  influence  he  useftil  to  my  friend,  hut  with 
the  Prince  de  Porcian,  brother  of  him  who  was  poisoned." 


I< 
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**  What  1  '*  obsetved  the  king,  "  do  yoa  abo  know  the 
details  of  the  poisoning  of  the  Prince  de  Pordan  t " 

**  Yes,''  was  the  reply.  **  They  knew  that  he  burned 
every  night  a  lamp  near  his  bed ;  they  poisoned  the  oil, 
and  he  was  stifled  by  the  odor." 

Henri  clasped  his  hands  moist  with  perspiration.  **  Thus, 
theli,"  he  replied,  "  he  whom  you  term  your  fnend  knows 
not  only  the  details  of  this  poisoning,  but  the  author  of  it 
also?" 

"  Yes ;  and  that  is  why  he  wished  to  ascertain  from  you 
if  you  had  sufficient  influence  with  the  present  Prince 
de  Porcian  to  induoe  him  to  pardon  the  murderer  of  his 
brother  1 " 

"  Unfortunately/'  replied  Henri,  "  being  still  half  Hu- 
guenot, I  have  no  influence  over  the  Prince  de  Porcian ; 
your  friend  was  wrong  therefore  to  address  me." 

^  But  what  do  you  think  of  the  inclinations  of  M.  le 
Prince  de  Cond^  and  M.  de  Porcian  Y" 

"  How  should  I  know  their  inclinations,  Ren^  I  Ood 
has  not,  to  my  knowledge,  given  me  the  privilege  of 
reading  hearts." 

"  Your  Majesty  may  ask  yourself  the  question,"  said 
the  Florentine,  calmly,  —  "has  there  not  been  in  your 
Majesty's  life  some  event  so  gloomy  that  it  may  serve 
as  a  test  of  clemency;  so  painful  that  it  maj  be  a 
touchstone  for  generosity!" 

These  words  were  pronounced  in  a  tone  that  made 
Charlotte  shudder.  The  allusion  was  so  direct,  so  mani- 
fest, that  the  young  lady  turned  aside  to  hide  her  flushed 
&ce  and  avoid  Henri's  look. 

Henri  made  a  powerful  effort  over  himself,  smoothed 
his  brow,  which  during  the  Florentine's  address  had  been 
heavy  with  menace,  and  throwing  off*  the  noble  filial  sor- 
row which  oppressed  him,  he  said  with  an  air  of  vague 
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meditation,  ''In  my  life,  a  gloomy  eyent!  no,  Ben6, 
no;  I  only  recollect  the  folly  and  recklessness  of  my 
youth  mixed  with  the  necessities,  more  or  less  crael, 
imposed  by  the  demands  of  nature  and  the  discipline 
of  life." 

Ben^  mastered  himself  in  his  turn  and  directed  his 
glance  from  Henri  to  Charlotte,  as  if  to  excite  the  one 
and  restrain  the  other,  —  for  Charlotte,  going  towards  her 
toilet  to  conceal  her  weariness  of  this  conversation,  again 
extended  her  hand  towards  the  box  of  ointment 

"  But  if,  Sire,  you  were  the  brother  of  the  Prince  de 
Pordan,  or  the  son  of  the  Prince  de  Cond^  and  your 
brother  had  been  poisoned,  or  your  father  assassinated  1 ' 

Charlotte  uttered  a  cry,  and  again  was  about  to  apply 
the  ointment  to  her  lips.  Ren^  saw  the  movement,  but 
this  time  sought  neither  by  word  nor  by  gesture  to  arrest 
it ;  but  he  cried  out,  "  In  Heaven's  name,  answer,  Sire ! 
If  you  were  in  their  place»  what  would  you  do  I" 

Henri  collected  himself,  wiped  with  tremulous  hand  Us 
forehead  bedewed  with  drops  of  cold  perspiration,  and 
raising  his  figure  to  its  full  height,  repb'ed  in  the  midst 
of  the  breathless  silence  of  Ren^  and  Charlotte,  "  If  I 
were  in  their  place,  and  were  sure  of  being  king,  —  that 
is  to  say,  of  representing  God  on  earth,  —  I  would  do  like 
God  :  I  would  forgive  1 " 

"  Madame,"  exclaimed  Ben^,  snatching  the  opiate  from 
Madame  de  Sauve's  hands, — "  Madame,  give  me  that  box! 
I  see  that  my  assistant  made  a  mistake  in  bringing  it  to 
you;  to-monow  I  will  send  you  another." 
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CHAPTER  XXIIL 

A  NKW  00NV8RT. 

On  the  following  day  there  was  to  be  a  hnnt  in  the  forest 
of  SL  Germain.  Henri  had  desired  that  there  should  be 
lead  J,  at  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning,  saddled  and  bridled, 
a  small  Iftorse  of  the  Bdam  breed,  which  he  intended  as  a 
present  for  Madame  de  Saave,  but  which  he  first  wished 
to  try.  The  horse  was  duly  brought ;  and  as  the  clock 
itniek  eight,  Henri  descended. 

The  horse,  full  of  life  and  fire,  in  spite  of  its  small  size, 
WIS  lounging  about  in  the  courtyard.  It  was  cold,  and  a 
•light  hoar-frost  covered  the  ground.  Henri  was  about  to 
eiosB  the  courtyard  in  order  to  reach  the  stables,  where 
the  horae  and  his  groom  were  waiting,  when,  as  he  passed 
before  a  Swiss  soldier  who  was  on  guard  at  the  door,  the 
Mutinel  presented  arms  to  him,  saying,  ''God  preserve 
Us  Majesty  the  King  of  Navarre ! " 

At  this  wish,  and  particularly  the  accent  and  emphasis 
of  the  voice  that  uttered  it,  the  B^amais  started  and  took 
a  step  backwards.    "  Mouy  1 "  he  murmured. 

•*  Yes,  Sire,  Mouy.** 

"  And  what  are  you  doing  here  t  ** 

**  Seeking  you." 

*•  What  would  you  I " 

"  I  must  speak  to  your  Majesty  ! " 

**  Rash  man !  '*  said  the  king,  going  dose  to  him,  **  do 
you  know  that  you  risk  your  head  t " 

"  I  know  it.** 
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"  WeU  1 " 

"  Wei],  I  am  here." 

Henri  turned  slightly  pale,  for  he  knew  that  he  shared 
the  danger  .incurred  hy  the  zealous  young  man.  He  there- 
fore looked  anxiously  around,  and  recoiled  a  second  timey 
no  less  quickly  than  hefore.  He  saw  the  Due  d'Alen^n 
at  a  window.  Then,  changing  his  manner,  Henri  took 
the  musket  &om  Mouy,  and  appeared  to  he  examining  it. 

'^Mouy/'  be  said,  "it  is  some  very  poweifol  motive 
that  makes  you  come  thus  to  throw  yourself  into  the 
wolfs  throat." 

"  It  is,  Sire,  and  for  eight  days  I  have  heen  on  the 
watch.  It  was  only  yesterday  I  learned  that  your  Migesty 
meant  to  try  this  horse  this  morning,  and  I  took  my  post 
accordingly  at  this  door  of  the  Louvre." 

"  Why  undeor  this  costume  ? " 

^  The  captain  of  the  company  is  a  Protestant^  and  one 
of  my  friends." 

"  Take  your  musket,  and  continue  your  guard  We  aie 
watched.  As  I  return,  I  will  endeavor  to  say  a  word  to 
you ;  hut  if  I  do  not  speak  to  you,  do  not  stop  me^    Adieu !  "* 

Mouy  resumed  lus  measured  tread,  and  Henri  advanced 
towards  the  horse. 

"What  is  that  pretty  creatuxet"  inquired  the  Due 
d'Alengon  from  his  window. 

"A  horse  I  am  going  to  try  Uus  morning." 

"  But  it  is  not  a  man's  horse." 

"  It  is  intended  for  a  pretty  womaoBu" 

"  Be  careful,  Henri,  —  you  are  about  to  commit  an  im- 
prudence ;  for  we  shall  see  this  pretty  woman  at  the  chase, 
and  if  I  do  not  know  whose  chevalier  you  are,  I  shall  at 
Isast  leam  wrhose  esquiie  you  may  bcw" 

"  £h,  mon  Dieu  /  you  wiU  not  know,"  said  Henii,  with 
his  pretended  simplicity ;  "  for  this  pretty  woman  being 
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veiy  unwell  this  morning,  she  oannot  ride  t(Hlay."    And 
he  sprang  into  the  saddle. 

**  Ah,  bah ! "  said  D'Alen^n,  laughing ;  **  poor  Madame 
de  Sauve  I " 

*'  Fmn^ois  !  Francois  I  it  is  you  who  are  indiscreet/' 

*'  And  what  ails  the  lovely  Charlotte  ? "  inquired  the  duke. 

"  Why,"  answered  Henn,  "  I  hardly  know.  A  kind  of 
heaviness  in  the  head,  as  Dariole  informed  me ;  a  weak- 
ness in  all  her  limbs,  — «  a  general  feebleness,  in  short." 

**  And  will  that  prevent  you  from  accompanying  us  1 " 
inquired  D'Alen^n. 

"Why  should  iti"  was  Henri's  reply.  "You  know 
how  madly  I  love  a  hunt,  and  that  nothing  would  make 
me  miss  one.** 

**Tou  will  miss  this,  however,  Henri,"  replied  the 
duke,  after  turning  round  and  speaking  to  some  one 
whom  Henri  could  not  see,  "  for  I  learn  from  his  Majesty 
that  the  chase  cannot  take  place." 

''Bah  t"  said  Henri,  with  the  most  disappointed  air  in 
the  world ;  "  and  why  not  1 " 

''Very  important  letters  have  arrived  from  M.  de 
Nevers ;  and  the  king,  the  queen-mother,  and  my 
brother  the  Due  d'Anjou  are  in  council." 

"  Ah,  ah  ! "  said  Henri  to  himself,  "  is  there  any  news 
from  Poland  1 "  Then  he  added  aloud,  "  In  that  case  it 
is  useless  for  me  to  run  any  more  risk  on  this  slippery 
ground.  Au  revoir^  Brother."  Then  pulling  his  horse  up 
short  near  Mouy,  "  My  friend,"  he  said,  "  call  one  of  your 
comrades  to  finish  your  guard.  Help  the  groom  to  take 
the  saddle  off  my  horse,  put  it  on  your  head,  and  cany  it 
to  the  goldsmith  of  the  royal  stable ;  there  is  some  em- 
broidery to  do  to  it,  which  he  had  not  time  to  finisL 
Tou  can  bring  me  back  his  answer." 

Mouy  hastily  obeyed,  for  the  Due  d'Alen^on  had  dis- 
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appeared  from  his  window^  and  it  was  evident  that  lie 
had  conceived  some  suspicion.  Scarcely,  indeed,  had.  the 
Huguenot  chief  left  the  wicket  when  the  duke  appeared. 
A  real  Swiss  had  taken  Mouy's  place. 

D'Alen9on  looked  attentively  at  the  new  sentinel,  then 
turning  to  Henri,  he  said,  "This  is  not  the  man  iwith 
whom  you  were  conversing  just  now,  is  it,  Brother  t " 

"  The  other  was  a  young  fellow  of  my  house,  for  whom 
I  obtained  a  post  among  the  Swiss.  I  gave  him  a  <x>in- 
mission  which  he  has  gone  to  execute/' 

"  Ah  ! "  said  the  duke,  as  if  satisfied  with  the  answer  ; 
"and  how  is  Marguerite  1" 

"  I  am  just  going  to  inquire,  Brother.'' 

'*  ELave  n't  you  seen  her  since  yesterday  1  ** 

"  No.  I  went  last  night  at  eleven  o'clock ;  hut  GiUonne 
told  me  she  was  much  fatigued  and  asleep." 

"You  will  not  find  her  in  her  apartments;  she  has 
gone  out." 

'<  Yes,"  replied  Henri,  "  most  likely.  She  was  going 
to  the  Convent  of  the  Annonciade." 

There  was  no  way  of  pushing  the  conversation  further, 
as  Henri  appeared  determined  only  to  reply.  The  two 
brothers-in-law  then  separated,  —  the  Due  d'Alen^on  to  go 
and  hear  the  news,  as  he  said,  and  the  King  of  Navarre 
to  return  to  his  apartments.  He  had  been  there  hardly 
five  minutes  when  he  heard  some  one  knocking. 

"  Who  is  there)  "  he  asked. 

"  Sire,**  replied  a  voice  which  Henri  recognized  as  that 
of  Mouy,  "  it  is  the  answer  from  the  goldsmith." 

Henri,  visibly  agitated,  admitted  the  young  man,  and 
closed  the  door  behind  him.  "  It  is  yon,  Mouy  I "  said 
he.     "I  hoped  that  you  would  reflect" 

"  Sire,"  replied  Mouy,  "  I  have  been  reflecting  for  three 
months,  —  that  is  enough ;  now  it  la  time  to  act" 
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made  a  onwHfc  of 

**  Feir  Dothm^  Sn, — ips  sb  akme;  and  I  w3I  ba 
quick,  for  tnne  b  voj'  pndmn  Y>JBr  Migeatf  01^  now 
bj  a  izngle  vend  aBOam  to  na  afl.  tfaafc  ««  liBre  loat  for 
oar  holj  rII^il  «iizzing  diis  iiMifmni  yac  Let  ca  ba 
fzp»Iicit;  Let  na  bs  bnef ;  let  aa  be  ftsnk." 

'^i  listen,  mj  ^aHaiit  Mmiv,'*  repiiad  tfaa  king; 
leeni^  that  it  «aa  TTTipwirite  ai^  longer  to  vmd  ^ 
exf'IanatioD. 

*^hi%  tne  tbat  jonr  Mdjeatr  hm  abjnied  the  FiDteafe- 
ant  rtlidonl" 

**  It  is  tree,*  aod  Henri. 

Yes ;  but  ia  it  an  ibjma&an  of  die  I^  or  of  tfaa 
t?" 

•*We  ape  ilwaya  OTtsfiii  ta  God  when  be  baa  . 
(mz  life,''  replied  fffflirj  evading  the  Tncation^  -m  be 
aeciBtomed  to  .io  in  sidi  caaea :  "ind  God  baa  Ymblv 
spared  me  in  tbat  <anel  ianceE.'* 

-Bat.  Sire,"  amlinnfid  Mouy,  **cDnfeaB  Aat  yrnir  afa- 
jami-.n  ia  net  a  oiacer  of  '!onvicSifln«  bnt  of  caLerxiatian. 
Yoa  have  abjnrad  uiat  ±&  king  rnay  let  yon  live,  and  not 
becMue  God  baa  *pare*i  jour  lifp,** 

•* Whatever  may  le  :iie  -anieof  my  ccmvenion, Mbnv,' 
iDswotti  Henri,  **  I  am  not  ±e  leaa  a  Catholic.'' 

•Yea  ;  bnt  §hail  yon  alwava  continue  to  be  ine?    *m 
the  first  opportunity  rf  Moming  fieedom  if  ife  md  if 
ccnaaence,  wul  yro  not  naume  it  ?    W-fl,  ^^  iiwaaicti 
praenta  itaeif  at  tfaia  nuimeit.     Rocbrile  ia  inifaas-x 
EoosBi^m  and  Beam  only  vwiix  -iie  ^trnQ]  -a,  ^^ .  ,,j^ 
Grlenae  ail  ia  ripe  far  sevoitL    Only  avow  itin  rr,-^ 
a  Ca:boIic  on  QanpoiMm,  and  I  wul  aniw^  ^ 
tlie  TPSt* 

-My  dear  Motjv  »  gFgidnnan  of  nrr  TJitii  :a 
fctced ;  vbflt  I  bave  done,  I  bare  Lone  ^wir." 
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"But,  Siie/'  coiitinued  the  young  man,  his  liearl 
oppreesed  at  this  unexp^oted  resistance;  "you  do  not 
reflect  that  in  acting  thus  70a  ahandon  us^— yon  be- 
tray UB  I" 

Henri  reqiained  nnmoved. 

"Yes,"  Mouy  continued,  "you  betray  us,  Sire;  for 
very  many  of  us  have  come  at  the  peril  of  our  lives  to 
save  your  honor  and  liberty.  We  have  prepared  every- 
thing  to  give  you  a  throne,  Sire , —  not  only  liberty,  but 
power,  a  throne  of  your  choice ;  for  in  two  months  yoo 
may  choose  between  France  and  Navarre." 

"Mouy,''  replied  Henri,  looking  downwards  for  an 
instant  to  conceal  the  joy  that  sparkled  in  his  eyes, — 
"  Mouy,  I  am  safe.  I  am  a  Catholic ;  I  am  the  husband  of 
Marguerite ;  I  am  the  brother  of  King  Charles ;  I  am  son- 
in-law  of  my  good  mother  Catherine ;  and  when,  Mouy, 
I  took  all  these  relations  upon  me,  I  not  only  calculated 
the  chances,  but  also  the  obligations." 

"But,  Sire,"  replied  Mouy,  "what  am  I  to  believe! 
They  say  that  your  marriage  is  incomplete  ;  they  say  that 
you  are  free  in  your  own  heart ;  they  say  that  Catherine's 
hatred  —  " 

"  Lies,  lies,  lies  all ! "  interrupted  the  B^amaiSy  hastily ; 
"you  have  been  impudently  deceived,  my  friend.  My 
dearest  Marguerite  is  indeed  my  wife ;  Catherine  is  truly 
my  mother ;  the  King  Charles  IX.  is  really  the  lord  and 
master  of  my  life  and  of  my  heart." 

Mouy  started,  and  a  smile  almost  contemptuous  paased 
over  his  lips.  "  Then,  Sire,"  said  he,  dropping  his  anns 
with  an  air  of  discouragement,  and  endeavoring  to  &thom 
with  his  eyes  that  soud  full  of  mysteiy,  "  this  is  the  answer 
I  shall  bear  to  my  brothers  in  arm&  I  shall  say  that  the 
King  of  Navarre  extends  his  hand  and  gives  his  heart  to 
those  who  cut  our  throats ;  I  shall  say  that  he  has  become 
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"This  chamber  belongs  to  two  of  my  gentlemeii,** 
said  the  dake ;  ''  and  no  one  will  come  to  seek  you  here, 
so  we  may  converse  at  our  ease.     Come,  Monsieur." 

"  I  am  here,  Monseigneur,"  said  the  conspirator,  stupe- 
fied; and  he  entered  the  chamber,  the  duke  closing  the 
door  after  him  quickly  and  securely. 

Mouy  entered,  furious,  enraged,  and  desperate;  but 
gradually  the  cold  and  steady  gaze  of  the  young  Due 
Fran9oi8  had  the  effect  on  the  young  Huguenot  captain 
that  ice  has  upon  intoxication. 

"  M.  de  Mouy,''  said  Francois,  '^  I  thought  I  recogniied 
you  in  spite  of  your  disguise,  as  you  presented  arms  to 
my  brother  HenrL  Well,  Mouy,  you  are  not  satisfied, 
then,  with  the  King  of  Navarre  ? " 

"  Monseigneur ! " 

"  Come,  come !  speak  frankly  to  me,  and  perhaps  you 
may  find  I  am  your  friend." 

"  You,  Monseigneur !  " 

"  Yes,  I ;  but  speak." 

'*  I  know  not  what  to  say  to  your  Highness.  What  I 
had  to  tell  the  King  of  Navarre  touched  on  interests  im- 
possible to  be  understood  by  you ;  besides,"  added  Mouy, 
with  a  manner  which  he  strove  to  render  indifferent,  "  it 
was  about  trifles." 

"  Trifles ! ''  exclaimed  the  duke. 

"Yes,  Monseigneur." 

"  Trifles  I  when  for  this  you  have  exposed  your  life  by 
returning  to  the  Louvre,  when  you  well  know  your  bead 
is  worth  its  weight  in  gold  I  For  it  is  well  known  that 
you,  like  the  King  of  Navarre  and  the  Prince  de  Gond^ 
are  one  of  the  principal  leaders  of  the  Huguenots." 

"If  you  think  so,  Monseigneur,  act  towards  me  as 
the  brother  of  King  Charles  and  the  son  of  Queen 
Catherine." 
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**  Why  would  yon  have  me  act  so,  when  I  tell  you  I 
am  your  friend  ?    Tell  me  bat  the  troth,  and  —  " 

"  Monseignear,  I  swear  to  you  —  " 

''  Do  not  swear,  Monsieur ;  the  Reformed  religion  for- 
bids oaths,  and  especially  false  ones." 

Mouy  frowned. 

''  I  tell  you  I  know  all,"  continued  the  duke. 

Mouy  was  still  silent. 

"  Do  you  doubt  it  1 "  proceeded  the  prince,  with  earn- 
estness. ''Well,  then,  my  dear  Mouy,  I  must  convince 
you,  and  you  wiU  see  if  I  am  mistaken.  Have  you,  or 
not,  proposed  to  my  brother-in-law  Henri,  there,  just 
now," — and  the  duke  extended  his  hand  towards  Henri's 
apartments,  —  **  your  aid,  and  that  of  your  allies,  to  re- 
establish him  in  his  kingdom  of  Navarre?" 

Mouy  looked  at  the  duke  in  amazement. 

''  Propositions  which  he  refused  in  alarm)" 

Mouy  remained  stupefied. 

"Did  you  not  then  invoke  your  ancient  friendship, 
the  remembrance  of  your  common  religion  1  Did  you  not 
then  seek  to  lure  on  the  King  of  Navarre  by  a  very  bril- 
liant hope  and  prospect,  so  brilliant  that  he  was  dazzled 
at  it,  -*  the  hope  of  obtaining  the  crown  of  France  1  Eh  ! 
am  I  well  informed?  Was  it  not  this  that  you  came  to 
propose  to  the  B^arnais?" 

**  Monseigneur/'  exclaimed  Mouy,  "  it  is  so  precisely  all 
that  occurred  that  I  ask  myself  at  this  moment  whether 
I  ought  not  to  say  to  your  Highness  that  you  lie,  provoke 
you  in  this  very  chamber  to  a  combat  without  mercy,  and 
so  by  the  death  of  both,  assure  the  extinction  of  this 
terrible  secret." 

''  Gently,  my  brave  Mouy,  gently,"  replied  D'Alen9on, 
without  changing  countenance,  or  making  the  slightest 
motion  at  this  menace ;  ''  this  secret  will  be  better  kept 
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between  us  two  if  we  both  live  than  if  one  of  ns  were  ^o 
die.  Listen  to  me,  and  do  not  thus  grip  the  handle  o£ 
your  sword  ;  for  the  third  time  I  tell  yon,  yon  are  with  & 
friend.  Reply,  then,  as  to  a  friend.  Tell  me,  did  not  the 
King  of  Navarre  refuse  yonr  offers  1 " 

"He  did,  Monseigneur;  and  I  confess  it»  becanse  the 
avowal  can  compromise  no  one  but  mysell" 

"  And  are  you  still  of  the  same  opinion  yon  were  when 
you  quitted  my  brother  Henri's  chamber,  and  said  he 
a  cowardly  prinoe,  and  unworthy  any  longer  to 
your  leader  t" 

''  I  am,  Monseigneur,  and  more  so  than  ever." 

"  Well^  then,  M.  de  Mouy,  am  I,  the  third  son  of  Henii 
II.  — I,  a  son  of  France  —  am  I  good  enough  to  command 
your  soldiers)  Let  us  see.  Do  you  think  me  so  loyal 
that  you  can  rely  on  my  wordl" 

"  You,  Monseigneur !  you  the  chief  of  the  Huguenots !  "* 

'^  Why  not  1  This  is  the  epoch  of  conversions^  as  yon 
know  ;  and  if  Henri  has  become  a  Catholic,  why  may  not 
I  turn  Protestant  1 " 

"  Unquestionably,  Monseigneur ;  bat  perhaps  you  wiH 
explain  to  me  —  " 

"  Nothing  more  simple ;  I  will  unfold  to  yon  in  two 
words  everybody's  politics.  My  brother  Charles  lolls 
the  Huguenots  that  he  may  reign  more  absolutely.  My 
brother  D'Anjou  lets  him  kill  them,  because  he  is  to  suc- 
ceed my  brother  Charles,  and,  as  you  know,  my  brother 
Charles  is  often  ilL  But  I,  it  is  very  different  with  me^ 
who  will  never  reign  over  France, -~*  at  least,  I  have  two 
elder  brothers  before  me,  —  with  me,  whom  the  hatred  of 
my  mother  and  brothers,  more  even  than  tiie  law  of  na^ 
ture,  alienates  from  the  throne ;  with  me,  who  see  before 
me  no  family  affection^  no  glory,  no  kingdom ;  with  me^ 
who  yet  havtiaheart  as  noble  as  myhirothei&    And  tbef»- 
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foD»  ly  Mooy,  would  fain  eut  myaelf  out  a  throne  with  my 
sword  in  this  Fiance  which  they  aie  staining  with  gore. 
And  this  is  what  I  woold  do^  Mouy»  listen :  I  would  be 
King  of  Navarre,  not  by  right  of  birth,  but  by  election  ! 
And  observe  well,  you  can  have  no  objection  to  make  me 
80^  for  I  am  no  usurper ;  my  brother  refuses  your  offers, 
and,  buried  in  torpor,  declares  openly  that  this  kingdom 
uf  Navane  is  but  a  fiction.  With  Henri  de  Beam,  you 
have  nothing  now  in  common ;  with  me  you  may  have  a 
Bwoid  and  a  name.  Fran9ois  d'Alenqon,  son  of  France, 
can  protect  all  his  companions  or  all  his  acoomplices,.  as 
you  may  please  to  call  them.  Well,  then  I  what  say  you 
to  this  offer,  M.  de  MouyT' 

"  I  say  that  it  bewilders  me,  Monseigneur." 

"  Mouy,  Mouy,  we  shall  have  many  obstacles  to  over- 
come ;  do  not,  then,  show  yourself  at  the  start  so  scrupur 
loua  and  difficult  with  the  son  of  a  king  and  the  brother 
of  a  king,  who  comes  to  you." 

**  Monseignenr,  the  thing  should  be  done  at  once  if  I 
were  the  only  person  to  decidet  But  we  have  a  council ; 
and  how  brilliant  soever  may  be  the  offer,  perhaps  the 
leaders  will  not  accede  to  it  without  condition." 

''  That  is  another  matter ;  and  the  reply  is  that  of  an 
honest  heart  and  a  prudent  mind*  By  the  way  in  which 
I  have  acted,  Mouy,  you  must  see  that  I  am  frank  and 
honorable ;  treat  me,  then,  on  your  part,  like  a  man  you 
esteem,  and  not  a  prince  whom  you  would  flatter.  Mouy, 
have  I  any  chance  I " 

''On  my  word,  Monseigneur,  and  since  your  High* 
ness  deaiiea  to  hav«  my  opinion,,  you  have  every  chanee, 
since  the  Eling  of  Navarre  refuses  the  offer  I  have  just 
made  him.  But  I  repeat  to  you,  Monseigneur,  it  is  in- 
dispensable that  I  should  have  a  consultation  with  oui 
leaders." 
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"  Of  coorae,  Monsieor/'  was  D'Alen^on's  leply ;  '*  bat 
when  shall  I  have  the  aoBwerl" 

Mouy  considexed  the  prince  with  silent  attention,  and 
then  coming  to  a  Teeolution,  said,  *^  Monseigneor,  give 
me  your  hand ;  it  is  necessary  that  the  hand  of  a  son 
of  France  should  touch  mine,  to  be  sure  I  shall  not 
be  betrayed." 

The  duke  not  only  extended  his  hand  to  Mouy,  but 
seized  his  and  clasped  it  in  his  own. 

''  Now,  Monseigneur,  1  am  assured,"  said  the  young 
Huguenot;  "if  we  should  be  betrayed  I  should  acquit 
you  of  all  participation.  Otherwise,  Monseigneur,  however 
little  you  were  concerned  in  such  treacheiy,  you  would  be 
dishonored." 

"  Why  do  you  say  that,  Mouy,  before  telling  me  when 
you  will  bring  me  the  reply  of  your  chiefs ) " 

"Because,  Monseigneur,  in  asking  when  the  answer 
shall  be  given,  you  ask  me  in  that  question  where  our 
leaders  are ;  and  if  I  replied,  '  This  evening,'  you  would 
know  that  the  chiefe  were  concealed  in  Paris."  And  as 
he  said  these  words,  with  a  gesture  of  distrust,  Mouy  fixed 
his  piercing  eye  on  the  &ce  of  the  false  and  vacillating 
young  prince. 

"  What !  you  have  still  your  doubts,  Mouy )  but  yet 
what  right  have  I  to  your  confidence  at  a  first  inter- 
view )  Tou  will  know  me  better  by  and  by.  Tou  say 
this  evening,  then,  M.  de  Mouy  f " 

"Yes,  Monseigneur,  for  time  presses.  This  evening. 
But  where  r' 

"  Here,  in  the  Louvre.  In  this  chamber,  if  that  suits 
you." 

"  This  chamber  is  occupied ) "  said  Mouy^  looking  at 
the  two  beds  placed  opposite  to  each  other. 

"  By  two  of  my  gentlemen,  yes." 
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"  Monseigneur,  it  seems  to  me  impradeDt  for  me  to 
return  to  the  Louvre." 

"  Why  80 1 " 

"Because  others  may  recognize  me  as  well  as  your 
Highness.  Yet  if  you  will  accord  me  a  safe-conduct  I 
will  return  to  the  Louvre." 

"  Mouy/'  replied  the  duke,  "  my  safe-conduct  seized  on 
your  person  would  destroy  me,  and  would  not  save  you ; 
I  cannot  The  least  evidence  of  concert  between  us,  be- 
fore my  mother  or  brothers,  would  cost  me  my  life.  Make, 
therefore,  another  trial  of  your  own  courage.  I  will  guar- 
antee your  safety ;  try  on  my  word  what  you  tried  without 
my  brother's  word.    Gome  to  the  Louvre  this  evening.'* 

"  But  how  1 " 

"  I  think  I  see  the  means  before  me ;  here  1  " 

And  the  duke  saw  on  the  bed  La  Mole's  outer  garment 
spread  out,  —  a  magnificent  cherry-colored  cloak,  embroid- 
ered with  gold,  also  a  hat  with  a  white  plume,  surrounded 
by  a  string  of  pearls,  with  gold  and  silver  between  them, 
and  a  gray  satin  doublet  worked  with  gold. 

'*  Do  you  see  this  cloak,  feather,  and  doublet  1 "  said 
the  duke.  "  They  belong  to  M.  de  la  Mole,  one  of  my 
gentlemen,  and  a  fop  of  the  first  water.  This  dress  creates 
quite  a  sensation  at  court,  and  M.  de  la  Mole  is  recognized 
a  hundred  yards  off  when  he  wears  it,  I  will  give  you 
his  tailor's  address,  and  if  you  pay  him  twice  what  it 
is  worth  he  will  bring  you  a  similar  suit  this  evening. 
Keraember  the  name,  —  M.  de  la  Mole." 

The  duke  had  scarcely  done  speaking  when  a  step  was 
heard  of  some  one  approaching,  and  a  key  was  turned  in 
the  lock  of  the  door. 

"  Who 's  there  1 "  inquired  the  duke,  hastening  towards 
the  door,  which  he  secured  with  the  bolt. 

"  Fardieu  I "  replied  a  voice  from  without^  "  that  is  a 
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very  odd  question ;  who  are  700  f  It  is  lather  pleasant, 
i'  fiedthy  to  come  to  one's  own  room  and  be  asked.  Who 's 
there  1 " 

<^0h  1  it  is  yon,  M.  de  la  Mole f " 

'*  Of  couree  it  is.     But  who  are  you  1 " 

D'Alen9on  turned  round  suddenly,  and  said  to  Many, 
<«  Do  you  know  M.  de  la  Mole  I " 

**  No,  Monseigneur." 

**  Does  he  know  you  1  ** 

"  I  should  say  no." 

**  Then  all  will  go  welL  Just  appear  to  be  looking  out 
of  window." 

Mouy  obeyed,  and  the  duke  opening  the  door,  La  Mole 
entered  hastily,  but  when  he  saw  the  duke  he  retreated, 
surprised,  and  saying,  "  Monseigneur  the  Duke !  Your 
pardon ;  your  pardon,  Monseigneur !  " 

''  It  needs  not.  Monsieur ;  I  wished  to  see  a  peoDson,  aiKi 
made  use  of  your  chamber*" 

''Ftey  do,  Monseigneur.  But  allow  me  to  take  my 
cloak  and  hat,  for  I  lost  both  last  night  on  the  Quai  de  la 
Gr^ye  where  I  was  attacked  by  thieves." 

**  Really !  You  must  hare  had  an  encounter  with 
determined  robbers,  then  1  ** 

The  duke  handed  the  young  gentleman  the  desired  ar- 
ticles, and  La  Mole  retired  to  dress  himself  in  the  ante* 
chamber.  On  his  return  in  a  few  moments,  '*  Has  your 
Highness  heaxd  or  seen  anything  of  the  Gomte  de  Cooon- 
nasi"  he  asked. 

''No,  Monsieur  Uie  Count;  and  yet  he  should  haye 
been  on  duty  this  morning." 

'*  Then  they  have  murdered  him  1  "  said  La  Mole 
to  himself  as  he  made  his  obeisance  and  mahed  oat 
again. 

The  duke  listened  to  his  retreating  footsteps,  and  then 


opening  the  docn;  aid  to  Mjct.  * 
imitate  his  easj  And 

"  I  will  do  my  hesl,"'  leplisd 
am  not  a  fine  gi  iitli  mii    bs  czj7  &  a. 

**  I  ahall  expect  joa  hzLst  t. —  7T  ^ 
the  chamber  <rf  mj  gentiCBMK  m  ^^i.  I 
iiere ;  if  not,  we  will  fai  mz^^rj^ " 

"  To-night,  before  irirrigi^  .  * 

"  Ah  1  by  the  war, 
v^ ;  it  18  a  pernljari^y 


L  — 
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CHAPTEE   XXIV. 

THB  BUB  TIZON  AND  THB  BUB  OLOCHB  PKBClftB. 

La  Molb  ran  oat  of  the  Louvie,  and  went  in  search  oi 
poor  Coconnas.  First  he  went  to  the  Rue  de  I'Arhre  Sec, 
to  the  house  of  Maltre  la  Huridie,  for  he  remembered  that 
he  had  often  quoted  to  the  Piedmontese  a  certain  Latin 
saying  which  went  to  show  that  LovCi  Bacchus,  and  Ceres 
are  divinities  of  the  first  importance ;  and  he  hoped  that 
Coconnas,  to  follow  out  the  Roman  aphorism,  would  have 
resorted  to  the  Belle  Stoile,  after  a  night  probably  as  fully 
occupied  by  him  as  it  had  been  by  La  Mole.  But  La 
Mole  found  nothing  there  but  a  breakfast  offered  with 
tolerably  good  grace,  in  recognition  of  an  assumed  obli- 
.gation,  and  to  which,  despite  his  inquietude,  he  did  ample 
justice. 

His  appetite  appeased.  La  Mole  went  along  the  Seine. 
Arrived  at  the  Quai  de  la  Gr^ve,  he  recognized  the  spot 
where  he  had  been  stopped  three  or  four  hours  before,  and 
found  on  the  field  of  battle  a  fragment  of  his  hat-plume. 
La  Mole  had  ten  feathers,  each  handsomer  than  the  other  ; 
he  stopped,  nevertheless,  to  pick  up  this,  or  rather  the 
only  fragment  that  remained  of  it,  and  was  looking  at  it 
with  a  piteous  air,  when  an  authoritative  voice  bade  him 
stand  aside.  La  Mole  looked  up  and  perceived  a  litter, 
preceded  by  two  pages,  and  followed  by  an  esquire.  La 
Mole  thought  he  recognized  the  litter,  and  stood  on  one 
side.     He  was  not  mistaken. 


THE  BDE  TOOK  USD  THE  1CDS  CLOCHE  PEBCBC  Xl 


**U.de  U  Moier'  aid  a  sweet  Tian  fioK 
1  hcndy  wbito  and  eoft  ae  eij  in,  pm 


«*  Y€B,  it  ie  I,  liadnDe,"  xqiliBd  Ia  Ml 

"  IL  de  la  Mole  with  a  pbune  in  iiis 
ladj.    "  Are  yon  in  love,  then,  and  do  joc 
tawet  of  yoor  mietmebt** 

'^  Yei,  Mademe,"  letomMl  La  Male ;  ^  I  aa 
to  drnpenHcoL    As  for  then  niixs.  liter 
ihoag^  not  tboee  I  eeek.    But  pemm  me  ic  u^i 
jam  Maje^B  health.'' 

"  EindlmL — never  hetter;  wiiicii  m  vrSuar^ir  tm^zr. 
to  tiie  &ct  that  I  paaeed  the  -n^^  in  &  r:i\v»  ,  * 

''Ah,  in  a  conveot  i "  aaid  La  Mxik.  'ufjs:z^  &  r«, 
fuenfte  with  a  emgiilar  canpnenan. 

Tee ;  what  is  then  bd  astonkbinr  ir  li^  '  * 
'Maj  I  Tentme  to  inquire  in  wh^  g.ji!u»-_L    * 

fftainly;  I  make  no  nrrsterr  of  ii-.^.^  i:»  ^  ^  ■»,, 
of  the  Annondade.  But  wiial  as  xql  d.nc  >?;»  ^r- 
ao  wild  an  airt" 

^  Madame,  I  afao  apent  the  ^rir^  tl  mzji  ictsr 
eoBTeoL     Thia  monnng  I  am  aeardiiic:  i-r  -zr  ±^r>rL^ 
In  looking  for  him  I  hnd  tbk  yimuz.^ 

"Which  hdonga  to  hiiL?  T-j::  ts&I-  t.s-^  ---  <^ 
him ;  the  place  haa  a  had  lepaxaum.*' 

"Tour  Majestr  mar  be  j^aa::^.  -  ir*  -'•—-*  .  ^.-.^ 
I  loet  it  here  thia  mofncnE.  al  aV/s  zjkmfr-'A^  *  ^  ^ 
eecaping  fipom  four  haiiiha  wij'.'  tr*^-:^  I  it  tj^  v 


M 


teD  me  all  about  it !  **  ^le  k^i. 

-A  aimple  manez,  Madame,     b  wv  at  :  a^-^  g,  ,^ 
half-past  fire  —  " 

"  And  at  hatf-paat  fire  jtyc  w*;» 


it 
tt 
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''Kay,  Madame,  I  had  not  yet  gone  home." 

"  Ah  1  **  said  Margaerite,  with  a  amile  that  to  every  one 
else  would  have  seemed  malicious,  hut  which  La  Mole 
thought  adorahle,  ''  zetuming  home  so  late !  Ton  are 
rightly  served." 

I  do  not  complain,  your  Migesty/'  said  La  Mole; 
and  had  I  heen  killed,  I  should  still  have  enjoyed  more 
happiness  than  I  deserve.  But,  in  short,  I  was  letuming 
late  — or  early,  if  your  Majesty  will  have  it  so  — from 
that  hlessed  convent  where  I  had  spent  the  night,  when 
four  scoundrels  rushed  on  me,  armed  with  long  knives. 
Grotesque,  is  it  not,  Madame  t  I  was  ohliged  to  ran,  for 
I  had  forgotten  my  sword." 

"  Oh,  I  understand,"  said  Marguerite,  with  an  exqui- 
site air  of  simplicity;  "you  are  going  to  fetch  your 
sword." 

La  Mole  looked  at  Marguerite  douhtingly.  ''Madame,** 
said  he,  ''  I  should  he  glad  to  return  thither,  for  my  sword 
is  an  excellent  hlade;  hut  I  do  not  know  where  the 
house  IB." 

''What,  Monsieur  1"  said  Marguerite,  "you  do  not 
know  where  the  house  is  where  you  spent  the  night  t" 

"  No,  Madame ;  Satan  exterminate  me  if  I  have  the 
least  ideal" 

"  Oh !  that  IB  very  strange.  Tour  story,  then,  is  quite 
a  romance  1 " 

"  A  veritahle  romance,  Madame." 

"  Relate  it  to  me." 

"  It  is  somewhat  long." 

"  No  matter,  I  have  plenty  of  time." 

"  And  very  incredible." 

"  Go  on,  I  am  very  credulous.'' 

"  Tour  Majesty  commands  me ) " 

"  Tea,  if  necessary." 


THS  BCX  TODS  MSD  TB.  3CS  ^^t"^  "^S"^ 


**  I  obej ;  ImI  aida;* 
vith  viwiii  m  had  ^aa  :i: 
snipped  al  Ibitn  I&  ffiintgp 
'  In  the  fixat  piace.*'  asBei  ^ 
plicitTy  **  who  a  MaUX»  la  E:= 
««  Maite  k  Hnrase.  M:mzii=&^ 
•liothfr  look  of  donic  jc  -2^  - 
the  Bdk  Ctoile,  in  :iie  lae  » 
''Ah,  I  HTnitTHamrt  :  wf=L  7 
Hvziere\  —  with  jcnr 


cntoed,  and  gav«  acs.  11  »  x  -fSP 
-Alike?' 


**  And  whiiJi  aamamsi — ^ 

•Bat  one  Iraa :  'Tt.  mp^  w^ssc^    ir   i 
Antoinew  o^pcsse  ^le  Rae  Sfc  «  'jr 

"And  no  yjnamm '  "^ 

*  XoDe,  hot  three  ^^31^4.  — -i^w-  "f  ■r.-'fc 
promued  a  tcule  bar^nru^  * 


M 


•  --   mW 


•*Th«e  acft. 
ful^  what  thfiT  SI 

**  Oh,  more*  M^iaau*    "  ^Tt-    1*  i    -^    r   .    -r.      ^.a«^. 
"  a  hTudred&Jii  su.r    * 

**  Continae;.     I  sn  ausLu-u  a.  r^  v  r.^    u^u  ^     -^ 
U  the  Boe  SL  Aoccme.^ 

**  Two  dTPfimw.  wtii:  «;::-i.ii.<    ;j«    -j  -^-^  •".     -     *^ 
haTH^agpdi     Toar  yLajtrser^  n^s'   r  h-^  ^  w^  s^^^^    -    .•  v< 

him  to  the  Ie&'* 

''And  then  I*  aKsd  jCsrrvs'tt 

**  I  do  ncc  \acw  ^wZBsrt  :ii-r  *-•-*  rr  V/r."    ^'  -^^  a. 
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the  io£Brnal  legiopB,"  said  La  Mole ;  "  but  I  was  taken  to 
Paradise/' 

"  And  whence  your  too  gxeat  inqmBitiveneas  no  doabt 
got  you  eKpeUed." 

**  Exactly  so ;  your  Migesty  has  the  gift  of  diyinatioa. 
I  waited  until  day  should  come  to  show  me  wheie  I  was^ 
when  the  duenna  entered,  blindfolded  me  again,  and  led 
me  away  out  of  the  house,  and  some  hundred  paces  on, 
and  then  made  me  promise  not  to  take  off  the  bandage  till 
I  had  counted  fifty.  I  counted  fifty,  and  then,  on  taking 
off  the  handkerchief^  found  myself  in  the  Rue  St  Antoine, 
opposite  the  Rue  de  Jouy." 

"  And  then  —  " 

"  Then,  Madame,  I  started  on  my  return  so  joyous  that 
I  was  taken  off  guard  by  the  four  scoundrels  from  whom  I 
escaped  with  so  much  difficulty.  Now,  Madame^  on  find- 
ing here  a  fragment  of  my  plume,  my  heart  bounded,  and 
I  picked  up  the  fragment,  intending  to  cherish  it  as  a 
souvenir  of  that  happy  night.  But  one  thing  disquiets 
me,  —  what  can  have  become  of  my  friend  f " 

'<  He  is  not  at  the  Louvre,  then  9 " 

"  Alas,  no ;  and  I  have  sought  him  at  the  Belle  fitoile, 
at  the  tennis-court,  and  everywhere,  but  there  is  no 
Annibal  to  be  found." 

As  he  said  this,  and  accompanied  his  lamentation  by 
throwing  up  his  arms.  La  Mole  disclosed  his  doubleti 
which  was  torn  and  cut  in  several  places. 

''Why,  you  have  been  completely  riddled  I*  said 
Marguerite. 

*'  Riddled,  —  that  is  the  exact  word,"  said  la  Mole, 
not  sorry  to  make  the  most  of  the  danger  he  had 
incurred.     **  See,  Madame,  see !  " 

**  Why  did  you  not  change  your  donblet  at  the  Louvre 
when  you  got  back  f " 


THS  BUB  THOS  AKD  THE  KCS  CLOCEX  ?! 

'*  Why,"  8ud  U  Moie,  « 
in  my  ehftmbor.'* 

^  Hov,  some  one  ia  yoor 
vlio68  eyei  ezpraned 

^ffiBHighnen  — 

^^Uoahl"  aid 

The  young  nan  obeyisd. 

""QaiadlectkamiiMBm 

litter  1*0 

"Duo  paeii  et  imm  «qva.^     •'''Tv-.   pB^c  c<d  a. 

groom.*^ 

"Optime^bertwi,-  aid  ^xl    --  Ia-_  X  J«.  jvrl  sn-s. 

«rii  in  eabieolo  too  I"     (•*  Gcoi  to*7  -mriz,  z  :=.V!rr.scr- 

«     TeU  me,   U  Mok,  wt.3B   t^i  jTt  fcc    =:   y,^ 

chamber  r) 
"  Fimeiaeimi  dueem.*     (^  Irac  J-ast^m,  *" 
*' Agentem  t*    ("Whai  wm  "as  i  tix  '  "; 
■  Nescio  quid.''    (- 1  dcn'i  Jms-w.- 
"Qaocom!"     («  Who  wm  ▼ri:!  L,ti: '- ' - 
"Cmn  ignota-     (**  A  cas  I  djc^  ki.-w  - 
"  Singulari"  add  Msgnefit^.    •*  Sc  j-^  las'**  i.-r.  I  -rr.': 

Coeomuwt"    she  eontm^ed,  erxft^^j  wur.    ti>er  t < 

elsewhere. 
'^  No,  Midame,  And  I  am  d  j^  w^  l  kvz^.  *  ' 
"Well,"  aid  Maigucri:*,  *"!  wZ,  vx,  i-jir.u^  k^js^ 

your  eeuch ;  bat  I  here  aa  ki«a  lie  ^11  k  f^*AC  'j»:fl  .r» 

long.    Bat»  nereitbeleai,  go  a&i  >>jk  1^  uzsJ" 
And  the  q[iieen  {^aeed  ber  £i:2<e?  9l  '&»?  L*^.     5^-ir  m 

Mugneiite  had  not  eommuidca^  err  •>»;««:  vc.  La  X  .>;, 

he  comptehended  liiak  tfaia  chsmiiiiir  a^;^   &fM(   i4»«<s 

another  meaniBg. 
The  ccfrtige  pnnoed  ita  vsy ;  c&d  La  K /je  ^/^^>^^^. 

along  the  qoay,  till  he  ease  to  ^je  E^c  ct  I/^i^  h  .n:'. 

whkh  took  him  into  the  Rne  Sc  Asi' 


296  MABOUXBITE  BB  YALOIB, 

He  stopped  opposite  the  Rue  de  Jony. 

It  was  there,  the  previoos  eveDing,  that  the  daennas 
had  blindfolded  Coconnas  and  hinoBell  He  well  remem- 
bered that  he  had  turned  to  the  right  and  counted  twenty 
paces;  he  did  so  again,  and  found  himself  opposite  a 
house^  or  rather  a  wall,  with  a  house  behind  it  In  the 
middle  of  the  wall  was  a  door  studded  with  laige  nails 
and  provided  with  loopholes. 

The  house  was  in  the  Rue  Cloche  Perc^e,  —  a  little 
narrow  street  that  starts  from  the  Rue  St  Antoine,  and 
ends  in  the  Rue  du  Roi  de  Sicile. 

** Sajigbleu/*'  saidLaMole.  "Thisisit;  Icouldswear 
to  it.  In  reaching  out  my  hand  as  I  left  the  house,  I 
touched  the  nails;  then  I  went  down  two  steps.  That 
man  who  ran  by  crying  *  Help ! '  and  who  was  killed  in 
the  Rue  du  Roi  de  Sicile,  pcussed  at  the  moment  that  I 
put  my  foot  on  the  first  step.     Let  us  see." 

La  Mole  knocked  at  the  door.  A  porter  with  a  large 
mustache  opened  it 

"  Was  ist  das  f"  said  he.    (*' What 's  that  T') 

*'  Ah"  said  La  Mole  to  himself,  " we  are  German,  it 
seems.  —  My  friend,"  continued  he,  "  I  want  my  sword, 
which  I  left  here  last  night" 

« Ich  veistehe  nicht,"  said  the  porter.  ('*  I  don't  unde^ 
stand  you.") 

"  My  sword  —  " 

*'  Ich  verstehe  nicht" 

"  —  That  Heft  — " 

"  Ich  verstehe  nicht" 

—  "  In  this  house,  where  I  passed  the  night" 

''  Gehe  zum  Teufel."  (<'  Go  to  the  devil  1 ")  And  he 
shut  the  door  in  his  hce, 

"  Mordieu  I "  said  La  MolCi  "  had  I  my  sword^  I  would 
pass  it  cheerfully  through  that  fellow's  body.     But  I 
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have  n't  it^  and  the  matter  must  lie  over  to  some  other 
day." 

La  Mole  then  struck  into  the  Bue  du  Roi  de  Sicile, 
turned  to  the  right,  counted  fifty  paces,  turned  to  the 
right  again,  and  found  himself  in  the  Rue  Tizon,  a  little 
street  parallel  with  the  Rue  Cloche  Perc^e,  and  exactly 
like  it.  The  resemblance  went  feirther.  Scarcely  had  he 
taken  thirty  steps  when  he  found  the  little  door  studded 
with  nails,  the  narrow  loopholes,  the  two  steps,  and  the 
wall. 

La  Mole  then  reflected  that  he  might  have  mistaken  his 
right  for  his  left,  and  he  knocked  at  this  door.  But  this 
time  he  knocked  in  vain ;  no  one  opened  the  door.  He 
walked  round  the  same  way  several  times,  and  then  ar- 
rived at  the  natural  conclusion  that  the  house  had  two 
entrances,  —  one  in  the  Rue  Tizon,  the  other  in  the  Rue 
Cloche  Perc6e.  But  this  reasoning,  though  logical,  did  not 
restore  to  him  his  sword  or  his  friend. 

He  had  for  an  instant  an  idea  of  purchasing  another 
rapier,  and  pinking  the  rascally  porter  who  persisted  in 
speaking  only  German ;  but  he  was  checked  by  the  reflec- 
tion that  if  he  belonged  to  Marguerite  she  doubtless  had 
her  reasons  for  selecting  him,  and  would  be  vexed  were 
she  deprived  of  him.  Now  La  Mole  would  not  for  the 
world  have  done  anything  to  vex  Marguerite.  To  avoid 
the  temptation  he  returned  to  the  Louvre. 

This  time  his  apartment  was  empty ;  and  being  in  no 
small  haste  to  change  his  doublet,  which  was  somewhat 
dilapidated,  he  hastened  to  the  bed  to  take  down  his  fine 
gray  satin  one,  when  to  his  intense  amazement  he  saw 
lying  near  it  the  identical  sword  he  had  left  in  the  Rue 
Cloche  Perc^  He  took  it  and  examined  it;  it  was 
indeed  the  same. 

''  Ah,  ah  1 "  said  he,  "  there  is  some  magic  in  this." 
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Then,  with  a  sigh,  "  Ah,  if  Ooooimaa  would  oome  hack 
like  this  sword  !  " 

Two  or  three  hoais  afterwards  the  door  in  ike  Bae 
TuBon  opened.  It  was  five  o'dook,  and  consequently  daik. 
A  woman  enveloped  in  a  long  forred  mantle,  accompanied 
hy  a  servant,  came  ont^  glided  rapidly  into  the  Bae  do 
Boi  de  SicilCy  knocked  at  a  little  door  of  the  Hdtel  d'Ar- 
genson,  entered  the  hotel,  left  it  again  hy  the  great  gate 
that  opens  into  the  Yieille  Bne  da  Temple,  reached  a  pri- 
vate door  of  the  Hdtel  de  Oaise,  opened  it  with  a  pass-key, 
and  disappeared. 

Half  an  hoar  afterwards  a  yoang  man,  his  eyes  ban- 
daged, came  oat  of  the  same  door  of  the  same  honse^ 
led  by  a  woman,  who  took  him  to  the  comer  of  the 
Bae  Geofiroy  Lasnier  and  de  la  Moitellezie.  There  she 
bade  him  coont  fifty  paces^  and  then  take  off  the  hand- 
kerchief. The  yoang  man  complied  scmpnlonsly  with 
these  directions,  and  at  the  prescribed  nomber  took  off 
the  bandage. 

*'Afordif"  cried  he,  "Pll  be  hanged  if  I  know  where 
I  am  !  Six  o'clock !  Why,  where  can  La  Mole  be  1  I'll 
ran  to  the  Loavie ;  I  shall  perhi^  hear  of  him  there." 

So  saying,  Goconnas  started  off,  ranning,  and  arrived  at 
the  Louvre  in  less  time  than  an  ordinary  horse  woold  have 
needed  to  cover  that  distanca  He  questioned  the  Swiss 
and  the  sentinel  The  Swiss  thought  he  had  seen  M.  de 
la  Mole  enter  in  the  morning ;  but  he  had  not  seen  him  go 
out  The  sentinel  had  been  on  guard  only  an  boor  and  a 
half  and  had  seen  nothing. 

Coconnas  ran  upstairs,  entered  La  Mole's  room,  and 
found  nothing  but  his  torn  doublet,  which  redoubled  lus 
anxiety.  He  then  betook  himself  to  La  Hurike's.  La 
Huri^re  had  seen  M.  de  la  Mole ;  M.  de  la  Mole  had 
break&sted  there.    Beassured  by  these  tidings^  Coooonas 


TBI  ftUS  TOOm  AXD  TSE  sni: 


«'-* 


^vheiu  recmited  by  m  gocKl  tdir.  sm.  x>n.   i/ 
Iw  again  Ktutod  in  wBmrcL  a:  jife 
Far  in 


<}3ii  de  1a  Gre-ve,  tite  lait  ii:.    *^m>--*t    o^    l^ 
Tixm  and  Ciociie  T»*ffiN^     ,t£  jbk  .kt 
LoQTTe,  dttfrnirnnd  to  lOBeL  rnnMes  tut 
U  Mdk  s  Mtvn. 

He  vnt  BOt  n  hsndiBC  pass  sdil 
tsisting  a  wcmm  u*  -xmt  -wrujomr 
jnat  bfrfi.»re,  wben  \nr  tin:  iunn  ac  i. 
tbe  chenr-vfitveL  ^rmmtiu.  gj^  wusm:  i.j 
▼bo^  nke  n  ^oA,  dmsmtoEKL  MPmini  tie  t-ttsa.  t.  I-jt 
Loone.  The  c^mr^^ciaiixBL  mmiiii  wifc  iaa  vsL  ^^''tx 
to  be  fv  aa  ^^'^■"**  -mwragmi. 

*  Mardi  !  **  CEiBd  CcieiiimK  :  ^  ii  »  i#  c^  jar  H:. 
La  Ucue !  WIt  dues  iu:  urc  nDBYrsr  I  jrsssasAV'  -cr 
kgi  are  aa  ifDod  aa  nrr  ^voisb.'' 

He  dasbiid  cftar  Giibex  Klanm-.  dxc  mi*^  n  iin*  f  w: 
him,  aa  be  coitBrod  tbt;  conn.  diaapT*sBr  ji.  lit*  -r^aBil'.rn*. 

^LaM:«ie!**  med  Cucamiv  .    ^ati  :   ain  .    r  a   I 

Are  TOQ  miiTirnc  kwet  iron,  sh^  UBimaiig  '  ' 


"  A^ !   To«  do  act  iriid^  ti;  hear  .  ^    nn*iC  C'isomsK. 

mardi!  aa  far  me  I  cam  cv  m-  ianufE.* 

Cooonaaa  oaaaBd  t^  pmnziu  tim  ioIiiTwisL  viu.  iik  ^^^ 
tbe  fogitrvv,  irbo  hcfv  ncrrftd  si  taa  BjHxrinieiiSi  of  tutr 
QaaiB  of  Nsma  :  BDdaflXi}T  a  waxuaa.  bttthsotbc  auc  ^'j'jc 
CbeoT  Mantle  br  tiie  baud. 

"  Ob,"  aaid  CocaxmaA,  "  tb&i '»  QmsBL  Msi^raeEiar ;  2i£^ 
I  know  vbj  ha  vaiad  net  iFaiL* 
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After  a  few  whispered  words,  Cheny  Mantle  foUowed 
the  queen  into  her  apartments. 

*'  Good ! "  said  Coconnas.  *'  I  was  not  mistaken. 
There  are  times  when  your  hest  friend  is  in  the  way ; 
this  is  one,  and  I  '11  not  interrupt  the  old  fellow."  He 
ascended  the  stairs  quietly,  and  sat  down  on  a  bench 
covered  with  velvety  saying,  *'  1 11  stop  here  for  him ; 
or  stay,  he 's  with  the  queen,  and  I  may  stop  long  enough. 
It  is  cold  here,  mordi  /  and  I  may  just  as  well  wait  for 
him  in  his  room ;  he  must  come  there  at  lasf 

At  this  moment  he  heard  a  quick  step  on  the  stairs 
ahove,  and  a  voice  singing  a  little  air  so  much  like  his 
friend  that  Coconnas  looked  up.  It  was  La  Mole  himself, 
who,  perceiving  the  Piedmontese,  ran  down  the  stairs  four 
steps  at  a  time,  and  threw  himself  into  his  arm& 

"  Mordi  /  it  is  you  1 "  said  Coconnas.     "  And  how  in 
the  devil  did  you  come  out?" 

"  Why,  hy  the  Rue  Cloche  Perc^e." 

**  No.     I  don't  mean  there.'* 

«•  Whence,  then  1 " 

"  From  the  queen." 

''  From  the  queen  t " 

"  Ay,  from  the  queen." 

''  I  have  not  heen  with  her." 

"  Come,  come  ! " 

**  My  dear  Annihal,"  said  La  Mole,  *'  you  are  craiy  I 
I  have  this  instant  left  my  room^  where  I  have  heen 
waiting  for  you  these  two  hours." 

*'  You  have  just  left  your  room ) " 

"  Yes." 

'*  It  was  not  you  I  ran  after  from  the  Place  da  Loavret" 

"  When  ? " 

"Just  now." 

"  No." 
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**  It  waa  not  jon  who  dia^jpened  under  the  gitewmy 
ten  minatet  agof 

"No.- 

**  It  waa  not  yon  who  daahed  up  the  ataia  aa  if  the 
D«TiI  waa  after  you  T  ** 

"  No.'' 

"^Mordi!  "  replied  Cooonnaa.  "The  wine  of  the  Belle 
Etoile  haa  not  turned  my  head  to  that  extent.  I  tell  yon 
that  I  aaw  your  dkenry  mantle  and  white  plume  enter  the 
Loavre ;  that  I  followed  the  one  and  the  other  to  the 
bottom  of  thia  ataircaao;  and  that  your  mantle,  your 
plmney  apparently  yonnae]^  even  to  yonr  swinging  arm, 
woe  awaited  here  hy  a  lady  who  I  strongly  aospeet  was 
the  Queen  of  NaTaire,  who  led  the  ^paiition  to  yonder 
door,  which,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  is  that  of  the  heaa- 
tifol  Maiguerite." 

*^McrdieuI"  ezdauned  La  Mole,  turning  veiy  pala. 
"  Can  there  he  treacheiy  already  t " 

^  Ah,  swear  as  much  as  you  like,"  returned  Coconnas, 
''hut  don't  tell  me  I  was  mistaken." 

La  Mole  hesitated  an  instant,  and  then,  carried  away 
by  bis  jealousy,  rushed  to  the  queen's  door  and  knocked 
furiously. 

"  Tou  'U  get  ua  hoth  amated,"  said  Coconnas.  ^Mordi  I 
do  you  think  there  are  ghosts  at  the  Louvre,  La  Mole  t " 

"  I  do  not  know,"  said  the  young  man ;  "  but  I  've 
slways  wanted  to  aee  one,  and  would  like  to  find  myself 
iaoe  to  face  with  this  ghost^  if  ghost  he  be." 

**\erj  good,"  aaid  Coconnas;  ''but  don't  knock  so 
kmd,  or  yon  11  alarm  him." 

Enraged  as  La  Mole  was^  he  yet  aaw  the  justice  of  this 
obserration,  and  though  he  continued  to  knock,  knocked 
\m  violently. 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

CHEBBT  MANTLB. 

CoooNNAfi  was  not  deoeiyed*  The  lady  who  bad  stopped 
the  cavalier  in  the  cherry  mantle  was  indeed  the  Qaeen 
of  Kavarre ;  the  cavalier  in  the  cherry  mantle  was,  as  our 
readers  have  doubtless  guessed,  no  other  than  Mony. 

On  recognizing  the  Qaeen  of  Navarre,  the  young  man 
saw  there  was  some  mistake,  but  he  feared  to  say  any- 
thing, lest  a  cry  from  the  queen  should  betray  him.  He 
therefore  suffered  himself  to  be  led  into  the  appartemeiUf 
resolved,  once  there,  to  say  to  his  fiiir  guide,  "  Silence  for 
silence,  Madame." 

Marguerite  had  gently  pressed  the  arm  of  him  whom 
in  the  darkness  she  mistook  for  La  Mole,  and  whispered 
in  his  ear  in  Latin,  *'  Sola  sum ;  introito,  carissime."  {**  I 
am  alone ;  come  in,  dearest.") 

Mouy  entered  in  silence ;  but  scarcely  was  he  in  the 
antechamber,  and  the  door  closed,  than  Marguerite  per- 
ceived that  it  was  not  La  Mole,  and  she  then  uttered 
that  very  cry  which  the  prudent  Huguenot  had  dreaded. 
Happily,  it  was  no  longer  to  be  feared. 

'*  M.  de  Mouy ! "  she  cried,  starting  back. 

"Myself^  Madame,"  returned  the  young  man;  ''and 
I  entreat  your  Majesty  to  suffer  me  to  proceed,  without 
informing  any  one  of  my  presence  at  the  Louvre." 

"  Oh,  M.  de  Mouy,"  said  the  queen,  '*  I  was  mistaken, 
then." 

''Tes,  so    I    comprehend,"  returned    Mouy;    ''your 
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llajestj  mistook  me  for  the  King  of  NaYtm.  My  dieaa 
is  the  mme  as  bn,  and  my  height  and  fignie,  I  have  been 
told  bj  those  who  would  flatter  me,  an  not  unlike  bis." 

Ha^n^erita  looked  fixedly  at  him.  "Do  yon  know 
iMtin  I "  abe  asked. 

**  I  did  onoe,  but  I  have  forgotten  it>"  leplied  the  young 

Matgnetita  smiled.  "  Yon  may  nly  upon  my  discretion, 
U.  de  Mony ;  and  as  I  thiok  I  know  the  peiton  yon  seek, 
I  will,  if  you  wish,  conduct  yon  to  bim." 

"  Hadame,"  replied  Moay,  "  I  see  that  yon  are  mistaken, 
ud  that  you  are  completely  ignonnt  who  the  person  is 
that  I  wiah  to  see." 

"What  I  "  cried  Maignarite,  "ia  it  not  the  King  of 
Nararre  you  Boak ) " 

"Alas,  Madame,  it  ia  with  r^ret  I  have  to  beseech  you 
specially  to  conceal  my  piesenca  in  the  Lonvra  from  the 
king  you  hnaband." 

"H.  de  Uony,"  said  Marguerite,  "  I  bare  always  con- 
ndered  yon  one  of  the  steadiest  partisans  of  my  husband, 
•od  one  of  tbe  most  lealons  Huguenot  leaders.  Am  I, 
then,  miBtaken  t " 

"  No,  Madame,  for  I  was,  up  to  this  morning,  all  that 
jou  My." 
"  And  why  have  yon  changed  t " 
"  Sbdame,"  returned  Houy,  "  I  entreat  yon  to  excuse 
Bj  replying,  and  to  receiTe  my  adieo."    And  Mony  firmly 
but  mpectfhlly  proceeded  towards  tbe  door. 

Mu^erite  stopped  Um.  "Yet,  Monsieur,'*  said  she, 
"if  I  ihonld  venture  to  ask  a  word  of  explanation,  my 
ptomise  is  good,  is  it  not  1 " 

"Madame,"  returned  Mouy,  "my  duty  bids  me  be 
nletit;  I  need  hardly  say  that  it  is  an  imperious  dnty 
which  prevents  my  obeying  your  MjJ  sty." 


-4 
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it 


"  Yet,  Monsieai  —  " 

'*  Your  Majesty  can  rain  me,  bat  joa  cannot  leqoiie  me 
to  betray  my  new  frienda.** 

Have  your  old  friends  no  claims  on  you  t " 
Those  who  have  remained  &ithful|  yes;  thoae  who 
not  only  have  abandoned  us,  but  have  abandoned  them- 
selves, no." 

Marguerite,  thoughtful  and  uneasy,  was  about  to  punue 
her  interrogatories,  when  Gillonne  rushed  in. 

"  The  King  of  Navarre,  Madame  1 " 

**  Which  way  is  he  coming  f  " 

**  By  the  secret  passage." 

"  Then  let  this  gentleman  out  by  the  other  door." 

<<  Impossible,  Madame ;  some  one  is  knocking  thesa** 

"  Who  is  it  1" 

"  I  do  not  know." 

*'  Gro  and  see.** 

'*  Madame,**  said  Mouy,  ^  permit  me  to  observe  that  I 
am  lost  if  the  King  of  Navarre  sees  me  in  the  Louvre  at 
this  hour  and  in  this  costume." 

Maiguerite  seized  his  hand,  and  leading  him  to  the 
fiunous  cabinet,  ''Enter  there,**  said  she;  ''yon  are  as 
safe  as  in  your  own  house,  for  you  are  under  the  goarantee 
of  my  word." 

Mouy  sprang  in,  and  hardly  had  he  done  so,  when 
Henri  appeared.  He  entered  with  that  cautious  observa- 
tion that  made  him,  even  when  in  the  least  danger,  remark 
the  most  trifling  circumstances.  He  instantly  perceived 
the  cloud  on  Marguerite's  brow.  **  You  were  oocapied, 
Madame  )  *'  said  he. 

"  Yes,  Sire,  I  was  thinking." 

"  And  with  good  reason,  Madame ;  thoughtfolneas  be- 
comes you.  I  too  have  been  thinking,  and  came  to 
communicate  my  thoughts  to  you.** 
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Margaeiite  inclined  her  head  in  token  of  welcome,  and 
pointing  to  a  seat,  placed  heraelf  in  an  ebony  chair  beaati- 
fully  carved.  There  was  a  moment's  pause ;  Henri  first 
broke  the  silence.  "I  remembered^  Madamci"  said  he, 
"  that  my  dreams  as  to  the  future  had  this  in  common 
with  yours,  that  though  separated  as  husband  and  wife, 
we  yet  wished  to  unite  our  fortunes.** 

**  It  is  true,  Sire." 

'*  I  also  understood  that  in  all  my  plans  for  our  common 
elevation,  I  should  find  in  you  not  only  a  faithful  but  an 
active  ally." 

''  Yes,  Sire ;  and  I  only  ask  to  have  an  early  opportunity 
of  proving  it  to  you." 

''  I  am  delighted  to  find  you  so  well  disposed ;  and  I 
believe  that  you  have  not  for  an  instant  mistrusted  that 
I  have  lost  sight  of  those  plans  I  resolved  upon  the  day 
when,  thanks  to  your  courage,  my  life  was  saved." 

"  Monsieur,  I  believe  that  your  indifference  is  merely  a 
mask ;  and  I  have  confidence  not  only  in  the  predictions 
of  astrologers,  but  also  in  your  genius." 

''  What  should  yon  say,  then,  were  some  one  to  come  in 
and  thwart  our  plans,  and  threaten  to  destroy  our  hopes?*' 

"  I  would  reply  that  I  am  ready  to  strive  with  you, 
openly  or  in  secret,  against  him,  be  he  who  he  may." 

"Madame,"  returned  Henri,  "you  have  the  right  of 
entering  the  Due  d'Alen9on'8  apartments  at  all  times, 
have  you  not )  You  have  his  confidence,  and  he  has  a 
warm  liking  for  you.  Might  I  request  of  you  to  go  and 
see  if  he  be  not  in  secret  conference  with  some  one." 

Marguerite  was  startled.     *'  With  whom ) "  she  said. 

"  With  Mouy." 

**  Why ) "  replied  Marguerite,  suppressing  her  emotion. 

"  Because  if  it  be  so,  adieu  to  all  our  plans,  —  all  mine, 
at  least." 

VOL.   I.  —  SO 
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**  Speak  lower,  Sire,"  said  Maigaerite,  pointing  to  the 
cabinet 

''Oh  I  oh!  some  one  there  again  I  **  said  HenrL  "Bj 
my  £uth,  that  cabinet  is  so  often  inhabited  that  it  renders 
your  chamber  uninhabitable.'' 

Marguerite  smiled. 

''  Is  it  M.  de  la  Mole,  still  r  said  HenrL 

"No,  Sire ;  it  is  M.  de  Mouy.'* 

''Mouy!"  cried  Henri,  joyfully.  ''He  ia  not»  then, 
with  the  Due  d'Alen9on.  Oh,  let  me  apeak  to 
him!" 

Maiguerite  ran  to  the  cabinet,  and  without  further 
ceremony  presented  Mouy  to  the  king. 

"Ah,  Madame/'  said  the  young  Huguenot,  reproach- 
fully, "  you  have  not  kept  your  promise.  Suppose  I  were 
to  revenge  myself  by  saying — " 

"Tou  will  not  avenge  yourself,  Mouy,"  said  Henri, 
pressing  his  hand ;  "  at  least,  not  before  you  have  heard 
me.  Madame,"  continued  he,  '*  have  the  kindness  to  see 
that  no  one  overhears  us." 

Scarcely  were  these  words  uttered,  when  Gillonne 
entered  all  aghast,  and  said  something  to  Marguerite  that 
made  her  bound  from  her  seat.  While  she  hastened  to 
the  antechamber  with  Gillonne,  Henri,  not  troubling  him- 
self as  to  the  cause  of  her  abrupt  departure,  lifted  the 
tapestry,  sounded  the  walls,  and  looked  into  every  recess. 
As  for  Mouy,  somewhat  alarmed  by  these  precautions,  he 
loosened  his  sword  in  the  scabbard. 

Marguerite,  on  leaving  her  bedchamber,  had  darted  into 
the  antechamber,  and  found  herself  in  the  presence  of  La 
Mole,  who,  in  spite  of  Gillonne,  was  forcing  his  way  in. 
Behind  him  stood  Coconnas,  ready  to  advance  or  retreat 
with  him,  as  the  case  might  be. 

"Ah,  is  it  you,  M.  de  la  Molet"  said  the  queeD. 


"What  m  the  matttf  widi  j^ni 
trembling  1" 

«  Maikiiie,*  and  GSLmmBb.  -^VL 
Icrad  that  in  fpito  of  j^mc  IJ 
to  adnit  him.** 

•Ba!**  and  tiw  . 
k  Mole!" 

"Madum,  I  wbbed  -st 


'wvung  mj  naDtle  vui  .jsl' 

"'Toa  are  mad*  Mdoshixe:' 
aee  your  mantle  on  y^ir  ju:^:— -=- 
fa&j  I  ne  pnir  hat  x  -^nr 
ing  to  a  qaeen.* 

•ForgiTe  me.  Ifftaimt^  " 
coTcring.    **God  cin^  i  ^  ^^ 

^No;  hot  want  -f  -jj:t^'  m. 

•Oh,  Ifadamt*  «»i  L.  *  - 
yoor  aputmena  3.  7*^  rr?*. 
name—'' 

-Aman!''  «si  Xrr'-'--' 
«T«yfine,  M. 
iod  joa 

Jbd  ihe 
to  U  M:Ie  ini    T  ^z=l^   -> 
CUM  lurvaiu,   H'-^ri    ''•-t^.  - 

-53w:faal 
jooneif  at  :^ 


t  i't: 


GocncaH 
kadvefl 
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"  Mony ! "  cried  Cocoima& 

**  Henri  1 "  matteied  La  Mole. 

"  Moay,  with  your  cloak  and  hat." 

**  Zounds ! "  said  La  Mole,  "  this  is  some  plot" 

"  Ah,  here  we  are  in  politics  again ! "  gnimbled  Gooon- 
nas.  '' Fortonately,  I  do  not  see  Madame  de  Nerets 
mixed  up  in  the  matter." 

Marguerite  relumed  to  her  bedroom;  she  had  been 
absent  scarcely  a  minute,  but  she  had  made  good  use  of 
her  time.  Gillonne  guarding  the  secret  passage,  and  the 
two  gentlemen  outside  the  piiiicipal  entrance,  afforded  fall 
security. 

*^  Madame,"  said  Henri,  **  do  you  think  it  possible  any 
one  can  overhear  usi" 

"  Sire,"  returned  Marguerite,  ''  the  walls  are  all  double- 
panelled,  and  lined  between  with  mattresses." 

''Ay,  ay,  that  will  do,"  said  Henri,  smiling.  Then, 
turning  to  Mouy,  **  Now,  then,"  said  he,  in  a  low  tone,  as 
notwithstanding  Marguerite's  assurances,  his  fears  were 
not  dissipated,  ''what  are  you  come  here  fort" 

"  Here ! "  repeated  Mouy. 

"  Yes,  here,  —  to  this  chamber  1 " 

"  He  did  not  come  for  anything,**  said  Marguerite;  ''it 
was  I  who  brought  him  here." 

"  You  knew  then  —  " 

"  I  guessed." 

"  You  see,  Mouy,  people  can  guess.*' 

"  M  de  Mouy,"  continued  Mai^erite,  "  was  with  Due 
Francis  this  morning  in  the  chamber  of  two  of  hia 
gentlemen." 

"  You  see,  Mouy,"  repeated  Henri,  "  we  know  al" 

**  It  is  true,**  said  Mouy. 

"  I  was  sure,"  replied  the  king,  "  that  D'Alen^on  had 
got  hold  of  you." 
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^*  It  is  jonr  &alt)  Sire.  Wh  j  did  jou  lefbae  so  obeti- 
iiaiel7  what  I  offered." 

"  Ah,  you  lefdsed  I "  said  Maigaerite.  *^  Mj  piesenti- 
ments,  then,  were  true  t " 

**  Madame/*  said  Henri,  ^and  you,  mj  brave  Moay, 
yea  make  me  smile  with  your  exdamations.  What !  a 
man  comes  to  me,  and  talks  to  me  of  thrones  and  revolu- 
tions, and  overthrowing  States^  —  to  me^  Henri,  a  prince 
tolerated  only  because  I  humble  myself ;  a  Huguenot,  spared 
only  because  I  pretend  to  be  a  Catholic, — and  thinks  I 
am  going  to  accept  his  propositions  made  in  a  chamber 
without  double  panels,  and  not  lined  with  mattresses. 
TaUre-wintrgria  I  you  are  children,  or  you  are  mad ! " 

'*  But,  Sire,  your  Majesty  might  have  given  me  some 
hope,  —  if  not  in  words,  by  a  gesture,  a  sign." 

''What  did  my  brother-in-law  say  to  you,  Monyt" 
asked  Henri. 

"  Oh,  Sire,  that  is  not  my  secret." 

''  Oh,  mon  Dieu/"  said  Henri,  impatient  at  having  to 
deal  with  a  man  who  did  not  understand  hinu  "  I  do 
not  ask  yon  what  proposals  he  made  you.  I  only  asked 
you  if  he  had  listened,  and  if  he  had  overheard  t" 

**  He  had  listened.  Sire,  and  he  had  overheard." 

"  He  listened  and  overheard  !  — you  admit  that  your- 
self. Poor  conspirator  that  you  arel  Had  I  spoken  a 
word,  you  had  been  undone,  —  for  if  I  did  not  absolutely 
know  he  was  there,  I  suspected  as  much ;  and  if  not  he, 
some  one  eke,  —  D'Anjou,  the  king,  or  the  queen-mother. 
The  walls  of  the  Louvre  have  good  ears;  and  knowing 
that,  do  you  think  I  should  speak  t  I  wonder  you  offer 
a  crown  to  the  King  of  Navarre^  when  you  give  him 
credit  for  so  little  good  sense." 

"But,  Sire,"  said  Mouy,  "had  you  made  me  a  sign,  I 
should  not  have  lost  all  hope." 
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<'£h,  nmUr&faint^nrU /"  cried  HeniL  ''If  he  listened, 
could  he  not  see  also  1  At  this  veiy  instant  I  dread  lest 
we  may  be  oTerheard  when  I  saj  to  yoii^  Mouy,  repeat  to 
me  your  proposals.** 

''Sire/'  said  Mouy,  moomfullyy  ''I  am  now  engaged 
with  M.  d'Aleni^n." 

Maigueiite  beat  her  fair  hands  together  TiolenUy.  *^It 
lA,  then,  too  late  f "  said  she. 

"On  the  contrary/'  said  Henri,  "the  hand  of  PioTi- 
dence  is  visible  in  thisy  for  the  duke  will  save  us  alL  He 
will  be  a  buckler  protecting  us ;  whereas  the  name  of  the 
^ing  of  Navane  would  involve  you  all,  by  d^greea,  in 
destruction.  Get  fast  hold  of  him ;  secure  proo&  ;  but^ 
sUly  politician  that  you  are,  you  have  doubtless  engaged 
yourself  already  without  using  any  precautions." 

"Sire/'  cried  Mouy,  "  despair  made  me  join  his  party, 
and  fear  also,  for  he  held  our  secret" 

"  Then  hold  his  in  your  turn.  What  does  he  want,  — 
the  kingdom  of  Navarre  1  Promise  it  him.  To  quit  the 
court  f  Supply  him  with  tbe  means.  When  the  time 
comes  for  us  to  fly,  he  and  I  will  fly  together ;  when  it  is 
time  to  reign,  I  will  reign  alone." 

"Distrust  the  duke,"  said  Maiguerite;  "he  is  alike 
incapable  of  hatred  and  friendship,  <— ever  ready  to  treat 
bis  enemies  as  friends,  and  his  friends  as  enemies." 

"He  awaits  you)"  said  Henri,  without  heeding  hu 
wife's  remark. 

"  Yes,  Sire." 

"  At  what  hour  ? " 

"  Unta  midnight." 

"  It  is  not  yet  ^even,"  said  Senri ;  ^'  yon  are  not  too 
late,  Mouy." 

"  We  have  your  word,  Monsieur,"  said  Marguerite. 

"Come,  come,"  said  Henri,  with  that  air  of  oonfi* 
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denee  he  »  wdl  knew  how  to  show  to  oeitaiii  pep- 
TO»Mid  on  certain  oocaaone;  "with  IL  de  Mouy  this 

is  needlesB.'* 

**  You  do  me  justioe,  Sire,**  letaned  the  young  mail. 
«Bat  I  must  have  your  word  that  I  may  tell  our  leaders 
that  I  have  received  it    You  are  not,  then,  a  CathoUc  t " 
Henri  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
«  You  do  not  renounce  the  kingdom  of  Navarrel " 
<«  I  do  not  renounce  any  kingdom,  only  I  would  select 
that  which  auits  you  and  me  the  hest" 

"And  in  the  mean  time,  were  your  Mtgerty  to  he  ar- 
rested, and  they  should  dare  so  to  violate  the  r^  dignity 
ss  to  torture  you,  wiU  you  swear  to  reveal  nothing  t " 
"  Mouy,  I  swear  it" 

"One  word.  Sire,    flow  shall  I  see  you!" 
"  From  to-morrow  you  will  have  a  key  of  my  chamher, 
ftod  you  can  come  in  when  you  wilL    The  duke  must  ex- 
plain your  presence  at  the  Louvre.    I  will  now  guide  you 
up  the  private  staircase ;  meantime,  the  queen  will  hring 
in  here  the  other  Cherry  Mantle,  who  was  just  now  in  the 
antechamber.    It  must  not  be  supposed  yon  are  double ; 
eh,  Mouy  I  eh,  Madame  t " 
Henri  laughed  as  he  said  this^  and  looked  at  MargueritCp 
MYea,**  replied  she,  without  any  emotion;  "for  you 
know  this  M.  de  la  Mole  is  one  of  the  gentlemen  of  the 
Due  d'Alen^on.'* 

"  Try  and  get  him  to  our  side^  then,"  said  Henri,  with 
entire  gravity ;  "  spare  neither  gold  nor  pmnisea.  I  place 
all  my  treasures  at  his  disposal** 

"  Well,  then,"  aaid  Marguerite,  with  one  of  thoae  smiles 
that  belong  only  to  Boccaccio's  heroines,  **  since  sach  is 
your  desire,  I  will  do  my  best  to  promote  it'' 

"  Very  good,  Madame ;  and  now  to  the  dake^  M^my, 
and  hook  him." 
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CHAPTER    XXVI. 

MARGUERITE. 

During  this  conveisation  La  Mole  and  Ck)coiiiia8  remalued 
on  guaid,  —  the  former  somewhat  vexed,  and  Cooonnas 
somewhat  uneasy.  La  Mole  had  had  time  for  leflection, 
and  Cooounas  had  most  liherally  assisted  him. 

''  What  do  you  think  of  all  this  t  "*  asked  La  Mole. 

*^  I  think,"  replied  the  Piedmontese,  ^  that  it  is  some 
intrigue  of  the  court." 

''And  are  you  disposed  to  play  a  part  in  itt" 

'*  My  dear  fellow  ! "  returned  Goconnas, ''  listen  to  what 
I  shall  say,  and  take  advantage  from  it.  In  all  these  royal 
manoeuvrings  we  are^  and  should  be,  but  shadows ;  where 
the  King  of  Navarre  would  lose  only  the  end  of  his  feather, 
or  the  Due  d'Alen9on  the  skirt  of  his  doak,  you  and  I 
would  lose  our  lives.  The  queen  has  a  fiincy  for  you, 
and  you  have  a  £uicy  for  her,  —  nothing  could  be  better ; 
lose  your  head  in  love,  my  dear  fellow,  but  don't  lose  it  in 
politics." 

That  was  wise  advice ;  but  it  was  received  by  La  Mole 
with  the  sadness  of  a  man  who  knows  that,  placed  be- 
tween reason  and  folly,  he  will  pursue  folly. 

"  I  have  not  a  fancy  for  the  queen,  Annibal ;  I  love  her, 
and,  happily  or  unhappily,  I  love  her  with  all  my  souL 
It  is  folly,  I  admit ;  but  you,  Coconnas,  who  are  prudent, 
must  not  suffer  by  my  folly.  Seek  our  master,  and  do  not 
compromise  yourself." 

Coconnas  reflected  an  instant ;  then,  shaking  his  head, 
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**  My  dear  fellow  1 "  said  he,  "  what  joa  aaj  is  very  just ; 
yoa  axe  in  love,  and  yoa  act  like  a  lover.  I  am  ambitioiis, 
and  think  life  worth  more  than  the  smile  of  a  woman. 
When  I  risk  my  life  I  will  make  my  own  terms,  and  do 
yon,  on  yoor  part^  do  the  same/'  So  saying,  Coconnas 
pressed  La  Mole's  hand,  and  left  him. 

About  ten  minutes  after,  the  door  opened  cantionsly  and 
^larguerite  appeared.  Without  speaking  a  word  she  led 
La  Mole  into  her  apartments,  closing  the  doors  with  a  care 
thai  showed  the  importance  of  the  conversation  she  was 
about  to  open.  Arrived  in  her  chamber,  she  sat  down 
in  her  ebony  chair,  and  taking  La  Mole's  hand  in  hers, 
^  Now  that  we  are  alone,  my  friend,"  said  she,  "  we  will 
talk  seriously." 

**  Seriously,  Madame  1 "  said  La  Mole. 
**  Or  lovingly,  if  you  like  the  word  better.   There  may  be 
serious  things  in  love,  especially  in  the  love  of  a  queen." 

**  Let  us  speak  seriously,  then ;  but  on  condition  that 
yoor  Majesty  be  not  offended  with  what  I  shall  say." 
'*  I  shall  be  offended  at  only  one  thing,  La  Mole,  and 
that  is,  if  you  call  me  '  Madame '  or  *  your  Majesty ; '  for 
you  I  am  only  Marguerite." 

'  Yes^  Maiguerite  1   yes,  Margarita  I    yes,  my  pearl  I " 
cried  the  young  man,  gazing  passionately  at  the  queen. 
"That  is  well,"  said   Maiguerite;  ''and  so  you  are 
jealous^  my  fine  gentleman)" 
"Oh,  madly!" 
"^Ahl  and  of  whom)" 
"  Of  every  one." 
But  of  whom  in  particular  t " 
First,  of  the  king." 

I  thought,  after  what  you  had  seen  and  heard,  you 
ere  easy  on  that  score." 
**  Of  Uus  M.  de  Mouy,  whom  I  saw  this  morning  for 
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the  first  time,  and  whom  I  find  this  eTening  on  such 
intimate  terms  with  you." 

"  And  what  makes  you  jealous  of  Mouy  1 " 

*^  Listen ;  I  have  recognized  him  by  his  air,  his  figure^ 
by  a  natural  feeling  of  hate.  It  is  ha  who  was  ^with 
M.  d'Alen9on  this  morning.'* 

"  Well,  what  has  that  to  do  with  me  1  ** 

''That  I  know  not.  But  in  any  case,  Madame,  be 
frank  with  me ;  a  love  like  mine  is  entitled  to  frankness 
on  your  part.  See,  Madame,  at  your  feet  I  implore  yoa  t 
If  what  you  have  felt  for  me  is  but  a  temporary  inelinsr 
bioD,  I  give  you  back  your  futh  and  your  promisee ;  I  wiQ 
resign  my  post  to  M.  d'Alen^on,  and  go  and  seek  death 
at  the  siege  of  Bochelle,  if  love  does  not  kill  me  before 
I  arrive  there  ! " 

Marguerite  listened  with  a  smile  to  these  tender  re- 
proaches; then,  leaning  her  head  on  her  burning  hand, 
**you  love  me]"  she  said. 

"Oh,  yes,  Madame,  more  than  life,  more  than  safe- 
ty, more  than  all  things  1    But  you — you  do  not  love 


me," 


"  Silly  fellow ! "  she  murmured  ;  "  and  so  the  sole  in- 
terest of  life  with  you  is  your  love,  dear  La  Mole  t  ** 

"  It  is  indeed,  Madame." 

"  You  love  me,  then,  and  would  remain  with  me  t " 

''  My  only  prayer  is  that  I  may  never  part  from 
you." 

"  Were  I  to  tell  you  I  love  you,  would  you  be  wholly 
devoted  to  mel" 

*'  Am  I  not  so  already  T  " 

"  Yes ;  but  you  stiU  doubt." 

"  Oh,  I  am  an  ingrate,  or  rather,  I  am  mad ;  but  tell 
me,  why  was  M.  de  Mouy  this  morning  with  the  Due 
d'Aleugon ;  why  here  to-night  1   What  meant  the  white 
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plume,  the  cheny-coloied  mantle^  the  imitating  my  walk 
and  manner  1  Ah,  Madame !  it  la  not  you  whom  I  suapecty 
bat  yoor  brother." 

**  Can  you  not  gueae  1  The  Duo  d'Alengon  would  kill 
jou  with  his  own  hand,  did  he  know  yoa  were  here  at 
my  feet,  and  that^  instead  of  ordering  you  to  quit  my 
presence,  I  said  to  you  as  I  now  say,  stay  wh^e  you  are, 
for  I  loTe  you.    Yes,  I  repeat,  he  would  kill  you." 

**  Great  God! "  cried  La  Mole,  starting  back,  and  look- 
ing at  Marguerite  with  terror,  **  is  it  possible  1 " 

''All  is  possible,  my  friend,  in  our  time  and  in  oar 
court  Now,  a  single  word,  U  was  not  for  me  that 
M.  da  Mouy  came  here  in  your  hat  and  cloak,  —  it  was 
for  M.  d'Alen^on ;  but  I  mistook  him  for  you.  I  spoke 
to  him,  thinking  it  was  you ;  I  led  him  hither,  thinking 
it  was  you.  He  possesses  our  secret^  La  Mole,  and  must 
be  managed  cautiously." 

''  I  would  rather  kill  him,'*  said  La  Mole ;  '"t  is  the 
shortest  and  safest  way." 

"And  I,"  said  the  queen,  '* would  rather  he  should 
live  and  that  you  should  know  all ;  for  his  life  is  not  only 
useful  to  us,  but  necessary.  Listen,  and  weigh  well  your 
words  before  answering;  do  you  love  me  enough  to 
rejoice  if  I  were  to  become  really  a  queen, — that  is, 
mistress  of  a  veritable  kingdom  1" 

"Alas,  Madame,''  said  La  Mole,  "I  love  you  enough 
to  desire  whatever  you  desire,  though  it  involved  myself 
in  utter  misery ! " 

"  Will  you,  then,  aid  me  to  realize  this  object  t " 

**  Oh,  I  shall  lose  you ! "  cried  La  Mole,  burying  lus 
face  in  his  hands. 

*'No;  only,  instead  of  being  the  first  of  my  servants, 
yoa  will  become  the  first  of  my  subjects." 
'*0h,  speak  not  of  interest,  of  ambition!    Do  not 
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dishonor  the  sentiment  I  have  for  yon! — of  devotion, 
ardent,  unmixed  devotion  I" 

"  Nohle  nature  1 "  said  the  queen ;  "  I  will  accept  yoor 
devotion,  and,  be  assured,  will  repay  it."  And  sbe  held 
out  her  hands,  which  La  Mole  covered  with  kisses. 
"Well!"  said  she. 

'*  Well,  yes,"  replied  La  Mole ;  "  I  now  begin  to  under- 
stand the  project  spoken  of  by  the  Huguenots  before  the 
Saint  Bartholomew,  —  the  project,  to  aid  in  which,  I,  with 
so  many  otherS;  came  to  Paris.  Ton  desire  a  real  king- 
dom of  Navarre  instead  of  a  fictitious  kingdom.  King 
Henri  urges  you;  Mouy  conspires  with  you;  but  what 
has  the  Due  d*Alen9on  to  do  with  all  thisf  Where  is 
there  a  throne  for  him  in  this  a£fair1  I  see  none.  Now 
is  the  Due  d'Alen^on  sufficiently  your  friend  to  aid  you 
without  demanding  anything  in  return  f" 

''  The  duke  conspires  for  himself.  Let  him  go  on  his 
own  way ;  his  life  answers  for  ours.'* 

"But  how  can  I,  who  am  in  his  service,  betray 
him  1 " 

**  Betray  him !  how  so )  What  has  he  intrusted  to  youf 
Has  he  not  betrayed  you,  by  giving  Mouy  your  mauUe 
and  hat  to  enable  him  to  come  here  f  Were  you  not  in 
my  service  before  you  were  in  his  f  Has  he  given  yon  a 
greater  proof  of  love  than  you  have  received  from  me  f " 

La  Mole  rose,  pale  and  agitated.  ''Coconnas  was 
right,"  murmured  he  ;  "I  am  becoming  entangled  in  the 
net  of  intrigue,  and  it  will  destroy  me.** 

*'  Well  1 "  said  Marguerite. 

'^  This  is  my  answer,"  returned  La  Mole.  ''  Even  at 
the  extremity  of  France,  where  the  reputation  of  your 
beauty  reached  me,  and  gave  me  my  first  desire  to  visit 
Paris  that  I  might  see  you,  I  have  heard  it  said  that  yoa 
have  loved  more  than  once  and  that  your  love  has  always 
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bean  &tal  to  its  objects ;  death,  doabtleas  jealous  of  their 
happinefis,  ramoTed  them  from  yoo.** 

••  La  Mole ! " 

^Do  not  inteiTopt  me;,  Marguerite.  It  is  added  that 
joa  have  ever  with  yon  the  embalmed  hearts  of  these 
departed  ones»  and  that  at  times  yoa  bestow  on  these  sad 
remains  a  piteons  sigh,  perchance  a  tear.  Ton  sigh,  my 
qneen,  yonr  eyes  are  lowered  to  the  ground ;  it  is  tme, 
theni  Well,  make  me  the  most  loyed  and  the  most 
happy  of  yonr  fiiTorites.  In  the  case  of  others  yon  pierced 
the  heart,  and  that  heart  yon  have  preserved ;  with  me, 
yon  do  more,  —  yon  expose  my  head.  Marguerite,  swear 
to  me  before  the  image  of  that  God  who  even  in  this 
place  saved  my  life^  swear  to  me  that  if — as  a  sombre 
presentiment  assures  me  I  shall  —  I  perish  beneath  the 
exeentioner^s  stroke  in  your  service,  yon  will  preserve 
that  head  which  I  shall  forfeit^  and  will  sometimes  look 
upon  it.  Swear  this,  and  the  prospect  of  such  a  reward, 
made  by  my  queen,  will  make  me  silent,  traitor  and 
coward  when  necessary,  — >  that  is  to  say,  entirely  devoted, 
as  one  should  be  who  is  your  lover  and  associate." 

"  Oh,  gloomy  foreboding,  my  dear  soul ! ''  said  Margue- 
rite ;  **  oh,  fiital  thought^  my  sweet  love !  " 

"Swear!* 

"  Swear  1" 

"  Tes,  on  this  cross-surmounted  coffer.^ 

"  I  swear,'*  said  Marguerite,  "  that  if —  may  God  for- 
bid I  —  your  sombre  presentiment  be  realized,  you  shall 
be  near  me,  living  or  dead,  so  long  as  I  myself  shall  live ; 
if  I  caimot  save  you  in  the  peril  you  incur  for  me,  you 
shall  have  the  poor  consolation  you  ask,  and  which  you 
will  have  so  well  merited.'' 

"  One  word  more.  Marguerite.  I  can  now  die  happily, 
but  I  may  live;  we  may  triumph,  and  not  falL    The 
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King  of  Navarre  may  beoome  king;  you  wiU  then  be 
queen.  He  will  take  yon  hence  ;  the  tow  of  separation 
between  you  may  one  day  be  broken,  and  lead  U>  mj 
separation  from  you.  Oh|  dearest  Maigaerite,  reaasore 
me  also  on  this  point" 

"  Fear  not,  I  am  yoars,  body  and  soul,'*  cried  Margne- 
rite,  placing  her  hand  on  the  cross.  **  If  I  go,  yon  shall 
accompany  me ;  if  the  king  refuses  to  take  you,  I  myself 
will  not  depart" 

*'  But  you  will  not  dare  resist  him." 

'*  Dear  Hyacinthe,"  said  Marguerite,  *'  you  do  not  know 
the  king.  Henri  thinks  but  of  one  thing, — that  is,  of 
becoming  a  king,— and  to  that  desire  he  would  at 
this  moment  sacrifice  all  that  he  possesses,  and  with 
the  more  reason,  what  he  does  not  possess;  and  now, 
fereweU  I " 

From  this  evening  La  Mole  was  no  longer  a  common 
fiivorite,  and  he  could  proudly  hold  up  that  head,  for 
which,  living  or  dead,  so  high  a  destiny  was  reserved. 
Yet  sometimes  his  eyes  were  fixed  on  the  ground,  his 
cheek  grew  pale,  and  deep  meditation  drew  furrows  on 
the  brow  of  the  young  man,  once  so  gay,  now  ao 
happy. 
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CHAPTER  XXVIL 

THB  HAND  07  PBOVIDBNOS. 

Ab  Henri  left  Madame  de  Saave,  he  said  to  her,  '*  Char- 
lotte,  confine  yonnelf  to  jour  bed ;  pretend  to  be  exceed- 
inglj  ill,  and  do  not  receive  any  person  during  the  day 
under  any  pretext  whateoever." 

Charlotte,  knowing  that  Henri  had  secrets  which  he 
revealed  to  no  one,  complied  with  all  his  directions,  certain 
that  hia  oondnct,  however  strange,  had  a  purpose.  In  the 
evening,  she  complained  to  her  attendant  Dariole  of  a 
heaviness  in  the  head,  accompanied  with  &intness,  these 
being  the  symptoms  Henri  had  requested  her  to  feign. 
The  next  morning  ahe  seemed  desirous  of  riaing,  but 
scarcely  had  ahe  placed  her  foot  on  the  floor,  when  she 
complained  of  general  weakness,  and  letomed  to  her  bed 

This  indisposition,  which  Henri  had  already  adverted 
to  whoBL  speaking  to  the  Due  d*AIen^n,  was  the  first 
information  thai  Catherine  received,  when  she  inquired 
with  a  calm  air  why  La  Sauve  did  not  attend  her,  as 
Qsoal,  when  she  arose. 

^'Slie  is  iDy*  said  Madame  de  Lorraine,  who  was 
prawntb 

''lilt**  repeated  Catherine,  while  not  a  mnvJe  of  h'^r 
lace  announced  the  inti»r««t  she  took  in  th«  r^ply ;  **  a 
little  indolent^  perhaps  1" 

**  No,  Madame,**  replied  the  princess ;  **  «h*j  c//mp!aifi» 
of  a  violent  pain  in  the  head  az»d  a  weakKi<:ss  tliat  pr«;v«tfU 
her  firom  Boving. 
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Catherine  made  no  reply^  bat  to  conceal  her  joy,  no 
doubt,  turned  towards  the  window;  and  seeing  Henri 
crossing  the  courtyard  after  his  oonveniation  with  Mouy, 
she  said,  as  she  looked  at  him,  to  her  captain  of  the 
guards,  "Do  you  not  think  that  my  son  Henri  looks 
paler  than  usual  this  morning  1" 

It  is  true  that  Henri  was  considerably  disturbed  in 
mind,  but  he  was  physically  in  good  condition. 

Catherine's  suite  left  her,  and  the  instant  she  was  alone 
she  closed  the  door  securely,  and  going  to  a  secret  cup- 
board she  drew  from  a  concealed  comer  a  book,  whoae 
crumpled  leaves  proved  how  frequently  it  was  made  use 
ofl  She  placed  the  volume  on  a  table,  opened  it,  and 
after  consulting  its  pages  for  a  minute,  exclaimed,  ''Tee, 
it  is  so,  —  headache,  general  weakness,  pains  in  the  eyes, 
sweUing  of  the  palate.  As  yet  they  only  mention  head- 
ache and  weakness ;  but  the  other  symptoms  will  appear 
Then  follow  inflammation  of  the  throat,  which  extends 
over  the  stomach,  surrounds  the  heart  with  a  circle  of  fire, 
and  makes  the  brain  burst  like  a  stroke  of  lightning.'' 

She  read  on  in  a  low  tone,  and  then  said,  *'  The  fever 
lasts  six  hours,  the  general  inflammation  twelve  houn,  the 
gangrene  twelve  hours,  the  final  agony  six  hours,  —  in  all, 
thirty -six  hours.  Well,  then,  let  us  suppose  that  absorp- 
tion is  a  slower  process  than  swallowing ;  instead  of  thirty- 
six  hours  we  shall  have  forty,  or  perhaps  forty-eight,  — yei^ 
forty-eight  must  be  sufficient  But  he  —  he  —  Henri— 
how  IB  it  that  he  is  able  to  keep  up  1  Why,  because  he 
IB  a  man  with  a  robust  habit,  and  perhaps  drank  some- 
thing after  he  had  kissed  her,  and  wiped  his  lips  after 
drinking." 

Catherine  impatiently  awaited  the  dinner-hour, —Henri 
dined  daily  at  the  king's  table.  When  he  came  he  com- 
plained of  giddiness  in  the  head,  and  did  not  eat,  bat 
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withdrew  immediately  after  dinner,  saying  that  as  he  had 
been  up  nearly  all  the  night  before,  he  felt  a  great  desire 
to  sleep. 

Catherine  listened  to  Henri's  retreating  and  stagger- 
ing step,  and  desired  some  one  to  follow  him,  which 
was  done;  and  the  queen-mother  was  informed  that 
the  King  of  Navarre  had  gone  towards  Madame  de 
Sauve's  apartments. 

"  Henri,"  she  said  to  herself,  ''  will  there  complete  the 
work  of  death  which  unlucky  accident  may  hitherto  have 
rendered  incomplete.'' 

The  King  of  Navarre  had  gone  to  Madame  de  Sauve's 
apartments  to  request  her  to  continue  to  play  her  part 

Next  day  Henri  did  not  leave  his  chamber  during  the 
morning,  nor  did  he  dine  at  the  royal  table.  Madame  de 
Sauve,  it  was  reported,  was  worse  and  worse;  and  the 
rumors  of  Henri's  illness^  prompted  by  Catherine  herself, 
spread  like  one  of  those  presentiments  which  no  one  can 
explain,  but  which  travel  in  the  air. 

Catherine  awaited,  then,  with  a  composed  countenance 
the  moment  when  some  attendant,  pale  and  aghast,  should 
enter  her  apartments,  and  cry, "  Tour  Majesty,  the  King 
of  Navarre  is  dying,  and  Madame  de  Sauve  is  dead." 

The  dock  struck  four,  and  Catherine  was  feeding  with 
crumbs  of  bread  some  rare  birds  which  she  herself  at- 
tended to.  Although  her  features  were  calm  and  even 
melancholy,  her  heart  beat  violently  at  the  least  sound. 
Suddenly  the  door  opened. 

"  Madame,^  said  the  captain  of  the  guards,  "  the  King 
of  Navarre  is  —  " 

"1111 "  inquired  Catherine,  suddenly. 

''  No,  Madame,  thank  Qod  1  his  Mtgesty  seems  excel- 
lently well." 

"  What,  then,  have  you  to  say  i " 

VOL.  I.  —  21 
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''That  the  King  of  Navarre  is  here." 

"  What  would  he  with  me  1  *• 

"  He  brings  your  Migesty  a  small  monkey  of  a  reij 
pare  sort" 

And  at  this  moment  Henri  entered,  holding  in  his 
hand  a  basket,  and  caressing  an  onistiti  which  was  in  it. 
Henri  smiled  as  he  entered,  and  appeared  quite  occupied 
with  the  small  animal  he  had  brought;  but  yet,  pre- 
occupied as  he  appeared  to  be,  he  gave  a  glance  which 
was  sufficient  under  lus  peculiar  cireumstances.  As  to 
Catherine,  she  was  very  pale  —  deadly  pale,  indeed — as 
she  saw  the  cheeks  of  the  young  man  who  approached 
her  glowing  with  color  and  health. 

The  queen-mother  was  stupefied  by  that  blow.  She 
accepted  mechanically  the  present  he  made  her,  and 
complimenting  him  in  a  troubled  voice  on  his  healthy 
appearance,  added,  "  I  am  the  more  pleased  to  see  you  in 
such  health,  my  son,  for  having  heard  that  you  were 
ill ;  and  I  remember  you  complained  of  indisposition  in 
my  presence.  But  I  see  now,"  she  continued,  trying  to 
force  a  smile,  "it  was  only  an  excuse  that  you  might 
have  your  time  more  freely  to  yourself." 

"Why,  I  really  was  very  unwell,  Madame,"  replied 
Henri  ;  "  but  a  specific  used  in  our  mountains,  and  which 
my  mother  gave  me,  cured  my  indisposition.'' 

"  Ah  1  you  will  give  me  the  prescription,  won't  you, 
Henri  ? "  said  Catherine,  really  smiling  this  time,  but  with 
irony  half  concealed. 

"  Some  counter-poison,"  she  muttered ;  "  or  he  was  on 
lus  guard.  Seeing  Madame  de  Sauve  ill,  he  had  some 
distrust  ReaUy,  it  would  seem  that  the  hand  of 
Providence  is  extended  over  this  man." 

Catherine  waited  for  night  most  impatiently.  Madame 
de  Sauve  did  not  appear ;  and  it  was  stated  that  she  was 
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the  bed-curtains.  Dariole  opened  her  eyes,  but  heing 
drowsy,  she  did  not  even  try  to  account  to  liexself  for 
the  cause  of  her  awaking,  and  her  heavy  eyelida  dxoppiog, 
she  slept  again. 

Catherine  then  coming  from  behind  the  curtain,  looking 
all  around,  saw  on  a  small  table  a  flask  of  Spajiish  wine, 
some  sweetmeats,  and  two  glasses.  Henri  had  sapped  with 
the  baroness,  who,  apparently,  was  as  well  as  hinuselE. 

Catherine,  then  going  to  the  toilet-table,  took  up  the 
small  box,  which  was  one-third  empty.     It  was  the  same 
which  she  had  sent,  or  was  very  similar  to  it.     She  took 
from  it  a  morsel  of  the  size  of  a  pearl,  at  the  end  of  a 
gold  pin,  returned  to  her  own  apartments,  and  offered  it  to 
the  small  monkey  which  Henri  had  presented  to  her  the 
same  evening.     The  animal,  tempted  by  the   aromatic 
odor,  seized  and  swallowed  it  greedily,  and  curling  him- 
self up  in  his  basket,  went  to  sleep.     Catherine  waited 
a  quarter  of  an  hour.     "  With  half  such  a  piece,''  she 
said,  "my  dog  Brunot  died  in  a  minute.     I  have  been 
trifled  with.     Can  it  be  Ren^  )    Ren^  1  that  is  impossible. 
Then,  it  is  Henri  I     Oh,  fiEitality !    It  is  clear ;  as  he  must 
reign,  he  cannot  die.    But  perhaps  it  is  only  poison  against 
which  he  is  proof ;  let  us,  then,  try  cold  steeL*' 

Catherine  went  to  her  couch,  turning  over  in  her  mind 
this  new  idea,  which  she  resolved  on  putting  into  execu- 
tion the  next  day ;  and  in  the  morning,  summoning  the 
captain  of  her  guards,  she  gave  him  a  letter  to  convey  to 
its  address,  and  to  be  handed  only  to  the  person  whose 
name  it  bore. 

It  was  addressed  to  ''Sire  de  Louviers  de  Maurevd, 
Captain  of  the  King's  Petaideers,  Rue  de  la  Ceiisaie,  netf 
the  Arsenal'^ 
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CHAPTER    XXVIII. 

THE  LETTER  FROM  ROME. 

Some  days  bad  elapsed  since  the  events  we  have  related, 
when  one  morning  a  litter,  escorted  by  several  gentlemen 
wearing  the  colors  of  M.  de  Guise,  entered  the  Louvre ; 
and  it  was  announced  to  the  Queen  of  Navarre  that  the 
Duchesse  de  Nevers  desired  to  pay  her  respects  to  her. 

Marguerite  was  receiving  a  visit  firom  Madame  de  Sauve. 
It  was  the  first  time  the  lovely  baroness  had  gone  out  since 
her  pretended  illness.  Marguerite  congratulated  her  on  her 
convalescence,  and  said,  '*  You  will  come,  I  hope,  to  the 
great  hunt,  which  will  certainly  take  place  to-morrow." 

"  Why,  Madame,"  replied  the  baroness,  "  I  do  not  know 
that  I  shall  be  well  enough.'' 

"Bah  ! "  replied  Marguerite,  ''you  must  make  an  effort ; 
and  as  I  myself  am  a  regular  warrior,  I  have  authorized 
the  king  to  place  at  your  disposal  a  small  B4am  horse, 
which  I  was  to  have  ridden,  and  which  will  carry  you 
famously.     Have  you  not  heard  of  it  1 " 

''  Yes,  Madame,  but  I  was  ignorant  that  the  little  horse 
had  been  destined  to  the  honor  of  being  offered  to  your 
Majesty ;  had  I  known  that  I  would  not  have  accepted 
him." 

"  Through  pride,  Baroness  1 " 

"  No,  Madame ;  on  the  contrary,  through  humility." 

"  Then  you  will  come  ? " 

**  Your  Majesty  overwhelms  me ;  and  I  will  be  present, 
as  you  desire  it" 
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At  this  moment  the  Duchesse  de  Nevers  was  announced. 

''To-morrow,  then,"  said  Marguerite  to  Madame  da 
Sanve.  "Apropos,  you  know,  Baroness,"  continued  Mar- 
guerite, '*  that  in  public  I  detest  you,  seeing  that  I  am 
horribly  jealous  of  you." 

"But  in  private?"  asked  Madame  de  Sauye. 

"  Oh  I  in  private  I  not  only  forgive  you,  but  even  thank 
you." 

"  Then  your  Majesty  will  allow  me  —  ** 

Marguerite  extended  her  hand^  which  the  baroness 
kissed  respectfully,  made  a  profound  reverence,  and  went 
out 

The  Duchesse  de  Nevers  entered.     Gillonne,  at  the  de> 
sire  of  her  mistress,  fastened  the  door,  and  the  dachess 
having  taken  a  seat  without  ceremony.  Marguerite  said  to 
her  with  a  smile,  "  Well !   and  our  famous  swordsman, 
what  do  we  make  out  of  him) " 

"  My  dear  queen,"  replied  the  duchess,  "  he  is  really  a 
mythological  being ;  he  is  incomparable  in  his  mind,  and 
inexhaustible  in  his  humor.  I  am  really  fond  of  him. 
And  what  are  you  doing  with  your  Apollo  1 " 

"  Alas  I "  said  Marguerite,  with  a  sigh. 

"  Ah,  ah !  that  '  alas  *  frightens  me,  dear  queen." 

"  This  '  alas '  refers  only  to  myself,"  replied  Marguerite. 

"  And  what  does  it  mean  1 " 

*'  It  means,  dear  duchess,  that  I  have  an  awful  fear  thai 
I  love  him  in  real  earnest" 

«  Really  1 " 
On  my  faith  !  " 

Ah,  so  much  the  better !  "  cried  Henriette.  ''  The 
joyous  life  that  we  shall  lead  !  To  love  a  little  was  my 
dream ;  to  love  much  was  yours.  It  is  so  pleasant^  dear 
and  learned  queen,  to  rest  the  mind  through  the  hearty 
and  after  the  delirium  to  have  the  smile.    Ah,  Marguerite  1 


**  Do  von  chink  ao  i  *  sui  the  oobbbl  '^  L  oil  the 
.  do  not  know  how  it  ia^  bus  I  saemL  to  aaa  e^vKTtfaizig 
ic  ««»  diroa^ii  a  cxape.  AR  rhesB  poiincai  tmmoiia 
■mt  lae  temblr.  Bt  tha  war,  leam.  if  Tour  Amnbai 
k  n  mncfi  'ieTDtad  to  my  brocher  aa  hi&  appoHB  tt>  ba.  It 
is  imDortHit  to  know  this." 

**  He  aevotBd  to  ^nj  -jub  or  zo  anrdmig !     Ah  I  I  aae 
JTH  do  ooi  know  Him  as  I  da.     If  he  ia  ever  devoted^  it 
will  be  U)  ambiiiony  juid  noching  eiaB»     Is  your  farofeher  a 
sm  to  make  him  great  promiaBs  I  then,  he  wiil  be  deToted 
to  your  brothec     Bos  ki  joiir  brothflo;  ana  of  Fiaooe 
t2i0Qgii  he  be;  take  cam  to  fnitil  hia  pKomiaeB  to  him; 
othenrue,  mr  €u£h!    1^  joor  biDther  bewaie  !  " 
-  fiaily  1 " 

**  It  is  as  I  aay.  In  &eft;  MaigoBiita,  there  are  momenU 
whoi  this  ti:^  whom  I  have  trained  makea  me  afraid  t)t 
njmK    The  •>tfaer  <iay  I  aaid  to  him,  *  Anwj^i^^  mtjifj 

■ad  do  not  be  false  to  me^  fiir  if  you  are  fidae  to  me  «» '  ^ 
-WeU?" 

" Well,  what  do  yoa  anppoaa  was  hiareplyl  Why,  |^ 
•id,  -And  if  you  are  &lfle  to  me,  do  you  take  earn;  f,^ 
aWwogh  you  are  a  prancefia  — '  and  ae  he  aal/J  thin  >^ 
thitatcMd  me  not  only  with  his  eyes  but  with  bMi  tt,.,^ 

—his  finger,  stiaight  and  pointed,  anned  with  i^  f^i'^l 
as  a  spearipoint,  which  he  put  quite  el/M  ntuU^  ^' 
»]«.    BeaDy,  my  dear  qneen,  I  confeta  hk  ^^^.uf^,^    ^ 
«  »  threatening  that  I  trembled;  and  r^  k^,^  T^ 
^ndinaiily  I  am  no  trembler." 
-Wd  he  reaUy  dare  to  threaten  jf,n,  U^.r^i;^ 
Yee,  mardi  /  but  I  had  thwateiwd  Lu,,  ;>^  ^^ 
n»Te  you  any  news  for  me  I  ** 
-Tee,  indeed;  I  have  received  mw^  W^  >.. 
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''Well!  and  mattois  in  Poland  1 " 

"  Progress  most  &yorably ;  and  in  all  probability  yon 
will  in  a  few  days  be  freed  from  yonr  brother  D'Aigoo." 

*'  The  pope,  then,  has  ratified  the  election  1 " 

"  Yes,  my  dear." 

''Why  did  you  not  teU  me  sooner  1  Come,  quick, 
quick  I  —  aU  the  details." 

"  Oh,  really !  I  have  none  but  what  I  have  told  yotL 
But  here  is  Neveis's  letter.  No,  that  is  not  it ;  that  is 
a  letter  from  me  which  I  will  beg  of  you  to  ask  La  Mole 
to  give  to  AnnibaL     This  is  the  duke's  letter.** 

Marguerite  opened  and  read  it  eagerly,  but  it  told  no 
more  than  she  knew  before  from  the  lips  of  her  friend. 

"  And  how  did  you  receive  this  letter  9 "  continued  the 
queen. 

"  By  one  of  my  husband's  couriers,  who  had  his  orders 
to  stop  at  the  Hdtel  de  Guise  on  his  way  to  the  Louvre, 
and  hand  me  this  letter  before  the  king  had  his.  I  knew 
the  importance  which  my  queen  attached  to  this  news, 
and  wrote  to  M.  de  Nevers  to  act  thus.  And  now  in  all 
Paris  none  but  the  king,  you,  and  I  know  this  news, 
unless  the  man  who  followed  our  courier  —  ** 

"  What  man  1 " 

"Oh,  what  a  horrible  business!  Only  imagine  this 
poor  messenger,  arriving  tired,  dusty,  and  jaded,  after 
travelling  for  a  whole  week,  day  and  night  incessantly, 
constantly  followed  by  a  man  of  fierce  visage,  who  had 
relays  like  his  own,  and  travelled  as  fast  as  he  for  these 
four  hundred  leagues,  our  courier  expecting  every  moment 
to  have  a  ball  in  his  back.  They  both  arrived  at  the  Ba^ 
ri^  St.  Marcel  at  the  same  time ;  both  descended  the 
Rue  Mouffetard  at  a  gallop ;  both  crossed  the  Cit^ ;  bat 
at  the  end  of  the  bridge  Notre  Dame,  our  courier  turned 
to  the  right,  while  the  other  turned  to  the  left  by  the 


Ffa0edaChitekfc,and 

LoQTre,  liktt  a  bolt  from  a  bow. 

««lbaiik8!  tbanks!  deaieBt  Bmaaeucr  met: 
rita  *  "joa  an  light,  and  your  infoxmauaL  i^  mdeeL  mtffi^ 
otiDg.  To  whom  this  other  comier  went  J  will  &id  ooL 
hmn  me  now ;  we  meet  to  night  in  the  Hue  Tiion,  do 
w«  not,  and  to-morrow  at  the  hunt  t  I  will  teD  ycm  to> 
ni^t  what  I  wish  yon  to  kazn  from  yoxr  Cocuunaa." 

*  Do  not  ibiget  my  letter." 

"No^  no ;  be  easy,  he  ahall  have  it  in  timi;.*' 

MsHamft  de  Neven  went  away,  and  'Marritgrri^:  :.i;iU£Uj 
•est  for  Henri,  who  hastened  to  her ;  and  &jjfc  g&re  Liia 
the  letter  and  told  him  of  the  two  ciiir^rb. 

"  Tee,"  aid  Henri ;  ^  I  saw  one  msa  zA»t  Luctk.* 

**  Periiaps  lor  the  qoeen-mother.* 

"  No,  for  I  went  into  the  eaniiic  wad  ar&  i>ne  paaaed.** 

**  Then,"  said  Marguerite,  Ixkua^  al  her  husband,  ^  it 
mjaX  be  Ibr  —  " 

**  Your  brother  IVAlenooii.  €^  t  *  and  HenrL 

"^Tea ;  but  how  to  afioeniizi  I  *" 

■Can  we  noC,*  aikied  Hesiri,  ne^li^ntlr,  '^^ieud  for  ouo 
of  the  two  genliemoi,  a&d  kani  from  him  —  '* 

*  Too  are  li^t.  She,*  lephed  Margaen;^^  ««:  a:  uimx*  h\ 
her  hnsbaD-rs  pra;Kisilii>n.  **!  wiL  ae:.:  t->r  M.  a«>  la 
Mole;**  and  calling  Gillonne.  ahe  desirec  u^r  u.  mxi^  U«al 
gentleman,  and  bring  him  thither. 

Henri  aeiied  himself  at  a  table,  on  wLi*.l.  %b<*>  u  Kaka  ui.u< 
book  with  Albeft  Dnrers  engravings.  wi.i<.;.  Lc  iv>okt<'  »i\ 
with  BO  much  attention  that  when  La  ^-^^k  u^'^jv^un  i,. 
did  not  aeem  to  hear  him,  not  ev«ii  r^iiaiu;/  Li^-  u^a'. 

Marguerite  went  to  La  Mole  aud  oar:,  *' s\  <«•  » 
Mok,  can  you  tell  me  who  is  ol  guoic  lu  u.^  v  u  .. 
d'Alen^on's  1 " 

**  Cucunnaa,  Madame,"  was  tLv  i«pl} . 
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^'  £ndeayor  to  leam  if  he  has  introduced  to  his  master 
a  man  covered  with  mud,  who  seemed  to  have  ridden,  a 
long  and  rapid  journey  1 " 

*'  Madame,  I  am  afraid  he  will  not  tell  me,  for  he  has 
heen  uncommonly  taciturn  during  the  last  few  days." 

"  Really  1  Well,  but  if  you  give  him  this  letter  I 
should  think  he  would  owe  you  something  in  exchange." 

"  From  the  duchess  1  Oh  1  with  that  letter  I  will  make 
the  attempt." 

**  Add,"  said  Marguerite,  lowering  her  Toioe^  ''  that  the 
letter  will  serve  him  as  safe-conduct  for  entering  this 
evening  the  house  which  you  know." 

"  And  I,  Madame,"  said  La  Mole,  in  a  low  voice,  "  what 
is  to  be  mine  1 " 

"  Give  your  name ;  it  will  be  sufficient" 

"  Give  me  the  letter,  Madame,"  said  La  Mole^  trembling 
with  love ;  ''  I  will  answer  for  alL" 

"  We  shall  know  to-morrow  if  the  Due  d'Alen^on  is 
informed  of  the  afiEair  of  Poland,"  said  Maiguerite,  turning 
towards  her  husband. 

"  This  M  de  la  Mole  is  really  a  very  capital  servant," 
said  the  B^amais,  with  his  own  peculiar  smile,  **  and,  by 
the  Mass!  I  will  make  his  fortune." 


THE  DEPARTURE.  331 


CHAPTER    XXIX. 

THE  DEPARTURE. 

When  the  led  rayless  sun  rose  next  morning  over  Parisy 
the  court  had  already  been  in  motion  for  two  hours. 

A  splendid  barb,  agile  as  a  deer,  the  swelling  veins  of 
whose  neck  indicated  his  high  breeding,  pawed  impa- 
tiently in  the  court,  awaiting  the  king ;  but  his  impatience 
was  less  than  his  master's,  detained  by  his  mother,  who 
had  stopped  him  in  the  passage-way,  to  speak  to  him,  she 
said,  on  a  matter  of  importance. 

They  were  both  in  the  great  gallery,  —  Catherine  pale 
and  cold  as  ever ;  Charles  IX.  biting  his  nails,  and  chas- 
tising the  two  f&vorite  dogs  which  stood  by  him,  clothed 
in  the  coat  of  mail  which  protected  them  from  the  boar's 
tusks.  A  shield  emblazoned  with  the  arms  of  France  was 
attached  to  their  chests,  like  that  on  the  breasts  of  the 
royal  pages  who  more  than  once  had  envied  the  privileges 
of  those  happy  favorites. 

''Listen,  Charles,"  said  Catherine.  ''None  but  you 
and  I  are  aware  of  the  approaching  arrival  of  the  Polish 
ambassadors ;  and  yet  the  King  of  Navarre  acts  as  if  he 
knew  of  it.  In  spite  of  his  pretended  abjuration,  he 
keeps  up  a  correspondence  with  the  Huguenots.  Have 
you  remarked  how  frequently  he  has  gone  out  within  the 
last  few  daysl  He  has  money,  —  he  who  never  before 
had  any ;  he  purchases  horses  and  weapons,  and  when  it 
rains,  he  practises  fencing." 

"Bah,  Mother!  "  cried  Charles,  impatiently;  "do  you 
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think  be  is  going  to  kill  D'Anjou  or  myself  1  He  must 
take  a  few  more  lessons  fiist^  —  for  yesteiday  I  touched 
with  my  foil  the  hattons  on  his  doublet  eleven  timea^ 
though  there  are  but  six  of  them ;  and  D'Anjou  is  eyen 
more  skilful  than  I,  or  at  least  he  says  so." 

"  Attend,  Charles/'  said  Catherine ;  '*  and  do  not  treat 
your  mother's  warnings  with  such  levity.  These  ambas- 
sadors will  soon  arrive;  once  here,  you  will  see  Henri 
doing  his  best  to  gain  their  attention.  He  is  very  insinu- 
ating and  cunning ;  and  his  wife,  who  now  abets  him,  I 
don't  understand  why,  will  chatter  Latin  and  Greek,  Hun* 
ganan,  and  I  know  not  what  else,  with  them.  I  tell  you, 
Charles,  and  I  am  never  mistaken,  there  is  something  in 
hand." 

At  this  moment  the  clock  struck.  Charles  listened. 
"  Mort  de  ma  vie  /  seven  o'clock  I  "  he  said.  ''  An  hour 
to  get  there,  an  hour  more  at  cover ;  zounds  I  it  will  be 
nine  before  we  are  at  it !  Indeed,  Mother,  you  are  caus- 
ing me  to  lose  time.  Down,  Risquetout !  down,  you  ras- 
cal !  "  And  as  he  spoke,  a  vigorous  lash  drew  from  the 
poor  hound,  astonished  at  receiving  chastisement  instead 
of  a  caress,  a  yell  of  agony. 

*'  Charles,*'  resumed  Catherine,  ''  attend  to  me,  in  God's 
name,  and  do  not  thus  put  to  hazard  your  own  fortune 
and  that  of  France.  The  chase!  the  chase  1  you  will 
have  time  enough  for  the  chase,  when  you  have  performed 
your  duty  as  king." 

''  Come,  come.  Mother,"  said  Charles,  pale  with  impa- 
tience ;  '*  explain  yourself  quickly,  for  you  make  me  boiL 
Indeed,  there  are  times  when  I  cannot  understand  you." 
He  paused,  striking  his  boot  with  the  handle  of  his 
whip. 

Catherine  saw  the  favorable  moment  had  arrived,  and 
determined  not  to  let  it  slip.     "  My  son,"  said  shoi  **  we 
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know  that  M.  de  Mouy  is  again  in  Paris ;  M.  Maoreyel 
has  seen  him.  He  can  be  here  only  for  the  King  of 
Nayarre's  purposes.  Here  is  good  ground  for  increased 
suspicion.'' 

*'  Ah,  here  you  are  again  at  poor  Henriot  1  I  suppose 
you  want  me  to  kill  himi" 

"  Oh,  no  I " 

"To  banish  him)  But  don't  you  perceive  that  he 
would  be  more  formidable  at  a  distance  than  here  in  the 
Louvre,  where  we  know  everything  he  does)" 

"  N0|  I  don't  want  to  banish  him." 

"  What  then  1    Come,  quick  I  " 

**  I  would  have  him  confined  while  the  Poles  are  here, 
—  in  the  Bastille,  for  instance." 

**  Oh,  faith  !  no,"  cried  Charles  IX.  **  We  are  going  to 
hunt  the  boar- this  morning;  Henri  is  one  of  my  best 
assistants.  The  chase  would  be  nothing  without  him. 
Mordteu/  you  do  nothing  but  annoy  me." 

"My  son^  I  do  not  say  this  morning.  The  embassy 
will  not  arrive  until  to-morrow  or  the  day  after.  Arrest 
him  when  the  chase  is  over,  —  this  evening,  to-night" 

"Ah,  that  is  difierent;  we  will  speak  again  of  this, 
after  the  hunt,  say.  Adieu  1  Come,  Risquetout,  don't 
be  sulky  I " 

"  Charles,"  said  Catherine,  taking  hold  of  his  arm,  spite 
of  the  explosion  she  knew  might  follow,  "I  think  it 
would  be  best  to  sign  the  warrant  at  once,  although  we 
do  not  execute  it  until  to-night." 

"  Sign  I  write  an  order  1  go  and  look  for  seal  and 
parchment,  when  I  am  going  to  hunt  1  Devil  take  me  if 
I  do  1 " 

"Nay,  I  love  you  too  much  to  delay  you;  I  have 
everything  prepared."  And  Catherine,  agile  as  a  girl, 
opened  the  door  of  her  private  cabinet,  and  showed  the 
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behind.  Madame  Mai^eriie  remarked  that  her  brother 
seemed  embarrassed  whenever  he  glanced  at  HenrL 
Madame  de  Nevers  was  in  high  glee,  for  Cooonnas  was 
in  capital  vein  with  his  jests. 

At  a  quarter  past  eight  the  corttgt  arriyed  at  Bondy. 
Charles's  first  care  was  to  inquire  whether  the  boar  had 
broken  coyer.  The  boar,  howeyer,  the  huntsman  assured 
him,  was  still  in  his  lair. 

A  collation  was  prepared.  The  king  drank  a  glass  of 
Hungarian  wine ;  then,  inyiting  the  ladies  to  seat  them- 
selyes,  he  went  to  inspect  the  kennels  and  the  mews, 
haying  first  giyen  strict  orders  that  his  horse  should  not 
be  unsaddled  meanwhile.  During  his  absence,  the  Due 
de  Guise  arriyed ;  he  was  armed  as  if  for  war,  rather  than 
for  the  chase,  and  was  attended  by  twenty  or  thirty  gentle- 
men in  similar  array.  He  went  to  seek  the  king^  and 
returned  conyersing  with  him. 

At  nine  o'clock,  the  king  himself  sounded  the  signal  for 
departure,  and  eyery  one  mounting,  hastened  to  the  pkoe 
of  meeting. 

During  the  journey,  Henri  again  approached  his  wife. 
"  Well,"  said  he,  "  anything  new  » ** 

'<  Nothing,  except  that  my  brother  looks  yery  strangely 
at  you." 

''  I  haye  remarked  it  mysel£  " 

''Haye  you  taken  your  precautions  1 " 

'*  I  haye  my  shirt  of  mail  on,  and  an  excellent  Spanisli 
eouieau  de  ehcuae^  sharp  as  a  razor,  pointed  as  a  needle, 
with   which  I  can  pierce  a  crown-piece." 

''  Well,"  said  Marguerite,  "  may  God  guard  us  1 " 

The  huntsman  gaye  a  signal;  they  were  at  the  boar's 
lair. 
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the  queen-moChiefv  lolliiii^  ip  '::u£  zar'.\:r.i^i:i.  u^  i:r.-£  iiii^ 
signed,  g&re  ordeis  to  hsTf  Ticr-cmv;  ^.  .#3r  i«?4^:2i:^ 
the  man  to  whom,  the  <*actain.  x  us  zisii^iif  nui  r< 
a  letter  aome  days  piRviuimj.  x  *  l^ia  »i:  m.  1' 
Qoaztier  de  I'AaeiuiL'^ 

A  large  bami  of  mrrjenigc  '*rr'T=s^L  .-^ib  ±  i^  -^-dt  ixnL 
onlj  just  lefk  the  othiar  t-^:!*:^  EL*  j3:/s»dt-:»-i#*  w-^Vi 
hi^fa,  and  his  nose  cwmiti  ^jlh  z::h  ua^  ±  a.  -'-i^irrt  4. 
griziled  beard  covcRd  aia  :21:il  .  ^  ▼  .r  i.  ja,rst  x^^ 
cloak,  beneath  which  wen  €*7-jiKSic  ::;.^  ;.I:'.<t-  .t'  i.  wn.jt 
arsenal  <^  weapons.  He  had  is  uf  sj^  i  i#^"^  ;c->«m> 
sword,  with  a  faaoket  h  .T::.  mil  intt  x.  «^  ^iui..^  ir:^.*^! 
underneath  his  eloak  a  Ii.c^r  p.r:.ii.rL 

"  Ah,  yoa  met  here^  Homaiiiir  **  tt^i  *!«  :>tHL  ¥>s£:.^'Z 
heneUl  **  I  prommed  to  wwiri  j-.n.  5.r  iifc  tksr-ij^  j  .«i. 
rendered  na  the  nizht  -A  zte  S.-:rs  EMTTLii.u.ciirv.  <^'i  I 
have  foond  an  opportsiirr  ^.i  ic   i  .ix^ 

**  I  homblj  thank  jztiz  Mi^^dRj.^  ^^^^i  ^^^  ta-s^ 

"  An  oppofftonitj,  mxh  as  siaj  i^i  ^  a<e^>^ 
•flf,  of  diatiggni»hing  jc^izvrLi " 

**  I  am  iwij,  Madame  ;  bcs  I  f ^  fr.e.  ;2je  ;« 
that— - 

''That  the  eommiaRoii  is  a  nnr'^  c^:^  It  is  :i.>^i  ; 
it  is  one  which  mi^t  be  OuTtficfi  Ij  a  0^.jic  or  a 
Tarannes.^ 

L»8 
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"  Madame,  whatever  it  be,  I  am  at  your  oideis." 

''Head  that,"  said  Catherine;  and  ahe  gave  him  the 
parchment. 

He  read  it  and  turned  pale.  ''  What ! "  he  cried ;  "  an 
order  to  arrest  the  King  of  Navarre  1 " 

''  Well,  what  is  there  so  very  astonishing  in  thatf  " 

"But  a  king,  Madame  I  I  doubt  if  I  am  gentleman 
enough  to  arrest  a  king.'* 

"  The  confidence  I  repose  in  you  makes  yon  the  fint 
gentleman  in  my  court" 

"I  thank  your  Majesty,"  returned  the  assassin,  with 
some  hesitation,  however. 

"  You  will  obey  me,  then  1 " 

"  If  your  Majesty  commands  me,  it  is  my  duty  to 
obey." 

"  I  do  command  you." 

"  Then  I  obey.'' 

"  How  will  you  proceed  1" 

"  I  scarcely  know ;  I  would  be  guided  by  your  loyml 
Majesty.** 

''  You  dread  a  commotion." 

"  I  confess  it." 

"  Take  twelve  men,  or  even  more,  if  neoessaiy." 

"  I  understand  ;  your  Majesty  permits  me  to  make  uae 
of  every  advantage.  But  where  shall  I  seize  the  King  of 
Navarre  1" 

"  Where  would  you  prefer  1 " 

**  I  should  prefer  some  place  where  my  responsibility  — " 

"  Ah,  I  understand ;  a  royal  palace,  — -  the  Louvie,  for 
instance.*' 

"  Oh,  if  your  Majesty  would  permit  this  it  would  be  a 
great  favor.** 

^  Arrest  him  in  the  Louvre,  then.** 

"  In  what  part  1  ** 


I  KL  ti  oDvc  for  us  anKJ** 
smk    "  fluc   ^iiihpniif;.     ^Tm:  mjml  his 
to  k^ftiir  'OMBi.  litt-  !Kiijf  if  Tuntrf-  omm  hl  m^Bt  ii  mrr 
cae  ix  iik  imtgdiim,  mot  Ibbk  »  m   am^  af&iHiik  cgcoL. 


-  T6t  azK  otii&r  011011101.  Imdomt.     &iiniiL  im  kiifr 
1^  ■MttuMiii^Mj.^  of  -toK  moar — £  m  jus.  ii£B!v— 


•I  &»«.'•         ^        ' 

•Aiidird  xnofll  ill* 

••C*^  lilt  dtT-I  '  "  miL  MBHTPVfil ;  **' it  xiuc  one — ^ 
Halt  X.  -witai  50s  scpRBeuft  iinr  kmr;, — aaid  anxat  one  1^ 

gecUis&EQ,  I  kiH  idsL* 

**  I  Icai  JOB  jnfit  nov  'dut  ctcst  one  in  Fnsoe  is  in 
Ibe  king'ft  cj^s  but  a  smji^  ^ecLtenajL^ 

MKUffrtH  tiumed  ptlfi,  ior  be  becm  to  nadcafibrnd. 

« Ob.  oh  !"•  «ad  be,  ^'HQ  the  kinr  cf  XarMTc!  ** 

'^  Wbo  ipoke  of  V-rrTr>gr  ^jxd  ?  Tlis  order  is  only  to 
eoDdQci  bin  to  tbe  Bwir^TV     If  be  maSers  bimaelf  to  be 
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arrested  quietly,  well  and  good;  but  if  he  resista^  and 
seeks  to  kill  you—'* 

Maurevel  grew  still  paler. 

"  You  will  of  course  defend  yourself.  A  biave  soldier 
like  you  cannot  be  expected  to  suffer  himself  to  be  killed ; 
and  then,  in  your  own  defence,  happen  what  will  —  yon 
understand  t " 

"Yes,  Madame;  but  yet  —  " 

"  Come,  you  want  me  to  write  on  the  order  the  words, 
*  Dead  or  alive '  1" 

"  I  confess  that  would  remove  my  scruples." 

"Well,  I  must  do  it,  I  suppose." 

And  unrolling  the  warrant  with  one  hand,  with  the 
other  she  wrote,  "  Dead  or  alive." 

"  Is  the  order  sufficiently  formal  now  1 "  she  asked. 

"  Yes,  Madame ;  but  I  pray  you,  let  me  have  the  exe- 
cution of  it  entirely  to  myself." 

"  Will  anything  I  have  said  interfere? " 

"  Your  Majesty  bade  me  take  twelve  men." 

"WeUI" 

''  I  request  your  permission  to  take  only  six." 

"  Why  1 " 

"  Because,  Madame,  if  any  misfortune  should  happen 
to  the  king,  as  is  probable,  six  men  would  be  excused 
for  fearing  that  their  prisoner  might  escape ;  but  no  one 
would  excuse  twelve  guards  for  not  suffering  half  their 
number  to  be  killed  before  laying  violent  hands  on  a 
king." 

"  Fine  king,  my  &ith  1  without  a  kingdom ! " 

"Madame,"  said  Maurevel,  "it  is  not  the  kingdom 
which  makes  the  king ;  it  is  birth." 

"  Do  as  you  will,"  said  Catherine.     "  Meantime,  yoa 
must  not  leave  the  Louvre." 

"  But  how  shall  I  collect  my  men  1 " 
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"  Have  you  no  peison  you  can  employ  in  thu  1 " 

*'  There  is  my  servant,  a  trusty  fellow,  who  sometimes 
aids  me  in  such  things." 

''Send  for  him  and  airange  your  plans.  You  will 
breakfast  in  the  king's  armory.  When  he  returns  from 
hunting,  you  can  go  to  my  oratory,  and  wait  there  till 
the  hour  comes." 

"  How  shall  we  get  into  the  chamber  1  The  King  of 
Navarre  doubtless  has  his  suspicions,  and  fastens  the  door 
within." 

'*  I  have  keys  that  open  all  the  doors  in  the  Louvre ; 
and  the  bolts  have  been  removed  from  his  door.  Adieu, 
M.  MaureveL  Bemember,  any  failure  would  compromise 
the  king's  honor." 

And  Catherine^  without  leaving  Maurevel  time  to  reply, 
called  M.  de  Nancey,  the  captain  of  her  guards,  and  bade 
him  conduct  Maurevel  into  the  king's  armory. 

"  Mordieu/"  said  Maurevel.  ''  I  am  rising  in  my  pro- 
fession. First  I  killed  a  simple  gentleman,  then  I  shot 
at  an  admiral,  now  'tis  a  king  without  a  crown;  who 
knows  but  some  day  I  may  have  to  settle  a  king  with  a 
crown." 
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CHAPTER  XXXL 


THE  BOAB-HUNT. 


The  htmtsman  was  not  deceived  when  he  affinned  tliat 
the  game  had  not  broken  coyeit.  Scarcely  had  the  hounds 
entered,  when  the  boar,  which  was,  as  the  huntsman  had 
said,  one  of  the  largest  size,  appeared. 

The  animal  passed  within  fifty  paces  of  the  king,  fol- 
lowed only  by  the  hound  which  had  roused  him  ;  bat 
twenty  dogs  were  speedily  uncoupled  and  laid  on  lus  tiack. 

The  chase  was  Charles's  passion ;  and  scarcely  had  tbe 
animal  appeared  than  he  dashed  after  him,  followed  hy 
the  Due  d'AIen^on  and  Henri|  who  had  received  a  sign 
from  Marguerite  warning  him  not  to  lose  sight  of  the 
king.    The  other  huntsmen  followed. 

In  a  quarter  of  an  hour  some  impassable  thickets  pie- 
sented  themselves,  and  Charles  returned  to  the  giade, 
cursing  and  swearing  as  was  his  wont, — 

*'  Well,  D'Alen^on,  well,  Henriot,  here  you  are,  calm 
and  tranquil  as  nuns  following  tbe  abbess  in  procession. 
Do  you  call  that  hunting  1  Tou,  D'Alen9on,  look  as  if 
you  had  just  come  out  of  a  box ;  you  are  so  perfumed 
that  if  you  get  between  the  boar  and  the  dogs,  you  will 
spoil  the  scent  And  you,  Henriot,  where  is  your  boar- 
spear  1    Where  is  your  arquebusel** 

''  Sire,"  said  Henri,  "  what  is  the  use  of  an  arquebuse  1 
I  know  your  Majesty  likes  to  shoot  the  boar  at  bay.  As 
for  the  boar-spear,  it  is  never  used  in  my  country,  where 
we  hunt  the  bear  with  the  simple  poniard." 
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"  Mordieuf  **  replied  Charles,  **  you  moat  send  me  a 
cart-load  of  bears  when  yon  go  back  to  the  Pyreneea.  It 
must  be  gloiions  sport  to  contend  foot  to  foot  with  an 
animal  that  may  strangle  one  in  a  minute.  Haikl  I 
think  I  hear  them.     No  I  ^ 

The  king  blew  a  blast  on  his  horn  that  was  answered 
by  several  others.  At  this  moment  a  huntsman  appearedi 
and  sounded  another  note. 

''  Seen  !  seen  I  ^  cried  the  king ;  and  he  set  spurs  to  his 
horse,  followed  by  all  around  him. 

The  huntsman  was  right;  as  the  king  adyanced,  the 
pack,  now  composed  of  more  than  sixty  dogs,  was  heard 
distinctly.  The  king  no  sooner  saw  the  boar  pass  a 
second  time  than  he  pursued  him  at  full  speed,  blowing 
his  horn  with  all  his  might 

The  princes  followed  him  some  time;  but  the  king's 
horse  was  so  strong,  and  bore  him  over  such  difficult 
ways,  through  such  tHick  coverts,  that  first  the  ladies, 
then  the  Due  de  Guise  and  the  gentlemen,  and  then  the 
two  princes,  were  obliged  to  draw  rein.  Tavannes  fol- 
lowed him  a  while  longer,  but  he,  in  his  turn,  was 
compelled  to  give  it  up. 

All  then,  except  the  king  and  a  few  huntsmen,  incited 
by  the  hope  of  reward,  found  themselves  near  the  g^ade 
they  had  started  horn.  The  two  princes  were  side  by 
side  in  a  long,  broad  forest-path,  the  Due  de  Ghiiae  and 
his  attendants  at  some  little  distance  beyond. 

**  Does  it  not  seem,"  said  the  Due  d'Alen9on  to  Henri, 
"that  this  man,  with  his  armed  retinue,  is  the  real  kingf 
He  does  not  deign  to  glance  at  us  poor  princes." 

"Why  should  he  treat  us  better  than  we  are  treated 
by  our  own  relatives  1  You  and  I  are  but  the  hostages 
of  our  party  at  the  court." 

The  duke  started  and  looked  at  Henri,  as  if  calling  for 
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farther  explanatdon,  but  the  latter  had  been  more  fraiik 
than  was  customaiy  with  him,  and  remained  silent 

''What  mean  yoni"  asked  Fnin9oi8,  evidently  cba> 
grined  at  his  brother-in-law's  compelling  him  to  poisue 
the  subject. 

**  I  mean/'  returned  Henri,  "  that  all  these  armed  men 
who  appear  to  have  been  instructed  not  to  lose  eight  of 
us,  seem  like  guards  stationed  to  prevent  two  persons 
from  escaping.  ** 

"  From  escaping !  Why  1  how  1 "  asked  the  duke,  with 
admirably  affected  surprise. 

**  Tou  have  a  magnificent  genet  there,  D'Alen9on,'*  said 
Henri,  affecting  to  change  the  conversation,  and  yet 
adroitly  pursuing  the  subject ;  ''  I  am  sure  he  would  do 
fourteen  miles  in  an  hour,  and  forty  between  this  and 
midday.  See  what  a  beautiful  cross-road  there  is  that 
way  ;  does  it  not  invite  you  to  loosen  rein  1  As  for  me, 
I  should  like  a  gallop  vastly." 

Fian^ois  made  no  reply,  but  turned  red  and  pale 
alternately,  and  affected  to  listen  for  the  hunters. 

''The  news  from  Poland  has  taken  effect,"  thought 
Henri.  "  My  dear  brother-in-law  has  a  plan  of  his  own. 
He  is  willing  enough  I  should  be  ofT;  but  I  don't  fly 
alone,  he  may  rely  upon  it."  At  this  moment^  several 
converts  from  Protestantism,  who  had  been  but  a  short 
time  at  the  court,  came  up  and  saluted  the  princes  with 
a  meaning  smile.  The  Due  d'Alen^on  needed  but  to  say 
one  wordy  to  make  but  one  sign  ;  for  it  was  evident  that 
the  thirty  or  forty  cavaliers  collected  as  if  by  chance 
round  him,  were  ready  to  oppose  M.  de  Guise's  troop,  and 
favor  his  flight.  The  duke,  however,  turned  his  head, 
and  placing  his  horn  to  his  lipe,  blew  a  recall 

Still,   the  new-comers,   as  if  they  believed   that  the 
duke's  hesitation  arose  from  the  presence  of  the  GuiBaid^ 
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"  These  changes  of  the  wind  are  yeiy  bad  for  buntiDi^ 
aie  they  not,  Sire  1 "  said  Maigaerita 

*^  Yes ;  sometimes  they  disturb  all  oar  anangements, 
and  we  have  to  form  &  new  plan  altogether." 

The  pack  was  now  heard  rapidly  approaching,  and  a 
sort  of  tumultuous  vapor  warned  the  hunters  to  be  on 
their  guard.  Every  one  raised  his  head  and  stood  on  the 
alert  Suddenly  the  boar  broke  out  of  the  wood,  and 
dashed  by  the  ladies  and  their  gallants.  Behind  him, 
dose  on  his  haunches,  came  forty  or  fifty  hounds,  and 
then  the  king,  bareheaded,  without  hat  or  mantle^  hia 
dress  torn  by  the  thornsi  his  hands  and  face  all  bloody ; 
only  one  or  two  huntsmen  kept  up  with  him.  '*  HaUali! 
kallali/**  cried  he,  as  he  passed,  placing  his  horn  to  his 
bleeding  lips ;  and  boar,  dogs,  and  king  disappeared  like 
a  vision.  Immediately  after  them  came  D'Alen9on  and 
two  or  three  piqueurs.  Every  one  followed,  for  it  was 
plain  the  boar  would  soon  be  brought  to  bay. 

And  so  it  happened.  In  less  than  ten  minutes  the 
boar,  coming  to  an  open  spot,  placed  his  back  against  a 
rock,  and  prepared  himself  for  a  desperate  struggle.  On 
hearing  the  cries  of  Charles,  who  had  followed  him,  all 
the  party  ran  in.  The  most  interesting  moment  of  the 
chase  had  anived ;  the  dogs,  though  well-nigh  breathless 
with  a  chase  of  more  than  three  hours,  rushed  upon  the 
boar  with  a  fury  that  redoubled  the  cries  and  curses  of 
the  king. 

All  the  hunters  ranged  themselves  in  a  circle,  —  the 
king  a  little  in  advance,  the  Due  d'Alen^n  behind  him 
with  his  arquebuse,  and  Henri,  who  had  only  his  hunting- 
knife.  The  Due  d'Alen9on  lighted  the  match  of  his 
arquebuse ;  Henri  loosened  his  knife  in  its  sheath.  The 
Due  de  Guise,  who  despised  all  such  sports,  remained  in 
the  background  with  hb  party.     At  some  distance  was  a 


«« 


THE  BOAB-HUNT.  347 

\  who  with  difficulty  held  back  the  king's  two  huge 
boar-lumiids,  whieh,  atnigglizig  and  baying^  awaited  anx- 
kmaly  the  momfint  when  they  ahonld  be  let  loose  upon 
their  prey. 

The  animal  fought  moet  gallantly ;  attacked  at  once  by 
forty  dogs^  aurrounding  him  like  a  raging  sea^  he  at  eyeiy 
stroke  of  his  tusk  hurled  into  the  air  one  of  the  gallant 
ereatuiefl^  torn  and  dying.  In  ten  minutes  twenty  dogs 
killed  or  disabled. 
Liet  loose  the  hounds  I "  died  the  king. 
The  piqueur  opened  the  swivel  of  the  leashes^  and  the 
two  huge  animals,  protected  by  their  coats  of  mail,  dashed 
ihrottgh  the  thickest  of  the  fray,  and  seized  the  boar  each 
by  an  ear. 

''  Bravo,     Risquetout  1      bnvo,     Dnredent  1  '*     cried 
Chailea.     *'A  boar-spear!  a  boar-spear!" 

**  Will  you  have  my  arquebuae  1  **  said  D'Alen9on. 
**  No,  no  ! "  cried  the  kin^  ^*  there  is  no  pleasure  in 
shooting  him ;  but  it  is  delicious  to  feel  the  spear  going 
in.     A  spear!    a  spear  !" 
One  was  presented  to  him. 
*'  Take  care,  Charles ! "  said  Maiguerite. 
**  To  him  1  to  him  1    Do  not  miss  him.  Sire.     Pierce 
the  heretic  through  and  through!"  cried  the  Duchesse 
de  Nevera. 

''Never  fiaar!"  replied  the  king;  and  levelling  bis 
spear,  he  m^ed  at  the  boar.  But  at  the  sight  of  the  glit- 
tering steel,  the  animal  made  so  sudden  a  movement  that 
the  spear  glanoed  off  his  shoulder  and  broke  against  the 
rock.  **MilU»  nom$  d*im  diMe  /  I  have  nussed  I "  cried 
Chades^  impatiently.  **  Another  spear ! "  And  backing 
his  steed,  like  the  knights  of  old  in  a  tournament,  he  cast 
away  the  bfokeii  weapon.  A  piqaeur  advanced  to  offer 
him  another. 
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But  at  that  moment,  as  if  he  foiesaw  his  £ate  and 
Bought  to  avoid  it,  the  boar,  bj  a  violent  effort^  baxst 
from  the  dogs ;  and  his  hair  bristling,  his  month  foaming 
with  rage,  and  clashing  his  tusks  together,  he  nislied  with 
lowered  head  at  the  king's  horse.  The  king  was  too  good 
a  sportsman  not  to  have  foreseen  this  attack.  X^illing 
hard  on  the  rein,  he  made  his  horse  rear;  but  either  fiom 
the  curb  being  too  tightly  piessed,  or  from  fear,  the  ani- 
mal fell  back  upon  his  rider.  A  cry  burst  from  every 
one ;  the  king's  thigh  was  caught  between  the  saddle  and 
the  ground. 

''  Let  the  bridle  go,  Sire ! "  cried  Henri. 
.    The  king  abandoned  his  hold  of  the  rein,  seiised  the 
saddle  with  his  left  hand,  and  with  his  right  strove  to 
draw  his  hunting-knife,  but  in  vain,  —  the  sheath  was  so 
tightly  pressed  by  his  body  as  to  render  that  impossible. 

<'  The  boar !  the  boar  1 "  cried  Charles.     "  Help,  help, 
D'Alen^on  ! " 

The  horse,  as  if  he  comprehended  the  danger  of  his 
master,  strained  his  muscles  and  had  already  succeeded  in 
raising  himself  on  three  feet,  when  Henri  saw  D'Alen9on, 
on  his  brother's  appeal,  turn  ghastly  pale  as  he  placed  his 
arquebuse  to  his  shoulder  and  fired.  The  ball,  instead  of 
hitting  the  boar,  struck  the  foreleg  of  the  king's  hone, 
which  instantly  fell  again. 

"Ohl'^  murmured  D'Alen^on,  his  lips  blanched  with 
fear,  **J  think  that  D'Anjou  is  King  of  France  and  1 
Kiii  of  Poland  I " 

And,  in  fact,  the  boar's  tusk  already  grazed  Charles's 
thigh,  when  the  king  felt  his  arm  raised  and  saw  a  bright 
blade  flash  before  his  eyes,  and  buiy  itself  up  to  the  hilt 
behind  the  boar's  shoulder,  while  a  hand,  gloved  in  iron, 
was  dashed  against  the  mouth  of  the  monster. 

Charles  had  by  this  time  fireed  himself  from  his  strog' 
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gling  hone,  and  rose  with  diflficiiltj;  vhen  he  aev  his 
droBS  streaming  with  bbod,  he  graw  still  paler  than 
before. 

''Siie,'*  said  Henri,  whoi^  still  on  one  knee,  kejpi  his 
knife  in  the  boai^s  hroiot,  **  70a  an  not  hut ;  I  toned 
the  task  aside  in  time."  He  then  raae,  leering  the  kniie 
in  the  boar,  which  tuned  oyer  deed,  bleeding  still  more 
pfofoaely  finom  the  mouth  even  than  from  the  wonnd. 

Charles,  minounded  by  a  crowd  of  conrtiers,  all  send- 
ing forth  cries  of  tenor,  which  woold  have  distarbed  the 
calmest  cooiage,  seemed  for  a  moment  about  to  fidl  by  the 
dead  boar ;  but  recovering  himself,  he  turned  to  the  King 
of  Xavarre,  and  seized  his  hand,  his  eyes  beaming  with 
the  first  ray  of  sensibility  that  had  touched  his  heart  for 
full  fonr-and-twenty  years. 

"  Thanks,  Henriot  I  "  said  he. 

"  My  poor  brother !"  said  D'Alen^on,  coming  up  to  him. 

''Ah,  is  that  you,  D*Alen9onr'  cried  the  king. 
"Well,  famous  marksman  that  you  are,  where  is  your 
ball!" 

**  It  must  have  flattened  upon  the  boar,  no  doubt" 

"Eh,  man  Dieu,**  said  Henri,  with  an  air  of  surprise 
admirably  feigned,  "  your  ball  has  broken  the  leg  of  the 
king^s  horse;  it  is  wonderful  1" 

"Ah  1  is  that  so  r  said  the  king. 

"  Perhaps,"  replied  the  duke,  all  consternation ;  *'  my 
hand  trembled  so." 

**  Humph  I  for  a  first-rate  marksman  you  made  a  most 
cnriouB  shot,  D'Alen^on,**  said  Charles,  frowning ; ''  once 
more,  Henrioty  thanks  1" 

Marguerite  advanced  to  congratulate  Henri. 

**  Oh,  by  my  &ith,  Maigot,  you  may  well  thank  him 
heartily,"  said  Charles ;  "  but  for  him  the  King  of  France 
would  be  Henri  UL" 
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**  Alas,  Madame/'  returned  Henri,  **  M.  d'Anjon,  who 
is  already  my  enemy,  wiU  be  more  than  ever  so  now ; 
but  every  one  does  what  he  can.  Ask  M.  d'Alen^on 
else  —  " 

And,  stooping  down,  he  withdrew  his  knife  from  the 
body  of  the  boar,  and  plunged  it  several  times  into  the 
earth  to  cleanse  it  from  the  blood. 

''And  now,  ladies  and  gentlemen,"  said  the  king^ 
<< homeward!    I  have  had  enough  for  one  day." 
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CHAPTER  L 

VRATEBNITT. 

Iv  MTiiig  the  life  of  Cfaarlesy  Henri  had  done  more  than 

wre  the  life  of  a  man ;  he  had  prevented  three  king^lonM 

from  chan^ng  aovereigna     Had  Charles  IX.  been  kili^i, 

the  Dae  d'Anjoa  would  have  been  King  of  Franee,  and 

the  Due  d'Alen^on  most  prohablj  King  of  Poland,    Aa  to 

Navarre,  as  the  Dae  d'Anjoa  was  enamonred  of  Ma^lame  d« 

Conde,  that  crown  would  in  all  probability  have  paid  ilf»^ 

husband  for  the  complaiBanoe  of  his  wife. 

In  aU  this  change  nothing  beneficial  would  have  ari^^^ii 

for  HenrL     He  would  have  changed  his  master,  that  w«9 

^^;  and  instead  of  Charles  DL,  who  tolerates]  him,  h^ 

would  have  seen  the  Duo  d'Anjou  on  the  throne,  w>f^/, 

hamg  but  one  head  and  one  heart  with  his  motli^  ('Atft' 

eiine,  had  sworn  his  death,  and  would  have  k^yt  his  f^h. 

1\i«ae  were  the  ideas  that  floated  through  his  >irair>  w}t^§ 

^  wild  boar  had  rushed  on  King  Charl^,  and  w^  ha'X^ 

^^euthe  result  of  this  reflection,  rapid  as  ]i$(htr»»r»^  UM 

^e  life  of  Charies  IX.  was  bound  up  with   lfi#  ^/v* 

uistence. 

Tou  n.  —  1 
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Charles  IX.,  then,  was  saved  by  a  devotion  vrhoee 
spring  and  action  he  could  not  comprehend.  Maigaeiite, 
however,  had  comprehended  it  fully,  and  had  admired  the 
strange  courage  of  Henri,  which,  like  lightning,  shone 
only  in  the  storm. 

Henri,  as  he  returned  from  Bondj,  reflected  deeplj 
on  his  situation,  and  when  he  reached  the  Louvre  he  had 
resolved  on  his  plan  of  action*  Without  taking  off  his 
boots,  but  all  dusty  and  covered  with  blood  as  he  was, 
he  went  to  the  Due  d^Alen^on,  whom  he  found  greatly 
agitated,  and  pacing  hastily  up  and  down  his  chamber. 
The  prince  started  when  he  saw  him. 

"  Yes,"  said  Henri  to  him,  taking  both  his  hands,  **  I 
understand,  my  good  brother ;  you  are  angry  with  me  be- 
cause I  was  the  first  to  call  the  king's  attention  to  the  fact 
that  your  ball  struck  his  horse's  leg  instead  of  hitting  the 
boar,  as  you  intended.  But  what  could  yon  expect  t  It 
was  impossible  to  repress  a  word  of  surprise.  Besides,  the 
king  himself  must  have  perceived  it»  must  he  not  t " 

"  Doubtless,  doubtless  !  "  muttered  D'Alen9on ;  "  yet 
I  cannot  but  attribute  to  a  bad  intention  your  pointing 
out  this  fact,  which  you  must  have  seen  has  made  mj 
brother  Charles  suspicious  of  my  purpose,  and  thrown  a 
doud  between  us." 

'^  We  will  talk  of  this  anon ;  and  as  to  my  good  or  bad 
intention,  I  have  come  now  expressly  to  enable  you  to 
judge  of  it." 

^'Well,"  said  D'Alen^on,  with  bis  customary  resarfei 
''speak,  Henri;   I  will  hear  you." 

"When  I  shall  have  spoken,  Fvan9ois,  you  will  see 
clearly  of  what  sort  are  my  intentions ;  for  the  confidence 
which  I  am  about  to  repose  in  you  excludes  ail  reserve  and 
caution,  and  when  I  eliall  have  finished  yon  can  destroy 
me  with  a  word." 
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^  What  18  it,  tiien  1"  said  Francois,  who  began  to  be 
troubled. 

**  M J  brother,  yonr  interests  are  too  dear  to  me  to  allow 
me  to  keep  from  yon  that  the  Huguenots  have  made  me 
certain  propoeals." 

''Proposak!  what  sort  of  proposals  9  " 
**  One  of  the  leaden,  M.  de  Mouj  de  Saint-Phale,  son  of 
the  brave  Monj  assassinated  by  Maurevel,  has  been  with 
me  at  the  risk  of  his  life,  to  prove  to  me  that  I  am  in 
captivity.*' 
**  Ah,  indeed  I  and  what  reply  did  you  make  1 " 
*^  My  brother,  yon  know  how  tenderly  I  love  Charles, 
who  saved  my  life ;  and  that  the  queen-mother  has  been 
like  my  oivn  mother  to  me.    I  have  therefore  refused  all 
the  offers  he  made  me." 
"  And  what  were  these  offers  9 " 

''The  Huguenots  wish  to  rehabOitate  the  throne  of 
Navaire ;  and  as  in  reality  this  throne  belonged  to  me 
by  inheritance,  they  offered  it  to  me." 

''Tea,  and  M.  de  Mouy,  instead  of  the  adhesion  he  had 
entreated,  received  yonr  refusal  1 " 
**  Most  decidedly ;  but  since  then  —  ^  continued  Henri. 
"Ton   have    repented,    my    brother?"     interrupted 
I^Akn^n. 

**  No ;  but  I  have  foond  that  M.  de  Mouy,  enraged  at 
my  refosal,  has  cast  his  eyes  in  another  direction." 
"  Whither  1"  asked  Fmn^is,  quickly. 
"  I  do  not  know;  on  the  Prince  de  Cond^,  perchance." 
"  Veiy  probably,"  was  the  reply. 
'^  I  have,  however,  a  certain  means  of  ascertaining  the 
eUef  be  has  selected." 
Francis  became  very  pale. 

"Bat,"  eontinned  Henri,  "the  Huguenots  are  divided 
imong  themselves ;  and  Mouy,  bmve  and  loyal  as  he  is, 


4  MARGUERITE  DE  YALOIS. 

represents  but  one  half  the  paitj.  Now,  the  other  halj^ 
which  IB  not  to  be  despised,  has  not  lost  all  hope  of  seeing 
on  the  throne  that  Henri  de  Navarre  who,  having  hesi- 
tated in  the  first  instance,  may  have  reflected  since." 

"  Do  you  think  so  1 " 

"  I  have  daily  proofs  of  this.     The  troop  that  joined  ns 
at  the  hunt, — did  you  remark  the  men  who  composed  it  f" 

"  Yes ;  they  were  converted  gentlemen." 

**  The  chief  of  this  troop,  who  made  me  a  sign,  ^  did 
you  recognize  him  9" 

"Yes;  it  was  the  Yicomte  de  Turenne." 

"Did  you  understand  what  they  wished f 

"Yes;  they  proposed  to  you  to  fly." 

"  Then,*'  said  Henii,  "  it  is  evident  that  there  is  a 
second  party  with  difierent  views  from  M.  de  Mony,  and 
that  a  very  powerful  one ;  so  that  in  order  to  succeed  it  is 
requisite  to  unite  the  two  parties,  Turenne  and  Mony. 
The  conspiracy  strengthens ;  troops  are  ready ;  thej 
await  only  the  signal  from  me.  Now,  in  that  critical  sita- 
ation,  which  requires  on  my  part  prompt  action,  I  am  de- 
bating in  my  mind  two  purposes,  between  which  I  hesitate 
I  have  come  to  submit  these  plans  to  you  as  to  a  friend.* 

"  Say  rather,  as  a  brother !  *' 

"  First  let  me  expose  the  state  of  my  mind,  my  dear 
Fran9ois.  I  have  no  desire,  no  ambition,  no  capacity.  I 
am  a  commonplace  country  gentleman,  —  poor,  indolent, 
and  timid.  The  r61e  of  conspirator  presents  to  me  a 
chance  of  disgrace,  badly  compensated  by  even  the  asm- 
ance  of  attaining  to  a  crown." 

"  Ah,  my  brother  I "  said  Francis,  "  you  do  yourself  in- 
justice ;  nothing  can  be  more  pitiable  than  the  position  of 
a  prince  whose  fortune  is  limited  by  a  landmark,  or  bj 
some  individual  in  the  career  of  honor.  I  cannot  there- 
fore credit  what  you  say." 
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**  Yet  I  speak  only  the  trath,  my  brother,"  wbb  Henri's 
lepl  j^.  **  And  if  I  could  believe  that  I  had  a  real  Mend,  I 
woal<i  resign  in  his  favor  all  the  power  which  the  party 
attached  to  me  would  confer ;  bat^''  he  added  with  a  sigh, 
**  I  baye  not  such  a  friend." 
Perhaps  you  are  mistaken.** 

No,  ventre-saifU-ffris  f  "  cried  Henri.    **  Except  your- 
aelfy  Brother,  I  see  no  one  who  is  attached  to  me ;  and 
then,  rather  than  see  a  movement  miscarry  amid  frightful 
commotions,  because  in  the  interest  of  some  one  who  is 
unworthy,  I  prefer  to  inform  my  brother  the  king  of  all 
that  is  going  on.     I  will  name  no  person,  I  will  not  men- 
tion country  or  date ;  but  I  will  prevent  the  catastrophe." 
**  Oreat  God !  "  exclaimed  D'Alen^on,  who  could  not 
repress  his  alarm  ;  **  what  are  you  saying  1  What !   you, 
the  sole  hope  of  the  party  since  the  admiral's  death ;  you, 
a  converted  Huguenot,  —  scarce  converted,  it  would  seem, 
— would    you  raise  the  knife  against    your  brothers  1 
Henri,  Henri,  in  doing  that  you  will  hand  over  to  a 
■econd  Saint  Bartholomew  all  the  Calvinists  of  the  king- 
dom !     Do  you  know  that  Catherine  only  awaits  such  an 
opportunity  to  exterminate  all  the  survivors  Y "    And  the 
trembling  duke,  his  face  marked  with  red  and  livid  spots, 
pressed  Henri's  hand,  in  his  eagerness  to  make  him  prom- 
ise to  renounce  a  resolution  which  must  destroy  him. 

*'  What ! "  said  Henri,  with  an  air  of  much  surprise, 
"  do  you  think,  Francois,  that  so  many  misfortunes  must 
then  occur!  Yet  it  seems  to  me  that  with  the  king's 
guaiantee  I  could  save  the  imprudent  partisans." 

''The  guarantee  of  King  Charles  DC,  Henri  1  Did  not 
the  admiral  have  it^  —  TMigny,  yourself  1  Ah,  Henri !  I 
tell  you,  if  you  do  this,  you  destroy  them  all,  —  not  only 
them,  but  also  all  directly  or  indirectly  connected  with 
them." 
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Henri  appeared  to  i^ect  for  a  mooient  *'  H**  he  said, 
"  I  were  an  important  prince  at  eouit^  I  should  act  othev^ 
wise;  in  your  plaoe,  for  instance,  Francois,  a  son  of 
France,  and  probable  heir  to  the  throne-*-" 

Francois  shook  his  head   ironically  and  said,    "What 
would  you  do  in  my  placet" 

<*  In  your  place,  my  brother/'  replied  Henri,  "  I  should 
put  myself  at  the  head  of  this  movement.  My  name  and 
credit  would  answer  to  my  conscience  for  the  life  of  the 
seditious;  and  I  would  derive  from  it  something  useful 
for  myself  in  the  first  instance^  and  then  for  the  king; 
and  this  from  an  enterprise  which  otherwise  may  ter- 
minate in  great  mischief  for  France." 

D'Alen9on  listened  to  these  words  with  a  joy  which 
expanded  all  the  muscles  of  his  face,  and  replied,  "  Do 
you  think  this  practicable,  and  that  it  will  avoid  all 
those  evils  which  you  foresee)" 

"  I  do/'  said  Henri.  "  The  Huguenots  like  you ;  your 
modest  exterior,  your  situation,  elevated  and  interestiog 
at  the  same  time,  and  the  kindness  you  have  always 
evinced  to  those  of  the  Befurmed  faith,  induce  them  to 
serve  you." 

"  But,"  said  D'Alen^on,  "  there  is  a  schism  in  the  party ; 
will  those  who  are  for  you  be  for  me  t " 

"  I  will  undertake  to  conciliate  them  on  two  grounds." 

"  What  are  they  ? " 

"  In  the  first  place,  through  the  confidence  which  the 
chiefs  have  in  me;  then,  through  their  fear  Uiat  your 
Highness,  knowing  their  names  —  " 

''  But  those  names,  who  will  give  them  to  me  t" 

"  I  will,  ventre-tainl-gris  I " 

"  You  will  do  that  1 " 

*'  Listen,  Francois;  I  have  told  you  that  in  this  oonrt 
I  love  only  you.     That  comes,  doubtless,  from  the  &ct 
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that  jou  are  peneonted  like  ni^mlf.    And  then  my  wife 
^0  loves  yon  with  an  affection  that  has  no  paralloL" 

Fiangois  bloshed  with  pleaaore. 

"  Believe  me,  my  brother,'*  continued  Henri ;  **  take  up 
this  matter.  Beign  in  Navane ;  and  if  you  keep  for  me 
a  place  at  your  table  and  a  good  forest  for  hunting,  I  shall 
be  perfectly  happy." 

"  Beign  in  Navarre  1 "  said  the  duke ;  "  but  if—" 

'^  If  the  Due  d'A^jou  is  named  King  of  Poland^  you 
would  say?" 

Francois  looked  at  Henri  with  some  alarm. 

''Well,  listen/'  said  Henri,  —  "since  nothing  eecapea 
your  observation ;  it  is  precisely  on  that  supposition  that 
I  have  reasoned.  If  the  Due  d'Anjou  is  nominated 
King  of  Poland,  and  our  brother  Charles  (whom  God  pre- 
serve!) should  die,  it  is  but  two  hundred  leagues  from 
Pan  to  Paris,  while  it  is  four  hundred  from  Paris  to 
Cracow ;  and  you  would  be  here  to  claim  the  inheiitanoe 
at  the  moment  when  the  King  of  Poland  would  only  have 
learned  of  its  being  vacated.  Then,  if  you  are  satisfied 
with  me,  Frangois,  you  may  give  me  this  kingdom  of 
Navarre,  which  will  then  be  only  one  of  the  ofishoots  of 
your  crown.  Under  these  circumstances  I  would  accept  it. 
The  worst  that  could  happen  to  you  would  be  to  remain 
king  down  there  starting  a  royal  branch,  and  living  en 
/anUUe  with  me  and  my  wife ;  while  here,  what  are  youl 
A  poor,  persecuted  prince,  a  poor  third  son  of  the  king,  a 
slave  of  two  elder  brothers,  whom  a  caprice  may  send  to 
the  Bastille." 

"  Yes,  yes^"  said  Fraogois.  "  I  feel  all  this  so  deeply 
that  I  cannot  understand  how  you  renounce  all  the  hopes 
that  you  propose  for  me.  Nothing  beats  there,  then  t " 
and  the  Due  d'Alen^on  placed  his  hand  on  his  brother  'a 
heart. 
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'^ There  aie,'*  said  Henriy  with  a  smiley  ''burdens 
too  heavy  for  certain  hands.  I  shall  not  try  to  lift 
this  one.  Fear  of  the  fatigue  annuls  the  desire  of 
possession." 

''Then,  Henri,  you  really  renounce t" 

''  I  said  so  to  Mouy,  and  I  repeat  it  to  you." 

''But  in  such  cases,  Brother,"  said  D'Alen^on,  '^men 
do  not  say,  they  prove." 

Henri  drew  a  long  breath,  like  a  wrestler  who  {wroeiTeB 
the  strength  of  his  adversary  giving  way*  "  I  will  give 
you  proof/'  he  said,  "  this  evening.  At  nine  o'clock  the 
bst  of  the  chiefe  and  the  plan  of  the  enterprise  shall  be 
in  your  hands.  I  have  already  sent  to  Mouy  a  formal 
renunciation." 

FrangoiB  took  Henri's  hand,  and  pressed  it  with  fervor. 
At  the  same  moment  Catherine  entered  the  apartment, 
and,  as  usual,  without  being  announced.  "  Together  !  " 
she  said  with  a  smile,  "like  two  loving  brothers ! " 

"  I  hope  so,  Madame,"  replied  Henri,  with  the  utmost 
composure,  while  the  Due  d'Alen^on  turned  pale  with 
agony.  He  then  withdrew  a  few  steps,  leaving  Catherine 
free  to  talk  with  her  son. 

The  queen-mother  then  took  from  her  purse  a  magnifi- 
cent jewel,  and  said  to  Francois,  "  This  clasp  comes  from 
Florence,  and  I  give  it  you  to  put  on  your  sword-helt.** 
Then  she  added  in  a  low  voice,  "If  you  should  hear 
any  noise  this  evening  in  the  apartments  of  your  good 
brother  Henri,  do  not  heed  it." 

Francois  grasped  his  mother's  hand  and  said,  ^^VHU. 
you  allow  me  to  show  him  the  handsome  present  you  Lave 
just  made  me  f '' 

"  Do  still  better ;  give  it  to  him  in  your  own  and  my 
name,  for  I  had  ordered  a  second  for  that  purpose." 

"  Do  you  hear,  Henri  ?  "  said  Francois ;   "  my  good 
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CHAPTEE  11. 

THE   ORATTTUDB  OP  KINO  CHAHLB8  IX. 

Maubbvsl  had  remained  for  a  potion  of  the  day  in  the 
king's  armory ;  and  when  Catherine  saw  the  moment  a|>* 
proach  of  the  return  £rom  the  chase,  she  had  desired  him 
and  his  satellites  to  pass  into  her  oratory.  Chaxks  IX., 
informed  by  his  nurse  on  his  arrival  who  the  man  wa^ 
and  remembering  the  order  his  mother  had  extracted  firom 
him  in  the  mornings  understood  everything. 

"  Ah,  ah  1 "  he  murmured,  "  the  time  is  ill-chosen,  — 
on  the  very  day  on  which  he  has  saved  my  lifio.*'  And 
he  was  about  to  go  to  his  mother,  but  suddenly  changed 
his  intention. 

*^  Mardieu  1 "  he  exclaimed,  ^'  if  I  speak  to  her  of  it, 
what  a  discussion  will  ensue !  We  bad  better  act  each 
independently.  Nurse,"  he  continued, ''  shut  all  the  doors, 
and  inform  the  Queen  Elizabeth  [Charles  IX.  was  manied 
to  Elizabeth  of  Austria,  daughter  of  Maximilian]  that 
being  rather  unwell' from  my  £bJ1,  I  shall  sleep  alone 
to-night.*' 

The  nurse  obeyed ;  and  as  the  hour  for  his  plan  had  not 
arrived,  Charles  began  to  write  verses.  It  was  the  ooca- 
pation  in  which  his  time  passed  most  rapidly ;  and  thus 
nine  o'clock  struck  when  Charles  thought  it  was  only 
seven.  He  counted  the  strokes  one  after  the  other,  and 
at  the  last  he  rose.  "  Devil's  name  1 ''  he  exclaimed,  "  it 
is  precisely  the  time." 

Taking  his  cloak  and  hat,  he  went  out  by  a  secret  door 


^wAULiii  lu  Jad.  3mi£B  31.  ~sitf  ymwTtntfs  ma  iz  'Zht  ^XfiOiouv 

1  *ui    L^  -i^tfflir.m^  miL  JiaL  siuiL  Juft  ±  snmuciib^jiV 

'*  'Eli  oniiffi  iic^  pom  21  sm  wju.  Xacciinraf.***  «t;i£  r.)>^ 

j^mrsnuiiak 

ZS.iv^sa^.  r.:«:uaiiiHb.  JOil  La  XjoiL  aoii  xiii^r  ikv»  ^£r.v«'.7;c 

^iTiiil.  l^sn  atjt  tCTT  dbe  LaI  ieSs^cwL     T^^   1::;^ 

li.-i^i::*fc:p  AlTaz»:<d  lU:«:iri$  ib»  <ciia:::kC«<vvcL 

••  T  »  I :  "  be  aid,  laiaing  ;b*  Ur«stTr.  aihl  pnwiiiiix^ 

lUr-jie«i:e  uttered  a  terrible  cir.  All  Jv^YvHw  «jt  w^ 
tie  kln-r's  uee,  it  pn>duci^  on  her  the  o:Vivt  of  a  M(MU5«i« 
Lefti.  Silting  hce  to  the  parti<rt^  $lie  hftd  ny>vnu^\) 
Charles.     The  two  men  had  their  bacls  turiuxt  K>  the 


**  His  Majestj  ]  **  she  ezckimed  iu  a  tone  of  atYVi^lu  ; 
and  she  luae  from  her  seat 

Coconnas,  while  the  three  others  felt  quite  bewiUienHl, 
WIS  the  onlj  one  who  preeerved  his  preeence  of  mind.  He 
aleo  rose,  hut  with  well-contrired  awkwaidne^a  U|viet  the 
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table,  with  its  glassy  plate,  and  wax  lights ;  instantly  theie 
was  complete  darkness  and  the  silence  of  death. 

"  Steal  off ! "  said  Coconnas  to  La  Mole ;  **  quick,  qnick, 
and  cleverly ! " 

La  Mole  did  not  wut  for  a  second  hint^  but  feeling 
along  the  wall  with  his  hands,  groped  his  way  into  the 
bedchamber,  that  he  might  hide  in  the  cabinet  which  he 
knew  so  well.  Bat  as  he  entered  the  sleeping-room  he 
came  in  contact  with  a  man  who  entered  by  the  secret 
passage. 

**  What  can  all  this  mean  1 "  said  Charles,  in  the  dark, 
with  a  voice  that  was  beginning  to  sound  very  impatiently. 
"  Am  I  an  intruder,  that  on  my  appearance  such  a  scene 
of  confusion  takes  place )  Henriot !  Henriot !  where  are 
you  f    Answer  me  !  " 

"  We  are  saved  1 "  whispered  Marguerite,  taking  a  hand 
which  she  supposed  to  be  that  of  Coconnas ;  "  the  king 
thinks  that  my  husband  is  one  of  the  guests.** 

"  And  he  shall  think  so  still,  Madame,  be  assured,"  said 
Henri  to  the  queen  in  the  same  tone. 

'*  Great  God ! "  exclaimed  Marguerite,  suddenly  dropping 
the  hand  she  held,  which  was  that  of  the  King  of  Navarre. 

"  Hush  !  **  said  Henri. 

"  Thousand  names  of  the  devil !  what  are  you  all  whis- 
pering for  f  *'  cried  Charles.  ''  Henri,  answer ;  where  are 
youl" 

"I  am  here.  Sire,"  said  the  voice  of  the  Eling  of 
Navarre. 

"  The  devil! "  said  Coconnas,  who  was  with  the  Duchesse 
de  Nevers  in  a  comer ;  "  the  plot  thickens.*' 

''And  we  are  doubly  lost,"  added  the  Duchesse  de 
Kevers. 

Coconnas,  brave  even  to  rashness,  had  reflected  that  at 
last  the  candles  must  be  lighted,  and  thinking  the  sooner 
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tliim  better,  aiiMidonfid  the  hand  of  the  Dmliiiii  lie  2?eTPfs,> 
ivliich  he  had  Hithajfav  held  in.  hia  owiu  picked  'td  a  caoec; 
and  going  to  the  atore,  lighted  itw  The  roonL  wom  'Tx-ab 
again  iTIniniTiatwiy  and  Chaiiea  caat  an  inqmniig  zianre 
axTMind. 

HeoDii  ma  cioae  to  hia  wife ;  the  Docheaae  le  H^.^^ia 
'waa  alone  in  a  coiner;  and  Cooonnaa*  ntanninty  .n.  .tat 
middle  of  the  chamber  wt&  hia  caniila  in.  ma  ..an/i. 
lighted  np  the  wboilB  aeow. 

**  Excnae  na,  BtotiiBr"  said  Mazj^oKisa ;  **  wy»  lui  wot 
expect  joo.'' 

''And  80  your  Majesty^  aa  yon  mar  ^ee,  liaa  fna:j:^«.i:/i. 
oa  not  a  little,"  aaid  Henziette. 

**  For  my  part,"  added  Henzi,  who  at  once  "ximr>p*fu«uU'A 
the  whole,  **  I  waa  ao  startled  tiuit  in  ruin^  1  u>i^  Xtfc 
table." 

Coeonnaa  ga^e  the  'K'iTif^  of  yavane  ^  lr>jic  v-^-.r.  a^ 
plied,  ^  I  like  that !  hero's  a  hnananri  wtm  lu^rfxr.^xu^  A 
half  a  wonL** 

**  What  a  terrible  confnaion ! "  laid  C'*arwfc«-  *  1^.:':A, 
joxa  aapper  ia  npaet;  ao  come  with  x«v  u^i  ;-^i  'i^^^^ 
finiah  it  elaewhoa    I  mean  to  cairr  jon  .4  x-r  >'''*rr..: v^  * 

•*What,  Siie!"  aaid  Henn;  «W,ir  jL..*::tt;^  w,^  u, 
me  that  honor  I'' 

*•  Yea,  my  Majeaty  will  •io  yon  *he  nr.rxr  V*  ^'m^cm^  j^,-i 
from  the  Lonvie.  Lend  him  to  me,  \Lftrru^:i%  %r«il  I  4r  »i. 
bring  him  baek  again  tcHnoirow  m/^minx'' 

**  Ah,  Brother,"  replied  MacznentA,  •*  joa  na7<%  ru*  m*/l 
of  my  permiaaion  for  that;  yon  are  maMU^r  b^m,  ae 
everywhere  elae." 

^  Sue,"  aaid  Henri,  "  I  wiH  joat  go  fur  txaXkxta  ^MaU^ 
and  letom  immediately.'' 

''There 'a  no  ooeaaion;  the  one  yoa  ha7e  on  in  ^j^«*u 
good  enoa^" 
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''But,  Siro  — "  said  tbe  B^amais. 

*'  I  tell  yon  not  to  Tetnm  to  yoor  apartments  ;  thcKisBiid 
names  of  a  devil  [  don't  you  hear  what  I  eay  1  Come 
along ! '' 

**  Yes,  yes,  go ! "  said  Marguerite,  pressing  her  liiiBbaiid's 
arm,  for  a  singular  look  of  Charles's  had  conrinced  her 
that  something  remarkahle  was  going  oil 

'*  I  am  ready,  Sire,**  said  HenrL 

But  Charles  was  looking  very  stead&stly  at  Coconnas^ 
who  continued  his  offioe  of  torch-hearer  hy  lightiiig  the 
other  candles. 

**  Who  is  this  gentleman  t "  he  inquired  of  Heiui,  still 
looking  at  the  Piedmontese.     **  Is  it  M.  de  U  Mole  1 " 

"  Who  has  mentioned  M.  de  la  Mole  to  him! "  thought 
Marguerite. 

"  No,  Sire,"  replied  Henri ;  "  M.  de  la  Mole  is  not  here, 
and  I  regret  it  the  more,  as  I  cannot  have  the  honor  of 
presenting  him  to  your  Majesty  as  well  as  his  friend, 
M.  de  Coconnas.    They  are  inseparahle,  and  are  both  in 
the  suite  of  M.  d'Alen^on." 

"  Ah,  ah  !  of  our  fiimous  marksman  1 "  said  Charles. 
Then  frowning,  he  added,  *'Js  not  M.  de  la  Mole  a 
Huguenot  1 " 

"  Converted,  Sire,"  said  Henri ;  ''  and  I  answer  for  him 
as  for  myself." 

"  When  you  answer  for  any  one,  Henriot^  after  what 
you  have  done  to^ay,  I  have  no  right  to  doubt  you. 
But  no  matter.  I  should  have  liked  to  see  M.  de  la  Mole, 
but  some  other  time  will  do ; "  and  then,  looking  again 
around  the  chamber,  Charles  kissed  Marguerite,  and  took 
away  the  King  of  Navane,  holding  him  by  the  arm.  At 
the  gate  of  the  Louvre,  Henri  stopped  to  speak  to  some 
one. 

"Come,  come  along  quickly,  Henriot,'*  said  Chaika 
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*  When  I  tell  jos  the  air  of  the  Lcnme  is  not  good  Ibr 
joa  this  evynir^  vhj  xht  deTil  don't  jon  be&re  bi^I" 

**  FLMtfri  miimi-yrig/"  Bonttiired  Hesii,  "skI  Hsixj 
vUl  be  all  alone  in  mj  loofB  ;  if  the  air  m  ixJL  tis»i  he 
wamy  it  mcs^  be  vone  for  iniii.* 

"  Well,'  and  the  king,  vben  be  and  HenH  iaH^  mnm\i 
Ihm  dxvarbxidge,  *' it  is  all  anan^<ed,  tbea,  Htiizn^  ^us 
the  gv^mleoien  of  M.  k  Dae  d'Alexk^un  ^Oil.  jjii9  ionrc 
to  joor  ^vifel* 

**How  is  thai.  Sire  I " 

"  T«B»  is  not  that  IL  de  Cocamna  p^iur  iCKoCiiina  >i 
Map-L^f 

«*  Wbo  baa  told  joa  ibii  9  * 

*^  So  mattPTp*  xepJiad  tbe  Ids^ :  ^  kcqui:  mn  vm  -^mi 


^  A  baaXy  pnre  and  ompk.  Sire.  IL  at  C^i/'jtnjurf;.  t  » 
tme,  baa  a  teBdcKnfiaa  for  aame  anb.  inz;  c  ^  itr  Jij^'jks\j* 
de  Nereis.* 

«Ab,bah!- 

**  I  can  assuie  Tcmr  Maiesrr  tixa:  ix  st  m  I  wf  * 

Cfaatis  bro^  cittfc  into  iuud  juiurukf;,     '^  '.^vr*    tri 
aud  be;  "if  the  Due  de  OiuKr  c^v^  n«».  »    ',«»*y«^>j'"v 
1  vill  rejaie  to  faiai  Ite  exptoiK  ud  lur  aie*«^'U^j«r      ^  •».#• 
an,"  be  o'jutinwsd,  medhnnTg;  ^I  UJiit  i.:j-«r  tia>'*..P«   i 
via  IL  de  Cw^osnaa  or  IL  Qt  jt.  J^  /a  vri/-.  v^^  *^t»i'.'^*^t^ 
toite-" 

"Seoilha-  the  aneBor  liie  otu^-i.  bir  '  »4j'    j>,#f 
can  aaaver  to  ron  for  \\gt  amtmpfuk  -/  lii*-  r  v  ^ 

mber  f:iid  tdu  m  iiut  nwuc   luai    ii    4;**   i<4»^' 
tty  bcxkOE,  tot:  are  &  timvt  jad  au'   i  liw  *«  v,^    j*. 
1  Aall  be  unable  tc  |fft  aknir  ^m>  *u:  v  ^! 

On  aarinr  tirtjae  wtmii-  tu*  iiiii^-  i;^.-  <   ;*^'.v.^  ^. :  >.,^ 
aad  iomr  gentiemexi  wm   ««ff:   *»a-:uj;    u    ^^    t^      , 


/' 
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Beauvais  joined  them,  and  tbey  all  advanced  into  the  citj 
as  the  clock  struck  ten. 

''Weill"  said  Marguerite^  when  the  king  and  Henri 
had  gone,  'Met  us  sit  down  again  to  table.** 

''  No,  fiedth  1 "  said  the  duchess ;  "  I  am  too  mnch 
frightened.  The  little  house  in  the  Eue  Cloche  'Peroie 
forever  1  No  one  can  enter  there  without  laying  a  regular 
siege ;  and  our  brave  Mends  could  use  their  swords.  Sat 
what  are  you  looking  for,  M.  de  Coconnas,  under  the 
tables  and  in  the  closets  f 

''I  am  looking  for  my  firiend  La  Mole,'*  said  the 
Piedmontese. 

''Search  in  the  direction  of  my  chamber,  Monsiear,'* 
said  Maiguerite.     "There  is  a  certain  cabinet  there —  " 

"  Good  1 "  said  Goconnas,  "  I  will  go  there ;  **  and  he 
went  into  the  chamber. 

"Welir*  said  a  voice  in  the  darkness,  "where  are 
wel" 

"  Eh,  mordi/  we  are  now  at  the  dessert.** 

"  And  the  King  of  Navarre  1 " 

"Has  seen  nothing.  As  a  husband  he  is  perfect;  I 
wish  my  wife  might  have  one  like  him.  But  I  fear  it 
would  have  to  be  by  a  second  marriage." 

"  And  King  Charles  t " 

"  Ah,  the  king  has  taken  off  the  husband.** 

"  No,  really  1 " 

"Yes,  and  the  ladies  have  a  pilgrimage  to  make  to- 
wards the  Rue  du  Roi  de  Sicile,  and  we  must  guard  the 
pilgrims." 

Impossible  I  you  know  that  —  *' 

Why  impossible  1  *'  # 

"Why,  then,  are  we  not  in  the  service  of  hia  loyal 
Highness  f* 

The  two  friends  represented  their  position  to  their  £ur 
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cctznpaiuun^,  and  Mafjame  de  J<0vsi£  said,  ^  Well,  th^ 
vt  "•rill   ^o   ^rithout  yaaJ* 

**A2id  may  ire  laiofr  wfasBB  yon  see  gai^gf^  Mked 
Cc*cc)iina&. 

*"  OL,    yua    sre  too    ingniaithre,^    said    tbe    dttclMM» 
**  QiuBx^  et  inTemflB."     ('*  Seek,  md  yoa  will  find.**) 

Tne  xw^D  young  men  made  tbazr  'bows,  azid  proceeded 
w  like  r^uc  d'Aiffliyiiv  wlio  unmnftfi  to  be  &wmiting  Uk^iil 
**  y  on  are  xBthar  iate,  ^SBntLemen,^  wm  Lis  remark* 
^  Scaruely  tan  o'clook,  Manseigneur,^  applied  Caxx^iim. 
Tii£  dukf:  looked  at  iik  watck  ^  Tnie,^  b«  said^  "  IhiI 
TBI  evervbody  in  the  Loime  is  in  l»ed.* 

^  IdviiiseigTMmT,**  ssid  Coeannsa^   ^yonr  Highnosi   no 
dos.bt  will  go  to  lied,  or  wiate  — * 

^  Kq,  gentlfliDffli,!  am  dispesss  witb  joar  serricet  uttUl 
to-munrow  muming.* 

**  Comfi,  oome,'*  wiiispenid  Gooonnss  to  Ls  Hol«  ;  **  th<i 
c  -r£  fdfiepB  out  of  lied  tliis  erening^  it  seems.  Th«»  uiK^^t 
vij  be  denriludilj  £n&     Let  us  tsks  our  shsri!  of  it.** 

Tbe  vwo  Tonng  mea  xsm  npstsin  as  speedily  m  |>(»*Mti»lu^ 
UKik  liieir  cdosks  ssid  nigbtrswofdsy  snd  hssU'iiinK  (»u(  iif' 
Uke  LcnxTTc,  orertook  tiie  two  ladiSB  st  the  eoru«»r  <»f  (tt^ 
Hue  do  Ctiq  St.  Honoi^ 

ILesnnme  tbe  Doc  d'Aleo^on,  shut  up  in  hU  ohmutiPi^ 
vscadi  with  ejes  open  and  esrs  on  the  sloit,  \JUf  i>vptiU 
viuck  kis  Bother  had  pnuniaad. 


n.— 1 
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CHAPTER  IIL 

MAN   PBOPOSBS,   BUT   GOD  DIBP08B8. 

As  the  duke  had  aaid  to  the  young  men,  the  most  pro- 
found silence  reigned  throughout  the  Louvre.  Marguerite 
and  Madame  de  Kevers  had  gone  to  tlie  Rue  Tizon  ; 
Coconnas  and  La  Mole  had  followed  them  ;  the  king  and 
Henri  were  roving  about  in  the  city ;  the  Due  d'Alen^on 
was  anxiously  awaiting  the  occurrence  of  the  events  his 
mother  had  alluded  to ;  and  Catherine  was  in  bed,  listen- 
ing to  Madame  de  Sauve,  who  read  to  her  certain  Italian 
tales,  at  which  the  worthy  queen  laughed  heartily. 

Catherine  had  not  been  in  so  good  spirits  for  a  long 
time.  After  partaking  with  good  appetite  of  a  collation 
with  her  attendants,  she  had  held  a  conference  with  her 
physician,  had  gone  over  the  daily  household  accounts, 
and  then  had  ordered  a  service  of  prayer  for  the  success 
of  a  certain  enterprise  which  she  said  was  important  to 
the  happiness  of  her  children.  It  was  a  habit  of  Cathe- 
rine— a  habit  quite  Florentine — to  have  prayers  and 
masses  said,  of  which  none  but  God  and  herself  knew  the 
purpose.  Then  she  had  revisited  Ren^,  and  liad  selected 
several  novelties  from  Ins  rich  assortment 

^*  Let  some  one  ascertain,**  said  Catherine,  '^  if  my 
daughter,  the  Queen  of  Navarre,  is  in  her  apartments,  and 
if  she  is,  beg  her  to  come  and  keep  me  company.** 

The  page  to  whom  this  order  was  addressed  left  the 
room,  and  soon  returned,  accompanied  by  Gillonne. 
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**  I  sent  for  the  qneen,**  aid  GaUieniie»  **  not  for  hor 

attendant" 

^  Hadamey"  replied  Gilloimey  "  I  thought  it  my  duty  U> 
come  iDjaelf  to  inform  your  Migesty  that  the  Que«n  of 
Navarre  is  gone  out  with  the  Duchease  de  Nevera.^* 

**  Out  at  this  hour !  **  said  Catherine^  frowning ;  '*  whore 
is  she  gone  t " 

^  To  a  meeting  of  alchemists,  at  the  Hdtel  de  Guise,  in 
the  apartments  of  Madame  de  Nevers.^ 

*^  And  when  will  she  return  ?  ** 

**  The  meeting  will  not  break  up  until  very  late/'  re- 
plied Gillonne,  ''so  that  it  is  probable  her  Majf^rty  will 
sleep  at  the  H6tel  de  Guise." 

''She  is  very  happy,"  murmured  Catherine,  **Hh*9 
has  Mendsy  and  is  a  queen;  she  wears  a  erown  ttiA 
is  called  your  Majesty,  aod  she  has  ZhO  so>^;t« ;  ti}>^  U 
Tery  fortunate." 

After  that  sally,  which  mad«  L«r  iMswn  ses.,'^  n;v«f'^,7, 
"  Besides,"  she  murmnrbd,  "  MOxvfb  sLf^  him  ^jt^  *r.\  -  - 
for  she  has  gone  out,  you  ms^  ^ '" 

^  Half  an  hour  ago.  MadiuxH:.'' 

"  So  mnch  the  beaer  :  g*-** 

Gill;>niie  B&lii;^Bd.  auc  i^A.  tu*:  Trm. 

**Go  on,  CiiariTat,''  aatt  ti*^  •.-*-!*?«. 

Madanif:  dt  iauvt  uu'^'s'..     It   ;*rt   t:-r:~/po  *^>.»9»'-»^ 

guardfr  izi  tue  ^ulic^  ' 

Silt  had  svac  f  jt  i.  '^jb^vt*   .■•'  s    ••-•>•     ••  **-•■       "i^.-    ♦»  * 

'  ATT  Tap*"     *r^*  *"      CC     -f^r,  tf        ^'JC..— ^.  ♦,         .      ..vr-^ 
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*' Madame/'  leplied  Cbarlottoy  tomiiig  pale,  ''did  not 
your  Majesty  hear?" 

''  Whatr*  aaked  Catherine. 

"That  cry  I" 

"And  that  pistol-ehot)"  added  the  captain  o£  the 
guards. 

"  A  cry  and  a  pistol-ehot ! "  said  Catherine.  "  I  hseftzd 
nothing ;  besides^  a  ciy  and  a  piBtoI^shot  are  not  so  very 
extraordinary  at  the  Louvie.     Bead  on,  Carlotta." 

"  But  listen,  Madame,**  said  Madame  de  Sauve,  ^rhile 
M.  de  Nancey  stood  gracing  his  siword-hilt,  not  daring 
to  leave  the  apartment  without  the  queen's  permission; 
"I  hear  struggling,  imprecations  —  " 

"Shall  I  go  and  see,  Madame  1 "  asked  Nancey. 

"No,  Monsieur,"  returned  Catherine.  "Who  will  be 
here  to  protect  me  in  case  of  danger?  It  is  only  some 
drunken  Swiss  quarrelling." 

The  tranquillity  of  the  queen  contrasted  so  strangely 
with  the  alarm  of  every  one  else  that  Madame  de  Sauye, 
timid  as  she  was,  fixed  her  eyes  inquiringly  on  her. 
"  But,  Madame,"  said  she,  "  it  is  as  if  they  were  killing 


some  one." 


"  Whom  do  you  think  they  are  kilting  I " 

"  The  King  of  Navarre,  Madame ;  for  the  noise  comes 
fix>m  the  direction  of  his  apartments." 

"  The  fool ! "  murmured  the  queen,  whose  lipa,  spite  of 
the  control  she  had  over  herself,  were  strangely  agitated, 
for  she  was  muttering  a  prayer,  •—  "  the  fool !  she  sees  her 
King  of  Navarre  everywhere." 

'^  Mon  Dieul  men  Dieul**  said  Madame  de  Sauve, 
sinking  into  her  chair. 

"It  ia  over,"  said  Catherine.  "Captain,"  eontinned 
she,  addressing  M.  de  Nancey,  "  I  hope  that  to-morrow 
you  will  inquire  into  this,  and  punish  the  culprits 
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irwelj.  Cootz&ney  Guriotte."  And  Catherine  sank  back 
on  her  pilk>w  in  a  alaie  thai  aeemed  near  akin  to  fiednt- 
ing;^  for  her  attendanta  lemarfced  hoge  drops  of  peispixa- 
tion  on  her  £Ke. 

Mudiwft  de  Saare  obeyed ;  bat  her  eyes  and  her  voice 
aloae  wn  en^ged.  She  fiMicied  ahe  aaw  him  moat  dear 
to  her  aanoanded  bj  deadly  perils;  and  after  a  mental 
atmg;^  of  aooM  linntei^  her  voiee  £uled  her|  the  book 
fell  from  her  haada^  and  ihe  fainted. 

Suddenly  a  still  mora  Tiolent  noiaa  than  before  waa 
henid,  a  hasty  step  shook  the  eonidor;  two  more  pistoi- 
ahota  made  the  vindow-paaes  ahake.  Catherine,  astoo- 
iahed  at  thia  lenevai  of  the  strife,  loae;  she  was  deadly 
pale,  her  eyca  vese  dilated,  and  at  the  monKnt  S^slltj^ 
ma  aboot  to  msh  from  the  apartmest  bbe  msiz^d  Lix  vtx^ 
aayin^  **  Let  eresj  one  stay  here ;  I  will  go  szjs^'J  ajui 
aee  what  is  the  maimer.* 

Tfaos  it  waa :  Mtsj  had  reeeired  tLat  n^'zidi.;:  fnzL  ica 
heads  of  Oithon  th«  ker  of  Henries  cb£.mber ;  il  t>t;  /L.^r 
he  remazked  a  small  roil  of  pa;«er,  wliicL  L«r  v^jl  'jm:  hxs'^ 
IcT&i  it  to  contain  tLe  pads^word  at  the  Ixnirs^  ijf  v*a- 
nL'ht.  Onhon  had  ni-iieDrer  giren  h:cL  tub  a  L'/<  c*. 
leetic'DS  to  be  at  the  Lotzttc  at  tec  o'>:l>:x.  h.i  u^^i- 
put  nine  Moor  Lai  put  on  ins  arm^r,  h-iz.Vji^<  «.  4.  j^^ 
dcabjet  on  it,  buckled  on  Li^  swori.  yi^>^  u^t  yjt^^M 
IB  ha  hthf  a&d    coTered  all   wiut   tut   i^a^juf.   *y.^o"» 


We  iiarc  Been  bow  Henri  tLcuirii:  iii  V-  >at  X*» /-*•'*#. 
a  Tiail  htffoTe  enteiiiij:  Lie  owl  wrar.L^^-^.  ^^:  ^^0  ^ 
arnred  by  tLe  secre:  pastfiLj<e  jti*:  u.  t.:i*  v.  f  -1  <*^^  ^ 
La  Mole  in  Mar^niertte^e  ciuOfr  ai«.  w.  u^a^,  i,u  ',u^^    , 


the  wi'jkct  of  tLe  l»urr%.  ai.-:  :^a,.jui  u,  v^  y^.^  *  ^^ 
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cle.  He  went  straight  to  the  King  of  Nayane's  apart- 
ments, imitating,  as  well  as  he  could.  La  Mole's  walk 
and  manner.  He  foond  Orthon  waiting  for  him  in  tlie 
antechamber. 

<'  M.  de  Mony,"  said  the  mountaineer,  ^  the  king  has 
gone  out,  hut  he  has  ordered  me  to  conduct  you  to  his 
chamber,  where  you  are  to  wait;  should  he  not  oome 
until  late,  he  desires  you  will  lie  down  on  his  bed." 

Mouy  entered,  without  asking  further  explanation.  In 
order  to  fill  up  the  time  he  took  pen  and  paper,  and  ap- 
proaching an  excellent  map  of  France  that  hung  on  the 
wall,  set  himself  to  count  the  stages  from  Paris  to  Fau. 
This  did  not  occupy  him  long;  and  when  he  had  finished 
he  was  at  a  loss  what  to  do.  He  walked  up  and  down 
the  room  a  few  times,  yawned,  and  then,  profiting  by 
Henri's  invitation,  and  justified  too  by  the  familiarity 
that  then  existed  between  princes  and  their  gentlemen, 
he  placed  his  pistols  and  the  lamp  on  the  table,  laid  his 
drawn  sword  by  his  side,  and  secure  against  surprise,  for 
an  attendant  was  watching  in  the  outer  chamber,  soon 
slept  soundly.  Mouy  snored  like  a  trooper,  and  in  that 
respect  could  rival  the  King  of  Navarre  himselfl 

It  was  then  that  six  men,  sword  and  dagger  in  hand, 
glided  noiselessly  along  the  corridor  that  communicated 
with  Henri's  apartments.  One  of  these  men  walked  in 
front ;  besides  his  sword  and  dagger,  he  had  pistols  at- 
tached to  his  belt  by  silver  hooks.  This  man  was  Manre- 
veL    Arrived  at  Henri's  door,  he  stopped. 

"Are  you  quite  sure  all  the  sentinels  of  the  corridor 
have  gone)"  he  asked. 

"  There  is  not  one  at  his  post,"  replied  his  lieutenant 

''  Goody"  said  Maurevel ;  "  now  let  us  see  whether  he 
whom  we  come  for  is  here." 

**  But,"  said  the  lieutenant^  arresting  the  hand  which 
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Maarevel  was  placing  on  the  door-knob,  "  Captain,  these 
are  the  King  of  Navarre's  apartments." 

"Who  said  anything  to  the  contrary]"  replied 
MaureveL 

The  men  looked  at  one  another  with  an  air  of  surprise, 
and  the  lieutenant  recoiled  a  step.  "  What ! "  said  he, 
"  are  we  to  make  an  arrest  at  this  hour  in  the  Louvre, 
and  in  the  apartments  of  the  King  of  Navarre  1 '' 

"  What  would  you  say,"  replied  Maurevel,  "  if  I  should 
tell  you  that  he  whom  you  are  about  to  arrest  is  the  King 
of  Navarre  himself) " 

"  I  should  say,  Captain,  that  it  is  a  serious  matter,  and 
that  without  an  order  signed  by  the  king —  " 

"Eead,"  said  Maurevel;  and  taking  from  his  doublet 
the  order  given  him  by  Queen  Catherine,  he  handed  it  to 
the  lieutenant. 

"All  right,*'  said  the  latter,  after  reading  it.  "I  have 
nothing  more  to  say." 

"  And  are  you  ready  1 " 

"  I  am." 

"And  you)"  continued  Maurevel,  turning  to  the  five 
others. 

They  saluted  respectfully. 

"  Listen  to  me,  then,  gentlemen,"  said  Maurevel ;  "  this 
is  the  plan:  Two  of  you  will  remain  at  this  door,  two 
at  the  door  of  the  bedchamber,  and  two  will  go  in 
with  me," 

"  And  then ) "  said  the  lieutenant 

"Listen  well  to  this:  we  are  commanded  to  prevent 
the  prisoner  from  calling,  crying  out,  or  resisting;  any 
breach  of  that  order  is  to  be  punished  with  death." 

"  Come,  come,  he  has  earU  hlanche,**  said  the  lieutenant 
to  the  man  appointed  with  him  to  go  in  with  Maurevel  to 
the  king. 
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Complete^"  said  MauieveL 
"  Poor  devil  of  a  king  t^  said  one  of  the  men  }   **  it 
wiitten  on  high  that  he  should  not  escape." 

«  And  here  also,"  said  Maorevel,  taking  from  tbe  lieu- 
tenant Catheiine's  order,  which  he  retomed  to  bis 
doublet 

ManreTel  placed  the  key  Catherine  had  given  him  in 
the  lock,  and  leaving  two  men  at  the  outer  door,  passed 
with  the  four  others  into  the  antechamber. 

"Ah,"  said  he,  hearing  even  from  that  distance  the 
loud  breathing  of  the  sleeper ;  "  it  appears  that  we  shall 
find  here  the  man  we  are  looking  for." 

Orthon,  thinking  it  was  his  master  returning,  advanceil, 
and  found  himself  in  the  presence  of  five  armed  men.  At 
the  sight  of  their  sinister  fiices,  and  more  particularly  at 
that  of  Maurevel,  who  was  called  **  the  King's  Killer,''  he 
recoiled,  and  planted  himself  before  the  second  door. 

"Who  are  you?"  said  Orthon;  "and  what  do  you 
want  1 " 

"  In  the  king's  name,"  said  Maurevel,  "  where  is  your 
master  t" 

"  He  is  absent." 

"  It  is  &lse ! "  replied  Maurevel.     "  Stand  back." 
Orthon  seized  the  handle  of  the  door. 
"  You  shall  not  enter !  "  cried  he. 
At  a  sign  from  Maurevel  the  four  men  grasped  the 
faithful  page,  toie  him  from  his  hold,  and  as  he  was  about 
to  cry  out,  Maurevel  placed  his  hand  on  his  mouth. 
Orthon  bit  the  assassin  foriously,  who  uttered  a  suppressed 
cry  and  struck  him  on  the  head  with  the  pommel  of  his 
sword.     Orthon  fell,  crying,  "Treason!   treason!"     His 
voice  failed  him  and  he  fainted,    l^he  assassins  passed 
over  his  body ;  two  stationed  themselves  at  the  second 
door,  and  the  two  others,  led  by  Maurevel,  entered  the 
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bedchamber.    By  the  light  of  the  kmp  they  saw  the 
bed;  the  cortains  were  closed. 

"  Oh,"  said  the  lieutenant,  **  he  snores  no  longer  I " 
*'  Now,  then,  upon  him  ! "  cried  MauroTel. 
At  this  Toice  a  hoarse  cry  more  like  the  roar  of  a  lion 
than  the  voice  of  a  human  being  was  heard ;  the  curtains 
were  violently  drawn  back ;  and  a  man  in  a  cuirass  and 
steel  cap  appeared,  sitting  on  the  bed,  a  pistol  in  each 
hand,  and  his  drawn  sword  on  his  knees.  When  Maure- 
vel  saw  that  face  and  recognized  Mouy,  his  hair  stood  on 
end ;  he  turned  deadly  pale,  and  recoiled  as  if  he  had 
seen  a  spectre. 

Suddenly  the  armed  figure  rose  and  advanced  towards 
Maurevel  as  he  started  back,  so  that  the  threatoner  seemed 
to  retreat,  and  the  threatened  to  pursue. 

*^  Ah,  scoundrel !  **  said  Mouy ;  ''  you  have  come  to 
murder  me,  as  you  murdered  my  father ! '' 

The  two  guards  who  were  with  Maurevel  alone  heard 
these  terrible  words ;  but  as  they  were  uttered,  one  of 
Mouy's  pistols  was  levelled  at  MaureveFs  head.  The  ruffi- 
an sank  on  his  knees  at  the  instant  Mouy  pulled  the  trigger, 
and  one  of  the  guards,  whom  he  uncovered  by  this  move- 
meaty  fell  with  a  bullet  in  his  heart ;  Maurevel  instantly 
fired  in  return,  but  the  ball  glanced  off  Mouy's  cuirass. 
Then,  measuring  the  distance  and  calculating  his  spring, 
Mouy,  with  a  back  stroke  of  his  large  sword,  cleft  the  skull 
of  the  second  guard,  and  turning  to  Manrevel,  crossed 
weapons  with  him.  The  combat  was  terrible,  but  brie£ 
At  the  fourth  pass  Maurevel  felt  Mouy's  sword  in  his 
throat ;  he  uttered  a  low  groan  and  fell,  upsetting  the 
lamp,  which  was  extinguished  in  the  iklL 

Agile  and  powerful  as  one  of  Homer^s  heroes,  Mouy 
sprang  boldly  forward,  favored  by  the  obscurity,  into  the 
antechamber,  felled  one  of  the  guards,  sent  the  other 
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staggering  from  him,  passed  like  lightning  between  the  two 
at  the  outer  door^  escaped  two  pistol-shots  6red  at  him, 
the  balls  of  which  grazed  the  wall  of  the  corridor^  and 
was  then  safe,  for  besides  the  sword  with  which  he  had 
dealt  such  fearful  blows,  he  had  one  pistol  still  loaded. 
He  hesitated  an  instant  whether  he  should  enter  lyAlen- 
9on'8  apartments,  the  door  of  which  seemed  ajar,  or  escape 
from  the  Louvre.    Besolving  upon  the  latter  course,  he 
sprang  down  the  stairs,  arrived  at  the  wicket,  pronounced 
the  pass-word,  and  darted  out,  crying,  "  Gro  upstairs !  thej 
are  killing  on  the  king's  account."    Availing  himself  of 
the  stupefaction  produced  by  the  report  of  the  pistols  and 
by  his  own  words,  he  disappeared  in  the  Bue  da  Coq, 
without  having  received  a  scratch. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Catherine  stopped  M.  de 
Nancey,  saying,  "  Let  every  one  stay  here ;  I  will  go 
myself  and  see  what  is  the  matter." 

**  But,  Madame,"  said  the  captain,  "  the  danger  to  which 
your  Majesty  is  exposed  compels  me  to  follow.** 

**  Stay,  Monsieur ! "  said  Catherine,  in  a  tone  more  im* 
perious  than  before ;  ''  stay  !  Around  the  paths  of  kings 
there  is  a  protection  more  powerful  than  the  sword  of  man." 

The  captain  remained.  Then,  taking  a  lamp,  and  pass- 
ing her  naked  feet  into  slippers,  Catherine  advanced,  im- 
passive and  cold  as  a  spectre,  along  the  corridor,  still  full 
of  smoke,  towards  Henri's  apartments.  She  arrived  at 
the  first  door,  entered,  and  found  Orthon  senseless  on 
the  threshold. 

"  Oh,"  said  she, ''  here  is  the  servant ;  we  shall  soon 
find  the  master ; "  and  she  approached  the  second  door. 
There  her  foot  struck  against  a  corpse ;  she  turned  the 
light  upon  it.  It  was  the  guard  whose  skull  had  been  deft ; 
he  was  quite  dead.  A  little  beyond  lay  the  lieutenant, 
with  the  death-rattle  in  his  throat.    Beside  the  bed  was  a 
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man,  who,  pale  as  death,  was  bleeding  fast  from  a  double 
wound  in  his  throat,  and  who,  clinching  his  hands  con- 
vulsively, strove  to  raise  himself.     It  was  MaureveL 

Catherine  shuddered ;  she  saw  the  bed  deserted.  She 
looked  round  the  room,  and  in  vain  sought  among  the 
three  men  lying  there  in  their  blood  for  the  corpse  which 
she  hoped  to  see. 

Maurevel  recognized  Catherine ;  his  eyes  dilated  horri- 
bly, and  he  stretched  out  his  hand  towards  her  with  a 
gesture  of  despair. 

"  Well,"  said  she,  in  suppressed  tones ;  **  where  is  he  ? 
What  has  become  of  him  1  Wretch,  have  you  allowed 
him  to  escape  1" 

Maurevel  strove  to  speak,  but  an  unintelligible  whistling 
Aouud  came  from  his  wound,  a  bloody  foam  covered  his 
lips,  and  he  shook  his  head  to  indicate  his  inability  and 
his  suffering. 

"  Speak  I  "  cried  the  queen ;  "  speak,  if  it  be  but  one 
word ! " 

Maurevel  pointed  to  his  wound,  and  after  a  desperate 
effort  to  utter  something,  fainted. 

Catherine  looked  around  her ;  there  were  none  but  the 
dead  and  the  dying  there ;  blood  flowed  in  every  direction, 
and  silence  reigned  in  the  chamber.  She  spoke  again  to 
Maurevel,  but  in  vain;  a  paper  had  dropped  from  his 
doublet,  —  it  was  the  order  for  Henri's  arrest.  Catherine 
seized  it,  and  concealed  it  beneath  her  robe.  At  this 
moment  she  heard  a  slight  noise  behind  her,  and  turning 
round,  she  perceived  D'Alen^on,  who  had  been  drawn 
thither  by  the  noise. 

"  You  here,  Francis  1 "  said  she. 

"  Yes,  Madame.    For  Ood's  sake,  what  does  this  mean  1" 

"  Retire  to  your  apartments ;  you  will  know  soon 
enough.  ** 
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D'AIen^on,  however,  was  not  so  ignomnt  of  wbat  bad 
occurred  as  Catherine  imagined.  On  hearing  steps  in  the 
corridor  he  had  listened.  Seeing  men  enter  the  King  of 
Navarre's  apartments,  he  had  recalled  the  words  of  Oathe> 
rine,  had  nndeistood  what  was  to  happen,  and  was  ttecretly 
rejoiced  at  having  so  dangerous  a  friend  disposed  of  bj  a 
hand  more  powerful  than  his  own. 

Soon  the  noise  of  firoHirms  and  the  steps  of  a  liigftiTe 
attracted  his  attention,  and  he  had  seen,  as  it  was  dis- 
appearing, a  red  mantle,  too  familiar  to  him  DOt  to  be 
recognized. 

"  Mouy  I  "  cried  he  ;  "  Mouj  with  my  hrother-in-law  ! 
But  no,  it  is  impossible !    Can  it  be  La  Mole  1 " 

He  began  to  feel  aianned.     He  remembered  that  the 
young  man  had  been  recommended  to  him  by  Margaerite 
herself     Wishing  to  assure  himself,  he  ascended  to  the 
chamber  of  the  two  young  men ;  no  one  was  there,  but 
the  cherry-colored  mantle  was  hanging  i^inst  the  walL 
It  was,  then,  Mouy.    Pale  as  death,  and  trembling  lest 
Mouy  had  been  taken  prisoner  and  would  betray  the 
secrets  of  the  conspiracy,  he  rushed  to  the  wicket,  where 
he  was  informed  that  the  man  in  the  red  mantle  had 
escaped  safe  and  sound,  saying  that  some  one  was  being 
killed  on  the  king's  account. 

*^  He  was  mistaken,"  muttered  D'Alen^on ;  '*  it  is  on  the 
queen-mother's  account."  And  returning  to  the  scene  of 
combat,  he  found  Catherine  prowling  like  a  hyena  among 
the  dead.  On  the  command  given  him  by  his  mother  be 
returned  to  his  rooms,  affecting  a  quiet  obedienoe  notwith- 
standing the  tumultuous  ideas  that  agitated  his  mind. 

Catherine,  in  despair  at  the  failure  of  this  new  attempt, 
called  Nancey,  had  the  bodies  removed  and  Maurevel  con- 
veyed to  his  own  house,  and  forbade  them  to  wake  the 
the  king. 
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"  Oh/*  she  murniUTed,  as  she  entered  her  apartments, 
her  head  sinking  on  her  bosom, ''  he  has  again  escaped ; 
the  hand  of  God  protects  him.  He  will  reign ;  he  will 
reign  ! " 

Then,  as  she  opened  her  door,  she  assumed  a  smile. 

''  Oh,  Madame,  what  was  the  matter  1 "  exclaimed  all 
but  Madame  de  Sauve,  who  was  too  frightened  to  ask  any 
questions. 

^'  Oh,  nothing,"  replied  the  queen ;  '*  only  a  noise,  — 
nothing  more." 

"  Oh  1 "  cried  Madame  de  Sauve,  suddenly,  pointing  with 
her  finger.  '*  Your  Majesty  says  it  is  nothing,  and  at  every 
step  leaves  a  track  on  the  carpet  1 " 
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CHAPTER    IV. 

THE  TWO  KINGS. 

Chablbb  IX.  walked  arm  in  ann  with  Henri,  followed  hj 
his  four  gentlemen,  and  preceded  by  two  toicb-beaien. 

'*  When  I  go  out  from  the  Louvre,"  said  the  poor  king, 
"  I  experience  a  pleasure  like  that  I  feel  when  I  enter  a 
fine  forest,  —  I  breathe,  I  live,  I  am  free  1 " 

Henri  smiled.  **  Tour  Majesty  would  be  happy  in  my 
mountains  in  B^am,  then  f "  was  his  reply. 

''  Yes,  and  I  can  understand  how  desirous  you  are  to 
return  there ;  but  if  the  desire  comes  very  strong  upon 
you,  Henriot,**  added  Charles,  laughing,  "  be  careful,  for 
my  mother  Catherine  is  so  very  fond  of  you  that  she  really 
cannot  do  without  you." 

"What  does  your  Majesty  propose  to  do  this  even* 
ing  1 "  said  Henri,  giving  a  new  direction  to  that  danger- 
ous conversation. 

"  I  wish  to  introduce  you  to  some  one,  Henriot ;  you 
will  give  me  your  opinion." 

"  I  am  at  your  Majesty's  orders." 

**  To  the  right !  to  the  right !  we  will  go  to  the  Rue 
des  Barres." 

The  two  kings,  followed  by  their  escort,  had  reached  the 
Hdtel  de  Cond^,  when  they  observed  two  men,  wrapped  in 
long  cloaks,  come  forth  from  a  private  door,  which  one  of 
them  closed  carefully. 

"Oh,  oh!"  said  the  king  to  Henri,  who,  according 
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''Are  70a  the  watch,  to  apprehend  ust"  asked  the 
taller  of  the  two  men,  freeing  his  arm  from  the  folds  of 
his  mantle. 

"Assume  that  we  are  the  watch,"  said  tlie  king; 
'*and  stand  when  you  are  desired."  Then,  wbispering 
to  Henri,  he  added,  *'  Now  yon  will  see  the  Tolcano  spit 
forth  flame&" 

"  There  are  eight  of  yon,"  replied  the  taller  of  the  two 
men,  showing  not  only  his  arm  hut  his  face ;  ''  but  were 
you  a  hundred,  I  hid  you  keep  your  distance." 

"  Ah,  ah  !  the  Due  de  Guise  1 "  said  HenrL 

''  Ah  I  our  cousin  of  Lorraine  I "  said  the  king  ;  *'  it  is 
you,  is  it  1     How  fortunate  1 " 

**  The  king  !  "  exclaimed  the  duke. 

As  to  the  other  personage,  he  wrapped  himself  up  still 
closer  in  his  mantle,  and  remained  motionless,  after  hsTing 
first  uncovered  his  head  respectfully. 

''Sire,"  said  the  Due  de  Guise,  "I  have  just  been 
paying  a  visit  to  my  sister-in-law,  Madame  de  Cond^" 

"  Yes,  and  have  brought  one  of  your  gentlsmen  with 
you.    Who  is  he  1 " 

"  Sire,"  replied  the  duke, ''  your  Majesty  does  not  know 
him." 

*'  Then  we  will  make  his  acquaintance  now,**  said  the 
king;  and  going  towards  him,  he  desired  the  two  men 
to  approach  with  their  torches. 

'*  Pardon,  my  brother ! "  said  the  Due  d'Anjou,  opening 
his  mantle,  and  bowing  with  ill-concealed  vexatioiL 

''  Ah,  ah,  Henri !  What^  is  it  you  9  But  no,  it  cannot 
be  possible ;  I  am  mistaken.  My  brother  of  Aigou  would 
never  have  gone  to  see  any  one  before  coming  to  see  me. 
He  is  not  ignorant  that  for  princes  of  the  blood  there  if 
only  one  entiance  in  Bins,  and  that  is  by  the  gate  of  the 
Louvre." 
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"  Fudon  me,  Sm,"  said  the  Due  d'Anjoo.  **  I  enftraaft 
joar  Majesty  to  foigiTe  this  breach  <d  etiquette.* 

**  Of  coaiae»'*  replied  the  king,  in  a  jeenng  tone ;  "  and 
what  were  yoa  doin^  Brother,  at  the  H6tel  de  Cond^  t  * 

**  Why,"  said  the  Eong  of  Navam!,  with  his  peculiar  air, 
"  what  your  Majesty  alluded  to  bat  just  now ; "  and  in- 
dining  to  the  ear  of  the  king;  he  finished  with  a  bmst  of 
laaghter.     He  laughed  loudly. 

*«  What  18  it»  then! "  asked  the  Due  de  Guise,  with 
hauteur,  for  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  he  behaved  tbij 
ludely  to  the  poor  King  of  Navaire.  ^  Why  should  I 
not  Tisit  mj  sister-in-law ;  does  not  the  Due  d'Alen^n 
Tisit  his  I  '• 

Henri  colored  slightly. 

^  What  sister-in^w  t "  remarked  Chailes ;  ^'  I  do  not 
know  of  any  he  has  but  the  Queen  Elizabeth.** 

^  Your  pardon.  Sire ;  it  was  his  sister,  I  should  haye 
said,  —  Madame  Maigueiite,  whom  we  saw  as  we  came 
hither  half  an  hour  since,  in  her  litter,  accompanied  by 
two  gallants,  one  on  each  side." 

*'  Really  t "  said  Charies ;  **  what  do  you  say  to  that. 
Henri?"  ^ 

"  That  the  Queen  of  Navarre  is  free  to  go  where  she 
pleases ;  but  I  doubt  her  having  left  the  Louvre." 

"  And  I  am  sure  of  it,"  said  the  Due  de  Guise. 

"  And  I  also,"  said  the  Due  d'Anjou ;  "  and  the  litte 
slopped  in  the  Rue  Cloche  Pero^." 

"  Your  sister-in-kw,  then,  —  not  this  one,**  said  Ben  • 
pointing  to  the  Hdtel  de  Cond^,  "  but  the  other  "  and  h 
turned  his  finger  in  the  direction  of  the  Hotel  de  GuisT 
"must  also  be  of  the  party,  for  we  left  them  toRethJ^"^ 
they  are,  as  you  know,  insepeiable."  '  *^^ 

•*!  do  not  undeistand  what  your  Msieatv  ,•«.  i. 
xepUed  the  Due  de  Guise.  «**v««y  nnphefi^t 

VOL.  n.  —  S 
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''Now  to  me,"  obseonred  the  king,  ''nothing  can  be 
more  clear ;  and  that  id  why  there  was  a  gallant  on  each 
side  of  the  litter." 

"  Weill"  said  the  duke,  "  if  there  be  any  scandal  on  the 
part  of  the  queen  and  of  my  sister  in-law,  we  call  on  the 
justice  of  the  king  to  put  an  end  to  it." 

"  £hy  pardieu  I "  said  Henri,  "  let  us  have  done  with 
Mesdames  de  Gond^  and  de  Nevers.  The  king  has  no 
uneasiness  about  his  sister;  I  have  none  for  my  wife." 

"  No,  no,"  interposed  Charles.  "  I  wiU  have  the  afbir 
deared  up ;  but  let  us  manage  it  ourselves.  The  litter, 
you  say,  Cousin,  stopped  in  the  Rue  Cloche  Perc^t" 

«  Yes,  Siie." 

"  You  know  the  spot  I  *' 

«  Yes,  Sire." 

"  Well,  then,  let  us  go  thither ;  and  if  it  be  necesaaiy 
to  bum  down  the  house  to  know  who  is  in  it,  why,  we 
will  do  so." 

It  was  with  these  inclinations,  veiy  discouraging  for 
those  concerned,  that  the  four  principal  princes  of  tba 
Christian  world  proceeded  towards  the  Rue  St.  Antoine. 
When  they  reached  the  Rue  Cloche  Percee,  Charles,  who 
wished  to  confine  the  thing  to  his  &mily,  dismissed  ids 
attendants,  desiring  them  to  be  near  the  Bastille  at  six 
o'clock  in  the  morning  with  two  horses. 

There  were  only  three  houses  in  the  Rue  Cloche  Perc6e ; 
and  therefore  the  seareh  was  less  difficult,  inasmuch  as  at 
two  of  these  there  was  no  refusal  to  open.  At  the  third  it 
was  another  matter ;  it  was  the  house  guarded  by  the  Ger- 
man porter,  and  the  German  porter  was  not  very  tractabla. 
Paris  seemed  destined  to  offer,  that  night  most  memars' 
ble  examples  of  fidelity  on  the  part  of  servants.  M.  da 
Guise  in  vain  threatened  him  in  the  purest  Saxon ;  Henri 
d'Anjou  in  vain  offered  him  a  pume  of  gold;  Chariea 


m  -vmc  Witt  w  -izr  -»  ty  -Bd   nnr  *iiar  *i»  ^vm:  ^uttfwtv 
masl  of  iiii  imstJta. — '^bv 'mnre 'nKxtout  ^^sirentf  ^iWKt  llb')v^ 

t  iit  "ha*  of  WH  "iie  !2iit   dr  i  xatBoi  .onuttduittr}  —  k  >i^^ 


coH-  viii  Hiiniiii   Mt   limit  •doiuiuiiL  3u  ^iiLi*  iLaiiwU'  ,**  %\m«^ 

Wimt  itt-  fnmit  ±iit  ^ley  •leulil  mfi5h«jr  irtujm^.vl^^'iy  m,'^ 

pr.-wHii:  II  "die  smmwr  oEJf  t&tt  Ro]^  Sfc.  Anflv»iw\  *^^>l  iW^v 
in!^**::  xn  ihh-  if  ±ui»  ^Etsnes  «t&  «s^  Aj^t  T^^Wxv^  a\\\\ 
I«i:ci***if  ifi*<L  *iir^  tdijjuHnnii  jwirs  N'fx>jri\  Am)  hI;^^I»vh<  ^ 
viii  Tiiiisics  ii2zimafe  tuie-ilcor  wLi.'h  d<'W  \^|H>h  \vilh  M\v 

a&i  v^::^  a  xiui  err  nhaH  aroused  tho  g^^rtL^KM^  r(\\\\\\  \A-*\y 
Ba  A  iT^flfi  c&k  <jf  being  snrprijiipii)* 

g>««  &a  iiiji  q€  Tbeocritixs  wid  roiHmnnn  w«h  tliUA 
ing;  czil^ir  pr»Cext  tkift   he  also  wnd  OtiM^k,   Nv^^wmm^^ 
wiLiewriei  Htfariette.     Both  oonTOT^nttonii  w«m»  vll.  m»I\ 
mt«TT:rCi»»L     La  Mole  and  Cocommfl  WpW  mu>  mII   M<v 
figbia  iisstantif,  and  opening  the  wimio^va,  wni^  (mi^  M,^ 
the  balconj,  vhen  seeing  four  men  in  ihn  (Iui)imi"«4  \\\\\ 
hegan  to  sbover  down  upon  them  all  tlin  |)rn|)ti>lili.M  (?((l<ih 
vneh,  and  make  a  noise  by  atrikiii^  Min  mImiih  ^vtlU  tnilt 
the  flat  of  their  swords.     Charh^v,  Um  mminI  tMM^i   it  ll«i' 
aasailantHy  received  a  silver  ewer  on  hU  uliniiltlff,  Mo*  hii- 
d*Anjoa  a  basin  containing  a  jolly  of  iimh)n.i«  hm»I  JtiKi 
mon,  and  the  Dnc  de  Oaise  a  kntifirh  itt  vmiIm'M 
Henri  received  nothing ;  he  wnn  qiiiilly  «|iii.mM>'mim.i  Mi 
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porter  whom  M.  de  Guise  bad  tied  to  the  door,  and  vrho 
replied  by  his  eternal  "  loh  Yetstehe  nicht." 

The  women  ably  backed  the  besieged  army  and  handed 
projectiles  to  them,  which  fell  like  haiL 

"  By  the  devil's  death  1 "  cried  Charles,  as  he  received 
on  his  head  a  stool  which  knocked  his  hat  over  hia  eyes 
and  upon  his  nose,  "  if  they  do  not  open  this  moment  1  'U 
hang  them  alL'' 

**  My  brother ! "  said  Margaerite  to  La  Mole^  in  a  low 
voice. 

<*  The  king  !  **  said  he  to  Henriette. 

*'  The  king  1  the  king  1  *'  said  she  to  GooonnaS|  who 
drawing  a  large  chest  to  the  window,  intending  it 
cially  for  the  Due  de  Guise,  whom,  without  knowing  hiniy 
he  had  picked  out  as  his  peculiar  antagonist^  —  '^the  king; 
I  tell  you  ! " 

Coconnas  let  go  the  chest  with  an  air  of  amazementb 
''  The  king  1 "  said  he. 

«  Yes,  the  king  1 " 

'^Then  sound  a  retreat" 

^'Well,  be  it  so.  Marguerite  and  La  Mole  are  off 
already." 

«  Which  way  1 " 

"  Gome  this  way,  I  tell  you !  "  and  taking  him  by  the 
hand,  Henriette  led  Coconnas  by  the  secret  door  which  led 
to  the  adjoining  house,  and  having  dosed  it  after  them 
they  all  four  fled  by  the  way  that  opened  on  the  Rue 
Tizon. 

"  Ah,  ah ! "  said  Charles,  '*  I  think  the  ganiaon 
surrenders." 

They  waited  several  minutes ;  but  no  sound  reached 
them. 

''They  are  preparing  some  trick,"  said  the  Due  de 
Guise. 
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'■More  piobablj  they  have  Teoogniaed  mj  brother^s 
Toice  and  decamped^"  said  the  Dae  d'Anjoo. 

**  At  any  sate  they  will  have  to  come  this  way,"  said 

lefilidd  the  Doc  d'Anjou,  "  unless  the  house  has 

**  Coosiii,'*  said  the  king,  **  take  np  the  stone  again,  and 

the  inner  door  as  yoa  have  the  outer.'' 
The  duke  bunt  the  other  door  in  with  his  foot. 
*«  The  toichee I  the  torches !  "  said  the  king;  and  the 
lackeyB  haying  relighted  them,  came  forward,  and  the 
king,  t*^»g  one^  handed  the  other  to  the  Due  d'Anjoiu 
The  Due  de  Guise  went  fixst^  sword  in  hand;  Henri 
hronght  up  the  rear. 

They  reached  the  first  story,  and  in  the  dining-room 
found  the  relics  of  supper,  with  candelabra  upset,  furniture 
thiown  oirer,  and  all  the  dishes  except  those  of  silrer 
broken  in  pieces.  They  went  into  the  salon,  but  tL«s^ 
found  no  better  dew  to  the  identity  of  the  pereonK  thiia  iu 
the  other  room. 

**  There  must  be  another  way  of  egress,**  ohaerrhd  tbtf 

king. 

**  Most  probahly,"  replied  D'Aujou* 

They  searched  on  all  sides,  but  found  no  door. 

^  Where  is  the  poiter  f  **  inquired  the  kiiig> 

**I  futened  him  to  the  door,**  replit^d  tLe  I>u$  i^^ 


^  Question  him,  Coufdn.** 
**  He  will  not  answer." 

''Bah !     Have  a  little  fixe  of  dry  wood  kiu<l»t^l  4v/«i; 
is  legs,"  said  the  king,  amiling,  ''and  ht^  wiU  M^^i^ui^r 


Henri  locked  out  of  the  window,  aud  <j\jm9r\»^,   *  y^  ^ 
there  no  kmgec** 
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"  Who  hBB  Bet  kim  free  ? "  aaked  the  Dae  de  Guise, 
quickly. 

**  Devil's  death  i "  eaid  the  king,  *'  we  ehall  leam 
nothing  now." 

**hx  faot/'  aaid  Henri,  ^'you  see  plainly.  Sins  that 
nothing  proves  that  my  wife  and  the  Duo  de  Guise's 
sister-in-law  have  been  in  this  house." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Charles.  **  Scripture  teaches  us 
that  there  are  three  things  that  leave  no  teacks  :  the  bird 
in  the  air,  the  fish  in  the  sea,  and  the  woman  —  no,  I  am 
wrong  —  the  man  with  —  " 

''So/'  interrupted  Henri,  ''the  best  thing  we  can  do — " 

"  -^  Is"  said  Charles,  "  for  me  to  foment  my  bruise^ 
D'Anjou  to  wipe  away  the  marks  of  the  orange-jam,  and 
Guise  to  rub  the  grease  from  off  his  rufil" 

They  all  went  away  without  so  much  as  closing  the 
door  after  them.  When  they  reached  the  Rue  St  Antoine 
the  king  said  to  K.  d'Anjou  and  the  Due  de  Guise, 
"  Which  way  are  you  going,  gentlemen  %  " 

"  Sire,  we  are  going  to  Nantouillet's,  who  expects  my 
cousin  of  Lorraine  and  myself  to  supper.  Will  your 
Majesty  deign  to  accompany  us?" 

"  No,  I  thank  you ;  our  way  lies  in  an  opposite  direc- 
tion.   Will  you  have  one  of  my  torch-beareiB  1 " 

"  No,  I  thank  you.  Sire,"  was  D'Aigou's  reply. 

"  Qood  I  He  IB  afraid  I  should  watch  him,"  whispered 
Charles  in  Henri's  ear.  Then,  taking  him  by  the  aim, 
he  said,  "Come,  Henriot,  I  will  find  you  a  supper 
to-night." 

"Then  we  are  not  going  back  to  the  Loovref '*  Henri 
asked. 

"  No,  I  tell  you,  you  threefold  thickhead  !  Come  with 
me  when  I  tell  you ;  come,  come  1 "  And  he  conducted 
Henri  by  the  Eue  Geoffroy  Lasnier. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

MABIB  TOUOHST. 

way  of  the  Eiie  GeoflEroy  Lasnier  and  the  Bae  Gamier 

mut  I'Ean  the  two  kings  came  to  the  Rue  dee  Banes. 

Tliere»  alter  taking  a  few  steps  towards  the  Rue  de  la 

Mortelierie^  they  stopped  hefore  a  small  lone  house  in  the 

middle  of  a  garden,  enclosed  hy  high  walls.     Charles  took 

m  key  from  his  pocket  and  opened  the  door;  and  then 

desiring  Henri  and  the  torch*hearer  to  enter,  he  dosed  the 

door  after  him.    One  small  window  only  was  lighted,  to 

which  Charles  with  a  smile  caUed  Henri's  attention. 

*'  Sire,  I  do  not  understand,"  said  the  latter. 

"  Yon  will  soon  understand,  Henriot.** 

The  King  of  Navarre  looked  at  Charles  with  astonish- 
ment. His  voice,  his  features,  had  an  expression  of  gen- 
tleness 00  inconsistent  with  his  character  that  Henri  could 
haidly  leeognixe  him. 

''Henriot,**  said  the  king  to  him,  '*I  told  you  that 
when  I  go  out  from  the  Louvre  I  go  out  from  hell. 
When  I  enter  here  I  enter  Paradise." 

'■Sire,'*  said  Henri,  ''I  am  glad  that  your  Majesty 
deems  me  worthy  to  make  the  voyage  to  heaven  in  yout 
company." 

^  The  way  is  narrow,"  said  the  king,  ascending  a  small 
stairway ;  "  but  it  is  so  that  nothing  may  be  wanting  to 
the  eomparison." 

^And  who  is  the  angel  that  guards  the  entronee  to 
yoar  Eden,  Siret" 
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^'  Ton  will  see,"  replied  Charles  IX. ;  and  making  a 
sign  to  Henri  to  follow  him  without  noise,  he  pushed 
open  a  first  door,  then  a  second,  and  paused  on  the 
threshold. 

''  Look  ! "  he  said. 

Henri  did  so,  and  remained  with  his  eyes  fixed  on  as 
charming  a  picture  as  he  had  ever  seen.  It  was  a  woman 
of  eighteen  or  nineteen  years  of  age,  reposing  at  the  foot 
of  a  hed,  on  which  was  a  sleeping  infiemt,  whose  two  feet 
she  held  in  her  hands  near  her  lips,  while  her  long  chest- 
nut hair  fell  down  like  waves  of  gold.  It  was  like  a 
picture  hy  Alhano,  representing  the  Virgin  and  the  in- 
fant Jesus. 

''  Oh,  Sire,"  said  the  Eong  of  Navane,  "  who  is  this 
charming  creature  1" 

**  The  angel  of  my  Paradise,  Henriot,  —  the  only  being 
who  loves  me  for  mysell" 

Henri  smiled. 

'*  Yes,"  said  Charles,  "  for  myself ;  for  she  loved  me 
before  she  knew  I  was  the  king." 

"  Well,  and  since — " 

"  Welly  and  since,  said  Charles,  with  a  sigh,  which 
proved  that  this  glittering  royalty  was  sometimes  a  burden 
to  him,  —  **  since  she  has  known  it,  she  still  loves  me. 
Watch ! " 

The  king  approached  her  gently,  and  on  the  lovely 
cheek  of  the  young  woman  impressed  a  kiss  as  light  as 
that  of  the  bee  on  a  lily,  yet  it  awoke  her. 

"  Charles  I "  she  murmured,  opening  her  eyes. 

**  You  see,"  said  the  king,  ''  she  calls  me  Charles ;  the 
queen  says  Sire." 

"  Oh,"  exclaimed  the  young  girl,  '^  you  are  not  alone, 
my  king  1 " 

No,  my  good  Marie,  I  have  brought  you  another  king; 


ti 
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happier  than  myself,  for  he  has  no  crown  ;  more  unhappy 
than  I,  for  he  has  no  Marie  Toachet." 

**  Sire,  it  is,  then,  the  King  of  Navarre  1 " 

''  Himself,  my  child.     Come  here,  Henriot" 

Henri  went  towards  her,  and  Charles  took  his  right 
hand.  "  Look  at  this  hand,  Marie,"  said  he ;  "  it  is  the 
hand  of  a  good  hrother  and  a  loyal  friend.  And  hat  for 
this  hand  —  ** 

"  Well,  Sire  1 " 

"  But  for  this  hand,  this  day,  Marie,  our  hoy  had  heen 
fatherless." 

Marie  uttered  a  cry,  fell  on  her  knees,  seized  Henri's 
hand,  and  kissed  it. 

'^  Well  done,  Marie  !  well  done  ! "  said  Charles. 

"  And  what  have  you  done  to  thank  him,  Sire  1 " 

''I  have  done  the  same  hy  him." 

Henri  looked  at  Charles  with  astonishment. ' 

''You  wiU  know  some  day  what  I  mean,  Henriot; 
meantime,  come  and  look." 

The  king  went  to  the  hed  where  the  child  was  still 
asleep.  "  Eh  !  *'  said  he,  "  if  this  stout  boy  slept  in  the 
Louvre  instead  of  sleeping  in  this  small  house,  he  wotdd 
change  the  aspect  of  things  at  present,  and  perhaps  for 
the  future."* 

**  Sire,"  said  Marie,  ''  without  offence  to  your  Mijeety, 
I  prefer  his  sleeping  here,  —  he  sleeps  better." 

*'  Then  we  will  not  disturb  his  sleep,"  said  the  king. 
''It  is  so  good  to  sleep  without  dreaming.' 


f» 


^  This  natural  child  was  afterwards  the  famooa  Due  d'An- 
goolSme,  who  died  in  1650,  and  had  he  been  legitimate,  would 
have  supplanted  Henri  III.,  Henri  IV.,  LouIb  XHI.,  Louis 
XIV.  What  would  he  have  given  us  instead  T  The  mind  is 
confounded  and  overwhelmed  in  the  obscurities  of  a  problem 
like  that 
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''  Welly  Sirel "  aaid  Mane,  pointing  towards  one  of  the 
doois. 

'*  Yes,  you  Hie  ri^^  Marie ;  let  na  have  supper.'* 

''My  dear  Charles,"  said  Marie,  ''you  will  beg  the 
king  your  brother  to  excuse  me,  will  you  not)" 

"  And  for  what  1 " 

"  Because  I  have  sent  away  our  servants.  Sirey**  Ae 
continued,  addressing  the  King  of  Navarre,  ^you  most 
know  that  Charles  will  be  waited  upon  only  by  zne." 

"  Ventre^saini^-gria  /"  said  Henri,  "  I  can  easily  believe 
it." 

The  two  men  went  into  the  dining-room,  while  the 
mother,  anxious  and  careful,  covered  with  a  warm 
wrapper  the  little  Charles,  who,  thanks  to  his  eound 
sleep  of  infiincy  which  his  £9ither  had  envied,  did  not 
awake.     Then  she  too  went  into  the  diningroom. 

"  Here  are  only  two  covers  1 "  said  the  king. 

"  Allow  me,"  said  Marie, "  to  wait  upon  your  Majesties." 

"  Come,"  said  Charles,  "  see  how  you  bring  miefortane 
to  me,  Henriot" 

"How,  Birel" 

"Don't  you  see?" 

"  Pardoui  Charles,  pardon ! "  said  Marie. 

"  I  forgive  you ;  but  place  yourself  there,  next  to  0% 
between  us  two." 

Marie  brought  a  plate  and  sat  between  the  two  kings, 
serving  both. 

"  Is  it  not  well,  Henriot,"  asked  Charles,  "  to  have  a 
place  in  the  world  in  which  one  can  venture  to  eat  and 
drink  without  the  necessity  of  any  one  tasting  your 
viands  before  you  eat  them  yourself?" 

"  I  believe.  Sire,"  was  Henri's  rejoinder,  "  that  I  ean 
appreciate  that  better  than  any  one." 

"Assure    her,   Henriot,    that    in    order    to   continae 
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thai  bmppj  it  is  better  iat  hn  to  knp  free  of  politics^ 
and  especially  to  airoid  malmig  MqauBtanoB  with  my 

mother." 

"  Queen  Gathorine  doet  indeed  love  your  Majesty  so 
much  tKjfct  she  aiight  eaaily  be  jealoua  of  any  other  love," 
replied  Henri,  finding  in  that  subterfoge  a  way  of  escape 
iram.  the  dangerous  confidence  of  the  king. 

**  Maiie,''  said  the  kin^  "  I  present  to  yon  one  of  the 
moot  shiOTd  and  intelligent  men  I  know.     At  the  court 

and    that  is  saying  a  great  deal — he  has  deceived 

every  one;   I  alone,  perhaps,  have  seen  dearly  into  hia 
mind,  if  not  into  his  heart" 

**  Siie,"  said  Henri,  ^  I  hope  that  in  ezi^geratii^  the 
one  you  have  no  doubt  of  the  other." 

^  I  do  not  exaggeiate  anything,  Heniiot,"  replied  the 
king ;  "  and  some  day  yon  will  be  known."  Then,  turning 
towarda  the  young  woman, "  He  is,  for  one  thing,  a  capital 
master  of  anagrams.  Bid  him  make  one  on  your  name, 
and  I  will  answer  for  it  he  will." 

**  Oh,  what  can  yon  find  in  the  name  of  a  poor  girl  like 
uel  What  pleasing  idea  could  soeh  a  name  as  Marie 
Toochet  sugg^r' 

**  Sire,"  said  Henri,  **  the  anagram  of  that  name  is  too 

;  there  is  no  merit  in  finding  it" 
^  What !  done  already  t "    said  Charles^     "  Tou  see, 

Marie." 

Henri  took  his  tablets  from  the  pocket  of  his  doubleti 
tore  out  a  psge  of  the  psper,  and  beneath  the  namo 
*«  Marie  Touehet,"  he  wrote,  ''Je  charme  tout"('*I 
charm  all "),  and  then  handed  the  leaf  to  the  youug  girl. 

**  Really,"  she  eiclaimed,  "  it  is  impoesibie  I " 

**  What  has  he  foondf  "  inquired  Charles. 

^  Sire,  I  dare  not  repeat  it." 

^Sire,*  said  Henri,  ^  in  the  name  of  Marie  TvuolM 
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there  is  letter  for  letter,  only  changing  the  I  into  J,  wbidi 
is  customaiyy  the  words,  '  Je  channe  tout.'  "* 

"  So  it  does,"  cried  Charles,  **  letter  for  letter !  This 
shall  be  yonr  device,  Marie,  and  never  was  device  better 
merited.  Thanks,  Henriot  1  Marie,  I  will  give  it  to 
yon  written  in  diamonds." 

The  sapper  was  finished  as  it  struck  two  o'clock  bj 
Notre  Dame.  ''  Now,  Marie,"  said  Charles,  ''  in  recom- 
pense for  the  compliment,  give  him  an  armchair  in  which 
he  may  sleep  till  daybreak, — a  long  way  off  from  os, 
though,  for  he  snores  fearfully.  If,  Henriot,  you  wake 
before  me,  rouse  me,  for  we  must  be  at  the  Bastille  by  six 
o'clock.  Good-night ;  make  yourself  as  comfortable  ss 
you  can.  But,"  added  the  king,  placing  his  hand  on 
Henri's  shoulder,  "on  your  life,  Henriot,  on  yonr  life, 
understand,  do  not  leave  this  house  without  me,  espe- 
cially  to  return  to  the  Louvre  ! " 

Henri  had  suspected  too  much  to  disregard  this  caution. 

Charles  IX.  went  to  his  chamber,  and  Henri,  the  hardy 
mountaineer,  settled  down  in  his  armchair,  and  speedily 
justified  the  precaution  his  brother-in-law  had  taken  in 
keeping  him  at  a  distance.  In  the  morning  Charles 
aroused  Henri,  and  as  he  was  dressed,  his  toilet  did  not 
occupy  him  very  long.  The  king  was  happy  and  smiling 
as  he  was  never  seen  to  be  at  the  Louvre.  The  boon 
spent  by  him  in  that  little  house  in  the  Rue  dee  Bams 
were  his  hours  of  happiness. 

They  passed  through  the  bedchamber,  where  the  yoang  ' 
woman  was  sleeping  in  her  bed,  and  the  baby  in  its 
cradle.  They  both  were  smiling  as  they  slept  Charles 
looked  at  tbem  very  tenderly,  and  turning  to  the  King  d 
Navaire,  said  to  him,  "  Henriot,  if  you  should  ever  leun 
what  service  I  have  this  night  rendered  yon,  and  anj 
misfortune  should  happen  to  me,  remember  this  chOd 


Kt  iitt  liasLiit  .  Cun-fft-  la-ij-  -  » —  i  iisn:  i  iL..T:n^, 
an  J  j>iaoec  nma*=i:  a  Ut-  K,^_iL  -iiz:.  ■ —  in-  rsr-is  c: 
the  Ariiijeit,  tiHT"  wen:  itwetj   in-  -^t^— -r'  tmu-Ttiji 

"  We  «if  emu;;.'  Caari*-  t-.-jji!.  ""  V  we-  i:  lik  J  "u, 
d'Aciiro  hat  T^tnntu.  ai-r  cl  acccrhi:  c:  k...ir.Titi  iii 
Cuadt,  or  if — tm  1  eeive;-  saewE; — liter.  *■  n.  Xb 
b«ait  ■•  mucii  >mbui<n-  at  iiv-_' 

Ueim  did  not  uuueiKsuL  lu-.  gipMiicrJt  »  i^iweL 
Cluntw  vriitiont  binukiuc 

WT>«n  tbpT  niiiuiec  ii*  ^i  '■^■-  wum*  tir^  wen  suta- 
tend  by  tbe  }«iuuid<9b.  CiiaT.*  iinrrsec  Bent  t-  «t*»nuat 
tbron^  liii  tiuck  halt  of  tin-  oicmmif  u-  eamt  ata. 
WT^>ped  is  liing  maioiee  anci  w^mur-  im  ca:b.  wui>  vert 
on  boraeback  beside  a  wscoii  ii«ariiy  iiuflu.  At  tticT 
■dnaoed,  tbtse  men  fonried  a.  Itin«,  aud  miauc  liieni.  mi 
boneback  like  tiw  net  and  tulkiuc  wiui  uiem.  anpeiimd 

^'tf^hif   IDU!,  ■^TiTtp   &  l;il]C    bn>W^    tutiti*.   nTiji     fthftjimp 

hia  fbrebad,  a  Freucb  hai. 

**  Ah,  ah  ! '  nid  ChaflcK.  wniHtii;,  *■  I  thciupiit  so." 

"  Eh,  Sire,"  obwrred  Eeari,  '■  I  csnnat  be  misiaken ; 
that  honeman  in  the  brown  raauile  is  tbe  Dot  d'An^-iQ." 

**  Himael^"  Mid  Chadea.  "  Keep  back.  Henhat  1  dont 
lat  tb«m  aee  as." 

"And  vbo  an  the  other  hmo,  and  what  U  in  the 
wgoni" 

*■  The  meo  an  the  Poliah  amhundoia,  and  in  thawi^aB 
ia  a  erowTi  -,  nnrl  now,"  bu  adilcid,  puUiug  hi*  bora-  Ut  a 
pllop, "  <wm«,  Htitiriot,  for  I  fa»Ta  aoaa  all  [  wiabod  lu  ■••." 


\ 
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CHAPTER  VL 

THB  RETUBN  TO  THE  LOUVB& 

When  Catherine  believed  that  all  was  ananged  in  the 
King  of  Nayane's  chamber,  —  that  the  dead   aoldierB 
were  removed,  Maurevel  conveyed  away,  and  the  carpets 
washed,  —  she  dismissed  her  maids,  for  it  was  nearly  mid- 
night.    She  tried  to  sleep ;  but  the  shock  had  been  too 
severe,  the  deception  too  great.     The  detested  Henri  con- 
tinnally  escaped  her  plots,  well-laid  and  deadly  as  they 
were;  he  seemed   protected  by  some  invincible  power, 
which  Catherine  persisted  in  calling  Chance,  althoagh  in 
the  depths  of  her  heart  a  voice  told  her  that  the  real 
name  of  this  power  was  Destiny.     That  idea,   that  the 
ramor  of  this  new  attempt,  spreading  throngh  the  Louvre 
and  beyond  the  Louvre,  would  give  to  Henri  and  the 
Hugaenots  a  greater  confidence  in  the  future  than  ever, 
exasperated  her;    and  at  that  moment,  if  the  chance 
against  which  she  so  unhappily  contended  had  delivered 
to  her  her  enemy,  with  the  little  Florentine  dagger  which 
she  wore  at  her  side  she  would  no  doubt  have  baffled  thst 
&tality  so  favorable  to  the  King  of  Navarre. 

The  hours  of  the  night — those  hours  so  slow  to  him 
who  wakes  and  watches  — sounded  one  after  another,  and 
still  Catherine  could  not  close  her  eyes.  A  world  of  new 
projects  were  unfolded  during  those  hours  of  the  night  in 
her  mind  filled  with  visions.  At  last,  at  the  bresk  of  daj 
she  roee,  dressed  herself  without  assistance,  and  took  her 
way  towards  the  apartments  of  Charles  IX.     The  guardB, 
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vho  TTQie  aeeustomed  to  hm  Tkiting  the  king  at  all  kows 
of  di^  or  nighli  allowed  her  to  paas.  She  erosaad  the 
antftrhBialwr  and  entared  the  annoiy.    There  ahe  found 


**  My  aont"  said  the  qaeen. 

**  Madame,  he  haa  forbidden  that  any  one  should  enter 
bis  chamber  before  eight  o'clock." 

*^  Tbat  ordei;  Nnrae,  is  not  for  me.'' 

**  It  is  for  every  one,  Madame." 

Catherine  smiled. 

**  Yes,  I  know  well^"  continoed  the  nnose, ''  that  no  one 
here  has  any  light  to  obstract  yonr  Mijesty ;  I  beseech 
y<Mi,  then,  to  hear  the  piayer  c^  a  poor  woman»  and  go 
no  fiuiher." 

None,  it  is  neoeasaiy  that  I  shoold  speak  to  my 
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**  Kadame,  I  will  not  open  the  door  exoept  on  the  for- 
mal Older  of  yoor  Mijesty." 

**  Open,  NoEsey  I  command  you." 

The  nuise  at  this  voice,  more  respected  and  more 
dreaded  than  that  of  Charles  himself,  presented  the  key 
to  Catherine ;  but  Catherine  had  no  need  of  it  She  took 
from  her  pocket  a  key  of  her  own,  which  opened  her 
son's  door  in  an  instant. 

The  chamber  was  unoccupied ;  Charles's  bed  was  un- 
disturbed; and  his  greyhound,  Actaeon,  stretched  on  a 
bearskin  at  the  foot  of  the  bed,  rose  and  licked  Cath- 
Seine's  ivory  hands. 

•♦  Ah ! "  said  the  queen,  firowning,  "  he  has  gone  out ;  I 
will  await  him." 

And  she  seated  herself  gloomily  in  the  recess  of  a  win- 
dow which  looked  into  the  principal  court  of  the  Louvre, 
For  two  hours  she  remained  there,  pale  and  immovable 
aa  a  tm^yKlA  statue,  when  at  length  she  saw  a  troop  of 
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cavaliers  enter  the  gate,  at  the  head  of  whom  she  beheld 
Charles  and  Henri  de  Navarre.  Then  she  comprehended 
alL  Charles,  instead  of  debating  with  her  as  to  the  ar- 
rest of  his  brother^in-lawy  had  carried  him  of^  and 
thus  saved  him. 

*<  Blind,    blind,    blind ! "    she    muimored ;    and    she 
waited  where  she  was. 

A  moment  later  steps  resounded  in  the  adjoining  room, 
which  was  the  armory. 

"Now,  Sire,"  said  Henri,  "now  that  we  have  retamed 
to  the  Louvre,  tell  me  why  you  made  me  go  away,  and 
what  is  the  service  you  have  rendered  me  1 " 

"  No,  no,  Henriot,"  replied  Charles,  laughing.  "  You 
will  know  some  day  perhaps ;  meantime  it  is  a  secret 
But  you  may  know  that  in  all  probability  you  will  hare 
cost  me  a  rough  quarrel  with  my  mother." 

In  saying  these  words  Charles  lifted  the  tapestry  and 
found  himself  in  the  presence  of  his  mother.  Behind 
him,  and  looking  over  his  shoulder,  was  the  pale  and 
oneasy  countenance  of  the  B^amais. 

"  Ah  I  you  here,  Madame  1 "  said  Charles  IX.,  firownii^. 

"  Yes,  my  son ;  I  wish  to  speak  with  you." 

"Tomel" 

"  You,  and  alone." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Charles,  turning  towards  his  b^othe^ 
In-law,  ''since  it  cannot  be  avoided,  the  sooner  the 
better." 

"  I  leave  you.  Sire,"  said  HenrL 

"Yes,  yes,  do,"  replied  Charles;  "and  since  yon  are  a 
Catholic,  Heniiot,  go  and  hear  Mass  on  my  behalf;  as  for 
me,  I  shall  stay  and  hear  the  sermon." 

Henri  bowed  and  went  out  Charles  IX.,  anticipating 
the  questions  which  his  mother  would  address  to  him, 
said,  trying  to  turn  the  afiair  into  a  jest,  "Well,  Madame^ 


/  TOL  aT"  rciz-'  I  •  g. .:  -ijbl.st  t.x  in**     '    '»r»<,i, 


kiifc    lagjfiT'V    111'  jnai  ^vu     ?>-*     iss   sut«v   xt    ***      '^^" 

give  UK,  XiiOL.  Tnrnrr,    xi^  fcing   .i^tf^    i    ma^  4  y^sv'; 
ti  wa£  no;  «  ijct.* 

**  y  tii.  T-fc^  «_  »  XTl  vH  «r.    Br  111*    »»r*i    4A.\v  ^i*V  *  '^ 

*•  Slit,  Tot  :zs9i  TT  y-Txr  iwn  iimt  catt»K(  4^>^  ^  ' ,  »nk 

bj  the  MiiOT  jf  I.  ii-fflL — T^n.  M.^cIiiK^t    Wm  ^i\\  ^\n.\K»^ 

mr  bdu* 

••It  k  loD  jfit:  fir  be  s  wu^l  mh!  will  W  mh  IiIh 


jTiaro. 


-Com*!."  Mad  tbe  ki^,  -come,  lol  u«  kiunv  lOI  hIi.'mI. 
it     Wiai  hiTe  tjg  to  coTnplain  of  ngainut  UomiIhI  1  '• 

**  Why,  that  Ik  is  in  a  conspiracy." 

Tei,  of  coQiMy  thai  is  youT  evorliiiiittiH  MiM>H>ni)),  m  i 
but  doesn  t  trerj  one  conspire  mon^  nr  Iom  Im  IIiIn  chnHM 
ing  royal  residence  called  the  Louvre  1 " 

''Bat  he  conspires  more  than  any  cine  mImii  }  Uh  Im  im  n 
dangerous  than  any  one  SQSpectii.*' 

"*  Ton  see^  the  Lorenzino  1 ''  siiid  (lUntlim 

**lAaien/'  said  Catherine,  hor  fn/n  lUiUniihis  ul    M 

mention  of  that  name,  which  Tfu-nlM  tfh^  »fl  \\ '   h     ' 

bloody  catastrophes   in    V\oTi;uUim   )/i-«''^/.       '  ^ 

there  is  a  way  to  prove  to  nm  ihaK  \  nta   tn  ,t  ^ 

"  Well,  how,  Mother  r 
VOL.  n.  — >  4 
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"Ask  Henri  who  was  in  his  chamber  last  night ;  and 
if  he  tells  you,  I  am  ready  to  confess  that  I  was  wrong." 

"  But  suppose  it  was  a  woman,  we  cannot  reqoire  —  ** 

"A  woman  1" 

"  Yes,  a  woman." 

"A  woman  who  killed  two  of  your  gnaids,  and  has 
wounded,  perhaps  mortally,  M.  Maurevel  1 " 

"  Ah,  ah  ! "  said  the  king,  "  this  grows  serious.     There 
has  been  blood  spilled,  then  Y  " 

''  Three  men  were  left  lying  upon  the  floor." 

"  And  he  who  left  them  in  this  condition —  " 

'*  Escaped  safe  and  sound.** 

**  By  Grog  and  Magog ! "  cried  Charles,  *'  he  was  a  gal- 
lant feUow,  and  you  are  rights  Mother ;  I  should  like  to 
know  him." 

"  Well,  I  tell  you  befoiehand  you  will  not  learn  who  it 
is,  at  least  firom  Henri." 

"But  from  you.  Mother.  This  man  did  not  escape 
without  leaving  some  traces,  —  without  some  portion  of 
his  dress  being  remarked  Y" 

''  Nothing  was  observed  but  the  elegant  cheiry-colored 
mantle  which  he  wore.** 

"  Ah,  ah !  a  cherry-colored  mantle  1 "  said  Charles ;  "  1 
know  but  one  at  court  so  remarkable  as  to  arrert 
attention." 

"  Precisely,"  said  Catherine. 

"  Well  1 "  replied  Charles- 

"  Well,"  answered  Catherine,  ''await  me  here,  my  boo, 
while  I  go  to  see  if  my  orders  have  been  executed." 

Catherine  went  out,  leaving  Charles  alone,  who  paced 
up  and  down  thoughtfully,  whistling  a  hunting  air,  with 
one  hand  in  his  doublet,  and  letting  the  other  hang  down 
for  his  dog  to  lick  every  time  he  paused. 

As  to  Henri,  he  had  left  his  brothei^in-law's  apartments 


^::-:2L  M 


f«T  unemj.  mdu  irmiHi  c  raze  •iumr  lac  BSOfc.  A>rtv 
d  TT^  he  hhu  MBBDOe.  la-  BBta.  t=tic-  £i4mB9e  i^  >Mtv* 

■careeiy  hail  h-  pmt  ir  inir  SHrs^  -^^^s.  iss  anr  ^  ih^dow, 
H*r  stoppeL.  «nL  pir  la-  jocljl,  «  i:*  3"**=?'^  ^»ot  ittm<^)i- 
afasij  TccngnrafK.  a  wmiuc.  '^n,   ^ksrc  1JS^  bsxid,  ^hilo  a 

Sire  '.  yam  m  aa^  Aii:.  eozii.  I  ^qk  il  psst  iJana  a)v>u| 
yniu  i)u:  'Bsarm.  hat  jumll  zr^  ^rrsr-^  "^ 

*•  Whr^,  tbd..  nar  oxr'i^eA,   *  jLinnmL  Henn. 
•*Toi:  wiL  JOMW  wirix  tttc  ym.-^  Tour  ApaTin)(»iU4k 
I»i'  not  be  uuflHT  ai.-.:i:  >i:^til  .  I  btve  tako.n  <>Art»  of 
huL  :  **  anL  in*-  TO'izm:  vomaL  desssnded  tb«  $U)ra  mp 
iij,  passmj:  Hcur.  at  i  siit  xukL  met  imn  nocidcnUH)-. 

**  Tntt  ife  vcrr  stmn;*-.^  mid  H«iri  to  himself;  *•  wimt 
cm  hav€  hsm»eiH^  '•    Vmc  iia*  liefiJleii  Orilion  t  ** 

The  qnflsiiOL,  miiamnuEi'ih',  could  not  rtMcli  Mtt<taiiiP 
de  Sauvt.  for  idjuiamt  at  Sanve  i^fts  already  oat  vf  lioni 
iiii:.    At  the  -toT»  of  xbe  staircMe  Heiiri  taw  aik^Mimi 
fibaunw  :  it  w»  ibat  of  a  man, 
^^fiasL  !  ^  BJL  ttik  man. 
** AL,  bL  :  K  tbat  Tou,  Fnn^ist'* 
^I>o  not  msntiaii  my  najne." 
**Whal  hM  ha;pj»eDedt'' 

"Go  hao  TOUT  raoma,  and  tou  will  «<k>  j  thiiii  ^..  .pii 
eilj  into  the  corridor,  look  carefully  alxHil  hihI  Ih  (.•!» 
that  no  one  aeei  you, and  come  to  me.  My  <iiMii  vs  ill  i, 
ajax.'^  And  he  disappeared,  in  hia  turn,  dowu  IU>  mI 
caK,  like  the  ghosta  which  at  the  thcHitii)  nial*  Hit. 
the  flooc 

toy  growi  thicker;  hat  aa  the  aolutU^h  i»  U'  i/i  i-.*ito\ 
my  apaitmentBi  kt  na  go  thither*** 
He  reached  the  door,  and  UvUiuhI  ^   th^ii    ,,.  .  , 


•  •> 
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sound.  Charlotte  had  told  him  to  go  there,  and  it  was  thus 
evident  there  was  nothing  to  fear.  He  entered,  and  cast 
a  glance  around  the  antechamber ;  it  was  unoccupied,  and 
nothing  indicated  that  anything  had  taken  place. 

"It  is  true,  Orthon  is  not  here,"  he  remarked,  and 
went  to  the  inner  chamber.     Here  all  was  explained.     In 
spite  of  the  water  which  had  been  copiously  nsed,  laige 
red  spots  stained  the  floor;  a  piece  of  fumitme  was 
broken ;  the  hangings  of  the  bed  were  hacked  with  sword- 
cuts;  a  Venetian  mirror  was  broken  by  the   blow  of 
a  bullet ;  and  a  blood-stained  hand  had  leaned  a^inst 
the  wall  and  left  against  it  a  terrible  imprint,  announcing 
that  this  chamber  had  been  the  mute  witness  of  a  mor 
tal  struggle.     Henri  gazed  with  haggard  eye  at  all  these 
different  details,  and  passing  his  hand  oyer  his  brow, 
moist  with  perspiration,  he  murmured,  "  Ah  !  now  I  un- 
derstand the  service  which  the  king  has  done  me ;  they 
came  to  assassinate  me,  and  ^  ah  !  — Mouy !  what  have 
they  done  with  Mouy  1    Wretches  I    they  have  murdered 
him!" 

Eager  to  receive  the  information  which  the  Due  d*Alen- 
9on  was  to  give  him,  Henri,  after  giving  once  more  a  so^ 
rowful  glance  to  the  objects  aroimd  him,  hastened  oat 
of  the  chamber,  gained  the  corridor,  and  after  sssuiiLg 
himself  that  he  was  unobserved,  went  quickly  to  the 
duke 's  apartments.  The  duke  awaited  him  in  the  first 
room.  He  eagerly  took  Henri's  hand,  and  placing  his 
finger  on  his  lips,  led  him  to  a  small  room  in  the  tower, 
completely  isolated,  where,  therefore,  they  would  be  nfe 
against  discovery. 

"  Oh,  my  brother,"  he  said,  "  what  a  horrible  night  I" 

"  What  has  happened  1 "  asked  Henri. 

**  They  sought  to  arrest  you.* 

"Mer 
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"  Yes,  you." 

"And  why  1" 

"  I  know  not;  where  were  you?" 

"  The  king  took  me  last  night  away  with  him  into  the 
city." 

"Then  he  was  aware  of  it^"  said  D'Alen^n.  "But 
since  you  were  not  here,  who  was  in  your  rooms)" 

"Was  any  one  there)"  inquired  Henri,  as  if  ignorant 
of  the  fact. 

"  Yes,  a  man.  When  I  heard  the  noise  I  ran  to  bring 
you  succor,  but  it  was  too  late." 

"  Was  the  man  arrested  1 "  inquired  Henri,  anxiously. 

*'  No  ;  he  escaped,  after  having  dangerously  wounded 
Maurevel  and  killed  two  guards." 

"  Ah,  brave  Mouy  I "  cried  Henri. 

"  Was  it,  then,  Mouy  1 "  said  D'Alen9ony  quickly. 

Henri  saw  that  he  had  made  a  blunder.  "  At  least,  I 
presume  so,"  he  replied;  "for  I  had  given  him  an  appoint- 
ment to  arrange  with  him  as  to  your  flight,  and  to  tell 
him  that  I  had  ceded  to  you  all  my  rights  to  the  throne 
of  Navarre." 

"  Then  if  the  affair  is  known,"  said  D'Alengon,  turning 
pale,  "  we  are  lost" 

"  Yes ;  for  Maurevel  wiU  telL" 

"  Maurevel  has  been  wounded  in  the  throat,  and  I  have 
learned  from  the  surgeon  that  he  will  not  speak  a  word 
for  eight  days." 

"  Eight  days  I  that  is  a  longer  time  than  Mouy  requires 
to  reach  a  place  of  safety." 

"  But  it  may  be  some  other,  and  not  M.  de  Mouy." 

"  Do  you  think  so ) "  asked  Henri. 

"  Yes ;  this  person  disappeared  very  swiftly,  and  noth- 
ing was  seen  but  a  cherry-colored  cloak." 

"  Why,  really/'  remarked  Henri,  "  a  cheny-colored  cloak 
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is  a  thiDg  for  a  fop,  not  for  a  soldier;  no  one  woold 
suspect  Mouy  of  appearing  in  a  cherry-colored  cloak." 

''  No ;  and  if  any  one  were  suspected/'  said  D'Alenfon, 
**  it  would  rather  be —  "     He  paused. 

"  M.  de  la  Mole,"  said  Henri. 

"  Certainly ;  since  I,  who  saw  him  myself,  doubted  for 
a  moment.'' 

<<You  doubted?  Well,  then,  it  might  be  M.  de 
la  Mole." 

<<  Does  he  know  nothing  1 "  inquired  D'Alengon. 

"  Nothing  important." 

"Brother,"  said  the  duke,  "now  I  really  believe  it 
was  he." 

"The  devil!"  observed  Henri,  "if  it  be  he,  it  will 
greatly  annoy  the  queen,  who  takes  an  interest  in  him." 

"  An  interest,  say  you  1 "  said  D'Aleu9on,  amazed. 

"Unquestionably.  Do  you  not  remember,  Francois, 
that  it  was  your  sister  who  recommended  him  to  youf" 

"  It  was,  indeed,"  said  the  duke,  gloomily ;  "  and  so, 
being  inclined  to  do  him  a  service,  and  fearing  that  hit 
red  mantle  might  compromise  him,  I  went  up  to  his 
room  and  brought  it  away." 

"  Oh,  oh  ! "  said  Henri ;  "  that  was  doubly  wise.  And 
now  I  would  not  wager,  I  would  swear  that  it  was  he." 

<<  Do  you  mean  that  seriously  1 " 

"  Faith,  yes ;  he  came  to  bring  me  some  message  from 
Marguerite." 

"HI  were  sure  that  you  would  support  me,  I  myself 
would  almost  accuse  him." 

"  If  you  accuse  him,"  replied  Henri,  "  understand, 
Brother,  I  shall  not  contradict  you." 

"  But  the  queen  1 "  said  D'AlenQon. 

"  Ah,  yes  !  the  queen." 

"  We  must  know  what  she  will  do." 
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"  I  will  undertake  that  commission." 

"  Plague  take  it,  Brother !  she  will  be  wrong  to  give  us 
the  lie,  for  here  is  a  brilliant  reputation  for  yalor  ready- 
made  for  that  young  man ;  and  it  will  not  have  cost  him 
much,  for  he  will  have  bought  it  on  credit.  It  is  true, 
indeed,  that  he  may  be  called  on  to  pay  capital  and  in- 
terest at  once." 

''Devil  take  it!  what  would  you  havel"  inquired 
Henri.  ''  In  this  world  we  have  nothing  for  nothing ; " 
and  saluting  D'Alengon,  he  cautiously  looked  out  into  the 
corridor,  and  being  certain  that  no  one  listened  he  glided 
along  and  disappeared  on  the  secret  stairway  that  led  to 
Marguerite's  apartments. 

The  Queen  of  Navarre  was  hardly  more  at  ease  than  her 
husband.  The  expedition  of  the  night,  directed  against 
herself  and  Madame  de  Nevers  by  the  king,  the  Due 
d'Anjou,  the  Due  de  Guise,  and  Henri,  whom  she  had 
recognized,  had  greatly  disturbed  her.  Doubtless  there 
was  no  evidence  that  could  compromise  her;  the  porter 
declared  that  he  had  betrayed  nothing.  But  four  noble- 
men like  those  had  not  gone  out  of  their  way  by  chance, 
or  without  having  a  reason  for  so  doing.  Marguerite, 
then,  had  returned  home  at  break  of  day,  after  spending 
the  remainder  of  the  night  with  the  Duchesse  de  Nevers. 
She  had  gone  to  bed,  but  she  could  not  sleep,  and  trem- 
bled at  every  sound.  In  the  midst  of  these  anxieties  she 
heard  some  one  knocking  at  the  secret  door,  and  ordered 
Gillonue  to  admit  the  visitor. 

Henri  paused  at  the  door.  Nothing  in  him  announced 
the  injured  husband ;  his  habitual  smile  was  on  his  well- 
defined  lips,  and  not  a  muscle  of  his  countenance  betrayed 
the  severe  emotions  he  had  undergone.  He  looked  at 
Marguerite  to  ascertain  if  she  would  allow  him  to  remain 
alone  with  hor^  and  Marguerite  motioned  Gillonne  to  retire. 
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"  Madame,''  said  Henri,  **  I  know  how  deeply  yon  are 
attached  to  your  friends,  and  I  fear  I  bring  yon  nnwel- 
come  tidings." 

"  What  aie  they,  Sire  9 "  asked  Marguerite. 

*'  One  of  our  best-beloved  servitors  is  greatly  com- 
piomiaed  at  this  moment/' 

«  Who  % " 

**  Our  dear  Comte  de  la  Mde." 

"And  howl" 

"  In  consequence  of  the  adventure  of  last  night." 

Maiguerite,  in  spite  of  her  self-command,  could  not  le- 
frain  from  blushing.    "  What  adventure  1 "  she  said. 

"  What ! "  said  Henri ;  "  did  you  not  hear  all  the  noise 
that  was  made  at  the  Louvre  last  night  f 

"  No,  Monsieur." 

"  Then  I  congratulate  you,  Madame,''  said  Henri,  with 
charming  simplicity ;  *'  that  shows  how  well  yon  sleep." 

^'  Well,  what  happened,  then  t " 

**  Why,  our  good  mother  had  ordered  M.  Mauievel  and 
six  of  her  guards  to  arrest  me." 

"  You,  Monsieur;  you  1 " 

"Yes,  me." 

"  And  for  what  reason  9 " 

"  Ah  I  who  can  tell  the  reasons  of  such  a  mind  ss  your 
mothei's  1    I  suspect  them,  but  do  not  know  them." 

"  And  you  were  not  in  your  chamber  Y" 

"No,  by  accident  you  have  guessed  rightly,  Madama 
Last  evening  the  king  invited  me  to  accompany  him. 
But  if  I  was  not  in  my  chamber,  some  other  penon 


was." 


"  And  who  was  that  other  person  t" 
"  It  appears  that  it  waa  the  Comte  de  la  Mole." 
"  The  Comte  de  la  Mole  !"  said  Marguerite,  amaied 
"  Tudieu  I  only  imagine  what  a  stout  fellow  the  Pro* 
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ven^  was,"  continued  Henri.  '^Why,  he  wounded 
Maurevel  and  killed  two  of  the  guards." 

<<  Wounded  M.  Maurevel  and  killed  two  of  the  guards ! 
Impossible  1 " 

**  What^  do  you  doubt  his  courage,  Madame  1 " 

**  No ;  but  I  say  that  M.  de  la  Mole  could  not  be  in 
your  apartments." 

"  Why  not  1 " 

''Because  —  because/'  answered  Marguerite,  greatly 
embarrassed,  —  '*  because  he  was  elsewhere." 

"  Ah,  if  he  can  prove  an  alibi^'*  observed  Henri,  "  that 
is  another  thing.  He  will  say  where  he  was,  and  there 's 
an  end." 

'*  Where  he  was  1 "  said  Marguerite,  quickly. 

<<  Assuredly.  Before  the  day  is  over  he  will  be  ar- 
rested and  questioned.  But  unfortunately,  as  they  have 
proofs  —  ** 

"  Proofs !    What  1 " 

"  Why,  the  man  who  made  this  desperate  defence  wore 
a  red  cloak." 

"  But  is  M.  de  la  Mole  the  only  man  who  wears  a  red 
cloak  1    I  know  another  person  also.'' 

"  So  do  I ;  but  then  see  what  will  happen.  If  it  was 
not  M.  de  la  Mole,  it  was  some  other  man  in  a  red  cloak 
like  him,  and  you  know  who  that  man  is." 

"  Heavens ! " 

''  This  is  the  breaker  ahead  of  us.  You  have  seen  it 
as  I  have,  Madame ;  and  your  emotion  proves  it.  Let 
us,  then,  talk  this  matter  over  like  two  persons  who  speak 
of  a  thing  the  most  coveted  in  the  world,  —  a  throne ;  of 
a  thing  most  precious,  —  life.  Mouy  arrested,  we  are 
lost  I " 

"  Yes ;  I  understand  that." 

''  While  M.  de  la  Mole  can  compromise  nobody,  —  un- 
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less  you  think  him  capable  of  inventitig  some  tale,  as,  for 
example,  that  he  was  with  a  party  of  ladies  —  " 

*'  Monsieur,"  said  Maiguezite, ''  if  you  fear  only  that»  be 
assured ;  he  will  not  say  it.** 

*'  What ! "  said  Henri,   "  will  he  be  silent^  e^en  if 
silence  cost  him  his  life)" 

"  He  will,  Monsieur." 

**  You  are  sure  1 " 

"  I  will  answer  for  him." 

"  Then  aU  is  for  the  best,"  said  Henri,  rising. 

"  Then  you  go,  Monsieur — " 

"  To  endeavor  to  get  us  out  of  the  danger  into  which 
this  devil  of  a  man  in  the  red  doak  has  plunged  us." 

"  Ah,  mon  Dieu  /  tnon  Dieu  /  poor  young  man ! "  ex- 
claimed Maiguerite,  in  a  paroxysm  of  grie(  and  wringing 
her  hands. 

"  Eeally,"  said  Henri,  as  he  retired,  "this  dear  IL  de 
la  Mole  is  a  very  &ithful  and  gentlemanly  servitor  I" 
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INTERROOATORIES. 

Charles  had  entered  smiling  and  jesting  into  his  apart- 
ments, but  after  ten  minutes'  conversation  with  his 
mother,  it  was  she  who  had  recovered  her  good-hamor, 
and  he  who  was  serions  and  thoughtfuL 

<'M.  de  la  Mole  1"  said  Charles,  "M.  de  la  Mole !  we 
must  summon  Henri  and  D'Alen^on,  —  Henri,  because 
this  young  man  is  a  Huguenot ;  D'Alen^n,  because  he  is 
in  his  service." 

''Summon  them  if  you  will,  my  son;  you  will  learn 
nothing.  I  fear  there  exists  a  better  understanding  be- 
tween Henri  and  Fran9ois  than  you  imagine.  If  you 
question  them  you  arouse  their  suspicions.  If  you  wait  a 
few  days ;  if  you  give  the  culprits  time  to  recover  breath ; 
if  you  allow  them  to  believe  that  they  have  escaped  your 
vigilance,  —  then,  bold,  triumphant,  they  will  furnish  you 
an  occasion  for  severity ;  then  we  shall  know  all." 

Charles  walked  up  and  down  rapidly,  biting  his  lips 
and  pressing  his  hand  to  his  heart,  as  if  to  restrain  his 
wrath. 

"  No,  no,''  said  he,  "  I  will  not  wait !  You  don't  know 
what  it  is  to  wait,  attended  as  I  am  by  phantoms.  Be- 
sides, these  fops  are  becoming  more  insolent  every  day. 
Even  last  night  did  not  two  of  them  dare  to  oppose  our 
will)  If  M.  de  la  Mole  is  innocent,  —  good  ;  but  I  shall 
not  be  sorry  to  know  where  M.  de  la  Mole  was  last  night 
when  my  guards  were  assailed  in  the  Louvre,  and  I  was 
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attacked  in  the  Rue  Cloche  Perc^  Let  some  one^  then, 
go  for  the  Due  d'Alen^n,  then  for  Henri.  I  will  interrogate 
them  separately.    As  for  you^  you  can  stay  if  you  please." 

The  Due  d'Alen^n  entered.     His  conversation  with 
Henri  had  prepared  him  for  this  interview ;  he  was  there- 
fore   quite    self-possessed.      His    answers   were    predse. 
Warned  by  his  mother  not  to  leave  his  apartments,  he  was 
ignorant  of  the  events  of  the  night.     Only,   as   those 
apartments  were  in  the  same  corridor  as  the  King  of 
Navarre's  he  had  heard  footsteps,  then  the  sound  of  s 
door  opening,  and  the  report  of  fire-arms;  he  had  ven- 
tured to  open  his  door  slightly,  and  had  seen  a  man  in 
a  red  mantle  escape.     Charles  and  the  queen  looked  at 
each  other. 

"  In  a  red  mantle ) "  said  the  king. 

''  In  a  red  mantle/'  replied  D'Alen9on« 

"And  did  not  this  mantle  suggest  to  you  any  sos- 
picions  as  to  who  the  person  was)** 

D'Alen^n  collected  all  his  presence  of  mind  in  order  to 
lie  more  naturally.  "  I  confess,"  said  he,  **  I  thought  I 
recognized  the  mantle  of  one  of  my  gentlemen." 

"  Which  of  them  1  '^ 

"  M.  de  la  Mole." 

«Why  was  he  not  in  attendance  on  you  as  his  dntj 
required  1 " 

"  I  had  given  him  leave  of  absence." 

"  That  will  do  ;  go." 

The  duke  advanced  towards  the  door. 

"  No ;  this  way/'  said  Charles,  pointing  to  the  door 
which  led  to  his  nurse's  apartments.  He  did  not  wish 
Fran9ois  and  Henri  to  meet.  He  was  ignorant  that  they 
had  already  met  for  a  few  moments,  and  that  those  few 
moments  had  sufficed  to  arrange  their  plans. 

As  D'Alen9on  went  out,   Henri  entered,  on  a  ngnal 
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given  hj  ChaiieL  He  did  Bot  wait  far  Chides  to 
qneation  hinL  "Siie,"  add  be,  *^toii  bs^e  done  well 
to  aend  for  me,  for  I  wm  ommng  to  eoek  yoo,  to  demand 
jastioe." 

Ch&rles  frowned. 

**  Tee,  jttBtioe !  "*  Bud  Henn.  "I  l>egui  hj  thanking 
yoor  Majesty  for  liaTing  taken  me  with  yon  last  night, 
for  I  now  know  that  by  ao  doing  yon  aaTed  my  life ;  bttt 
what   have  I  done  to  deaerve  being  aaBasainated  f 

**  It  was  not  an  nwinimlnitiiin,*  aaid  Catherine ;  **  it  wa« 


''Well!"  rstomed  Hentiy  ''what  crime  hare  I  com- 
mitted that  I  shoold  be  arrested  1  I  am  as  guilty  to-duy 
aa  yesterday.     What  is  my  crime.  Sire?" 

Charles  looked  at  his  mother,  somewhat  embarfaased 
for  an  answer. 

''My  son,"  siid  Catherine,  ''yon  hold  commuuicati^n 
with  suspected  persons." 

"  Well,^  said  Henri,  ''and  these  suspected  pecaoue  cum 
promiae  me,  is  it  not  so^  Madamet" 

"  Yea,  Henri." 

"Name  them,  then;  name  them  to  me  !  (JiinlioiK  lu' 
with  them ! " 

"Indeed,"  said  Charles,  "Henriot  has  tbi-  r»}'><  t"  -'-'^ 
an  explanation.** 

"And  I  demand  one,*'  said  Henri,  who  ww  tn-.  ^'  -*• 
tagc,  and  resolved  to  nse  it,  —  "  I  desman*!  ./u«    1'  '*'    '    ' 
good   brother  Charies,  from  my  gw>d  iij<^tl>t>»  <  .»•  .  i 
Since  my  marriage,  have  I   not   hwu  u  V''' 
Ask  ICaiguerite.     A  good  Catholict      h*^*  •'«' 
A  good  brother  1    Ask  all  those  wh</  i^m*   '« 
jesterday." 

"  It  is  true,  Henriot,**  repli«?4   !*#*   ^  *  '. 
lisy  you  conspire.** 
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"  Against  whom  f  " 

**  Against  me." 

"  Sire,  were  that  true,  I  needed  only  to  have  let  events 
take  theii  course  when  the  boar  was  on  you." 

"  £h)  mcrt  diahle  /  he  is  right,  Mother." 

''  But  who  was  last  night  in  your  apartments  1 " 

''Madame,"  returned  Henri,  "in  a  time  when  so  few 
can  answer  for  themselves,  I  will  not  undertake  to  answer 
for  others.  I  left  my  apartments  at  seven  o'  dock  in  the 
evening,  and  the  king  took  me  away  with  him  at  ten. 
I  was  with  him  all  night.  I  could  not  be  with  him  and 
at  the  same  time  know  what  was  taking  place  in  my 
apartments." 

''But,"  said  Catherine,  "it  is  not  the  less  true  that 
some  one  of  your  followers  killed  two  of  the  king^s 
guards,   and   wounded  M.  MaureveL" 

"  One  of  my  followers  I "  cried  Henri.  **  Name  him, 
then,  Madame;  name  him!" 

"  Every  one  accuses  M.  de  la  Mole." 

"  M.  de  la  Mole  is  not  in  my  service,  but  in  that  of 

the  Due  d'Alen9on,  to  whom  Marguerite  recommended 

him." 

"  But,"  said  Charles,  "  was  it  M.  de  la  Mole  who  was 

there,  Henriot  1 " 

"  How  should  I  know.  Sire  ?  I  do  not  say  yes  or  no. 
M.  de  la  Mole  is  a  very  gallant  gentleman,  devoted  to  the 
Queen  of  Kavarro ;  and  he  often  brings  me  messages  from 
Maiguerite,  to  whom  he  is  very  grateful  for  having  rec- 
ommended him  to  the  Due  d'Alen^n^  or  from  the  duke 
himself.    I  cannot  say  that  it  was  not  M.  de  la  Mole." 

"  It  was  he,"  said  Catherine ;  "  he  was  recognized  by 
his  red  mantle." 

"  Ah,  he  has  a  red  mantle  t "  asked  Henri. 

"  Yes." 
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*'  And  the  man  who  so  maltreated  my  two  guards  and 
M.  Maurevel  —  " 

"  Had  a  red  mantle  1  **  asked  Henri. 

"  Precisely,"  said  Charles. 

"  I  have  nothing  to  say  to  that,"  answered  the  B^r- 
nais.  "  But  it  seems  to  me  that  instead  of  sending  for  me, 
it  was  M.  de  la  Mole  who  should  have  heen  sent  for ;  hut 
there  is  one  thing  I  would  remark." 

"  What  is  that  1 " 

"  If  it  had  heen  myself  who,  seeing  an  order  signed  hy 
my  king,  had  refused  to  ohey  that  order,  I  should  have 
heen  culpahle  and  deserving  of  punishment;  hut  it  was 
not  I,  —  it  was  a  person  unknown,  whom  that  order  did 
not  concern.  They  tried  to  arrest  him  without  authority, 
and  he  defended  himself;  he  had  a  right  to  do  so.'' 

"  Yet  —  "  murmured  Catherine. 

*'  Madame,"  demanded  Henri,  "  was  the  order  to  arrest 
mel" 

"  Yes ;  and  the  king  himself  had  signed  it.'* 

"  But  was  it  in  the  order  to  arrest  any  one  found  in  my 
place  r' 

"  No,"  said  Catherine. 

"  Well,  then,"  continued  Henri,  "  unless  it  can  he 
proved  that  I  am  plotting  against  the  king,  and  that  the 
man  in  my  chamber  is  plotting  with  me,  he  is  innocent. 
Sire,"  continued  he,  turning  to  Charles  IX.,  "  I  do  not 
leave  the  Louvre.  I  am  ready  at  your  Majesty's  orders  to 
retire  to  any  state-prison  you  may  think  fit  to  indicate ;  hut 
in  the  mean  time,  and  until  proof  to  the  contrary,  I  have  a 
right  to  declare  myself  the  loyal  subject  and  brother  of 
your  Majesty."  And  saluting  them  with  an  air  of  dignity 
Charles  had  never  before  seen  in  him,  Henri  withdrew. 

"  Bravo,  Henriot  1 "  cried  Charles. 

"  Bravo  I  because  he  has  beaten  us  t " 
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**  And  why  not  1    When  he  hits  me  in  fencings  don't  X 
bravo  1    Mother,  jon  are  wrong  to  despise  this  yonog 

"  My  son,"  said  Catherine,  seizing  the  king's  hand,  *'  I 
do  not  despise,  I  fear  him." 

''  Well,  yon  'le  wrong.  Henriot  is  my  friend ;  and  as  lie 
said,  if  he  were  really  plotting  against  me,  he  need  oxMly 
have  let  the  boar  alone  yesterday." 

"Yes,"  said  Catherine,  "and  so  have  made  lyAnjon, 
nis  personal  enemy.  King  of  France." 

"Never  mind  what  motive  made  him  save  my  life  ; 
suffice  it,  he  did  save  it,  and,  death  of  all  the  devils  !  I 
will  not  have  him  meddled  with.  As  for  M  de  la  Mole, 
I  will  speak  to  D'Alengon  about  him." 

Catherine  withdrew,  trying  to  fix  definitely  her  wan* 
dering  suspicions.  M.  de  la  Mole  was  of  too  little  conse- 
quence to  satisfy  the  requirements  of  her  plana  On  re- 
entering her  chamber,  she  found  Maiguerite  waiting  for 
her.  "  Ah,  ah  ! "  said  she,  "  it  is  you,  my  daughter ;  I 
sent  for  you  last  night." 

"  I  know  it,  Madame.    I  had  gone  out." 

"  And  this  morning  9 " 

"  This  morning,  Madame,  I  come  to  tell  your  Majesty 
that  you  are  about  to  commit  a  great  injustice." 

"  What  is  it  1" 

"  Tou  are  going  to  arrest  M.  de  la  MoW 

**  Tou  are  mistaken,  my  daughter ;  I  arrest  no  one.  It 
is  the  king  who  arrests,  not  I." 

''  Let  us  not  play  with  words,  Madame,  when  the  cir- 
cumstances are  so  grave.  M.  de  la  Mole  is  to  be  anested, 
is  he  not  V' 

"  It  is  probable." 

'^  Accused  of  having  killed  two  of  the  king's  gnaids, 
and  wounded  M.  Maurevel  last  night,  in  the  King  of 
Navarre's  chamber?" 
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''Well,  w^/'  said  the  queen^mother,  with  an  air  of 
indiffeienoei  "we  shall  find  out  Gro^  my  child;  joixr 
mother  watches  over  your  honor." 

Marguerite  retired. 

''  Ah  !  *'  murmured  Catherine,  **  Henri  and  Maiguerite 
have  an  understanding  together,  —  provided  she  is  aileniy 
he  is  blind.  Ah,  my  children,  you  think  yourselves  strong 
in  your  union,  but  I  will  crush  you.  Besides,  all  must  be 
known  the  day  when  Maurevel  can  write  or  pronounce 
six  letters."  And  hereupon  Catherine  returned  to  the 
royal  apartments,  where  she  found  Charles  in  conference 
with  D'Alen^on. 

•'  You  heie,  Mother  1 "  said  Charles. 

'^  Why  not  say  o^owt,  for  that  was  in  your  thoughts  t " 

<<  I  keep  my  thoughts  to  myself,"  returned  the  king, 
with  that  harsh  tone  he  sometimes  adopted,  even  to  Cath- 
erine.    "  What  have  you  to  say  1  *' 

''That  you  were  right,  Charies;  and  you,  D'Alen^on, 
wrong." 

"  How  1 "  cried  both  together. 

"  It  was  not  La  Mole  who  was  in  the  Bang  of  Navane's 
apartments." 

"  Ah,  ah  (  "  said  Fran9ois,  turning  pale. 

"  And  who  was  it,  then  f "  asked  Charles. 

"We  shall  know  when  Maurevel  is  recovered;  but  kt 
us  speak  of  La  Mole." 

"  What  do  you  want  with  him,  since  he  was  not  with 
the  King  of  Navarre  1" 

"  No,"  said  Catherine,  "  he  was  not  with  the  king,  but 
he  was  with  —  the  queen.'' 

"  With  the  queen ! "  cried  Charles,  bursting  into  a 
troubled  laugh. 

"  With  the  queen ! "  murmured  D'Alen9on,  becoming 
as  pale  as  a  corpse. 
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**  Why,  no,  no ! "  said  Charles,  **  Guise  told  us  he  met 
her  litter." 

**  Just  so/'  said  CSatherine ;  "  she  has  a  house  in  the  city.'' 

''Eue  Cloche  Perc^et"  cried  the  king. 

*'  Oh,  oh  !  that  is  too  much  1 "  said  iyAlen90U|  digging 
his  nails  into  his  flesh.  '^  And  she  recommended  him  to 
me  I" 

**  Ah  !  now  I  think  of  it,"  said  the  king,  suddenly,  "  it 
is  he  who  defended  himself  against  us  last  night,  and  who 
threw  a  dish  on  my  head,  —  the  scoundrel  I  " 

"  Oh,  yes !  "  repeated  FrauQois,  "  the  scoundrel !  " 

^You  are  right,  my  children,"  said  Catherine;  "for 
the  least  indisoreUon  of  this  gentleman  might  occasion 
a  horrible  scandal,  involving  a  daughter  of  France  I  It 
needs  but  a  moment  of  intoxication  — " 

"  Or  of  vanity,"  said  Frau9oi8. 

^  Doubtless,"  returned  Charles ;  ''  but  we  cannot  carry 
the  cause  before  the  judges  until  Henri  consents." 

''  My  son,"  said  Catherine,  significantly,  '^  a  crime  has 
been  committed,  and  there  may  be  scandal.  But  it  is  not 
by  judges  and  executioners  that  crimes  of  this  sort  against 
the  royal  majesty  are  punished.  Were  you  simple  gen- 
tlemen, I  should  need  say  nothing  to  you,  for  you  are  both 
brave ;  but  you  are  princes,  and  cannot  cross  swords  with 
an  inferior  in  rank«  Think,  then,  how  to  avenge  your- 
selves as  princes." 

"  Death  of  all  the  devils  1  you  are  rights  Mother ;  I  will 
think  of  it." 

**  And  I  will  help  you.  Brother,"  cried  Fran9ois. 

"  I  leave  you,"  said  Catherine ;  "  but  I  leave  you  this  to 
represent  me."  As  she  spoke,  she  untied  the  silken  cord 
that  passed  thrice  round  her  waist,  and  of  which  the  two 
tassels  fell  to  her  knees,  and  cast  it  at  the  feet  of  the 
two  princes. 
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"  Ah,"  said  Charles,  "  I  nnderstand." 

«  This  cord  —  "  said  D'Alen9oii. 

"  Is  punishment  and  silence,"  replied  Catherine^  victo- 
rious ;  *'  but,  first,  it  will  be  as  well  to  mention  the  thing 
to  Henri."    And  she  retired. 

^^Pardieu/**  replied  D'Alen^on,  '^a  good  snggestion ; 
and  when  Henri  learns  that  his  wife  betrays  him  — 
So,"  he  added,  turning  to  the  king,  '^you  have  adopted 
the  adyice  of  our  mother)" 

<<  In  all  respects,"  said  Charles,  not  suspecting  that  he 
plunged  a  thousand  daggers  in  IV  Alen^on's  heart  "  That 
will  annoy  Marguerite,  but  it  wiU  please  Henriot." 

Then  calling  an  oificer  of  the  guards  he  ordered  that 
Henri  should  be  summoned;  but  changing  his  mind, 
"  No,"  said  he,  *^  I  will  see  him  myself;  do  you  inform 
D'Anjou  and  Guise.** 

And  leaving  the  room,  he  ascended  the  private  staiicase 
which  led  to  Henri's  chamber. 
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<*  If  your  Majesty  will  explain  yourself,  I  will  aeek  to 
coirect  it^"  said  Henri,  who  saw  by  the  king's  face  that  be 
was  in  an  excellent  humor. 

"  It  is  that  having  good  eyes  you  do  not  use  thenu'' 

"  Bah !  '*  said  Henri  ;  "  am  I,  then,  nearsighted  with- 
out knowing  it?" 

"  Worse  than  that,  Henriot,  worse  than  that,  —  you  are 
hhnd." 

'*  Ah !  that  may  be,"  said  the  B^amais ;  "  but  perhaps 
that  misfortune  comes  to  me  only  when  I  close  my  eyes." 

"  Yes,  very  likely,"  said  Charles ;  **  you  are  indeed  ca- 
pable of  it.     But  now  I  am  going  to  open  your  eyes." 

"  God  said,  '  Let  there  be  light ! '  and  there  was  light. 
Tour  Majesty  is  the  representative  of  God  in  this  world ; 
you  can  do  therefore  on  earth  what  God  does  in  the 
heavens.     I  listen." 

"  When  Guise  told  you  last  night  that  he  saw  your 
wife  pass  with  a  gallant,  you  would  not  believe  it." 

"  Sire,  how  could  I  believe  your  Majesty's  sister  would 
commit  such  an  indiJscretion  1 " 

"When  he  told  you  your  wife  had  gone  to  the  Rue 
Cloche  Perc^e,  you  would  not  believe  that." 

''How  could  I  believe.  Sire,  that  a  daughter  of  Fiance 
would  thus  publicly  risk  her  reputation  1 " 

**  When  we  besieged  the  house,  and  I  received  a  silver 
dish  on  my  shoulder,  D'Anjou  a  plate  of  orange-jam  on 
his  head,  and  Guise  a  haunch  of  venison  in  his  faoe^  did 
you  not  see  two  men  and  two  women ) " 

"I  saw  nothing.  Sire;  your  Majesty  may  remember 
that  I  was  questioning  the  porter." 

"  Eh,  coHxeu//  I  did,  then." 

"Ah,  if  your  Megesty  saw  anything,  that  makes  it 
another  matter." 

"  That  is,  I  saw  two  men  and  two  women.     Well,  I 
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now  know  beyond  a  doubt  that  one  of  ihe  women  was 
Margot,  and  one  of  the  men  La  Mole/* 

"  But,"  said  Henri,  "  if  M.  de  la  Mole  was  in  the  Eue 
Cloche  Peic^e,  he  could  not  be  here." 

"  No,  no,  he  was  not  here ;  but  neyer  mind  that,  we 
shall  know  who  was  here  when  that  blockhead  Maurovel 
can  write  or  speak.  The  question  is  whether  Margot  is 
deceiving  you." 

f'  Bah  1 "  said  Henri,  "don't  trust  to  lying  rumors." 

"  I  said  well  that  you  are  more  than  near-sighted,  that 
you  are  blind  1  Devil's  death  I  won't  you  believe  me  once, 
you  stubborn  fellow?  I  tell  you  that  Maigot  deceives 
you,  and  that  this  evening  we  are  going  to  strangle  the 
object  of  her  affections." 

Henri  started,  and  looked  with  an  air  of  bewilderment 
at  the  king. 

"  You  wont  be  sorry  for  that,  I  know,  Henriot.  Mar- 
got  will  cry  like  a  thousand  Niobes ;  but  I  won't  have  you 
made  a  fool  of.  Let  lyAnjou  deceive  Ck>nd^,  I  do  not 
care, '^ Ck)nd^  is  my  enemy;  but  you  are  my  brother, 
my  friend." 

"But,  Siie  — " 

"  I  will  not  have  you  molested.  You  are  deceived,  as 
may  happen  to  any  one ;  but  you  shall  have  such  a 
reparation  that  to-morrow  every  one  shall  say,  *  Thousand 
names  of  a  devil  I  The  king  loves  his  brother  Henriot, 
for  he  twisted  M.  de  la  Mole's  neck  finely  for  his  sake 
last  night' " 

"Are  you  quite  resolved,  Sire t**  asked  Henri. 

"Resolved,  decided,  determined.  The  fop  will  have 
nothing  to  complain  of;  we  make  an  expedition, — my- 
self, D'Anjou,  D'Alen9on,  and  Guise, — a  king,  two 
sons  of  France,  and  a  sovereign  prince,  without  count- 
ing you.** 
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"  How,  without  counting  me  1 " 
"Of  course  you  will  be  with  us.** 

"  Yes,  you  1    Stab  the  fellow  for  me  in  royal  fushion 
while  we  strangle  him." 

"  Sire,"  said  Henri,  "  your  goodness  overwhelms  me ; 
but  are  you  surel" 

*'  Eh  I  horn  of  the  devil !  it  appears  that  the  feUow 
boasts  of  it.  He  goes  sometimes  to  see  her  at  the  Louvre, 
sometimes  at  the  Rue  Cloche  Pero^  They  make  verses 
together,  —  I  should  like  to  see  that  fop's  verses,  —  pas- 
torals ;  they  talk  of  Bion  and  Moschus,  of  Daphnis  and 
Corydon.     Ah,  bah  I  take  a  dagger  with  you  at  least" 

"Sire,"  said  Henri,  "upon  reflection,  your  Majesty 
will  comprehend  that  I  cannot  take  part  in  this  expedi- 
tion. I  am  too  much  interested  in  it  not  to  have  my 
presence  ascribed  to  a  desire  of  vengeance.  Your  Maj- 
esty punishes  a  man  who  calumniates  your  sister;  and 
Marguerite,  whom  I  maintain  innocent^  is  not  dishonored. 
But  if  I  am  associated  with  it,  my  co-operation  converts 
an  act  of  justice  into  an  act  of  vengeance.  It  is  no  longsr 
an  execution,  it  is  an  assassination ;  and  my  wife  is  no 
longer  calumniated,  she  is  guilty." 

"  MordieUf  Henriot !  you  speak  words  of  gold ;  I  told 
my  mother  just  now  that  you  have  the  intelligence  of  a 
demon.'*  And  Charles  regarded  his  brother-in-law  com- 
placently. Henri  bowed  in  acknowledgment  of  the 
compliment. 

"Nevertheless,"  added  Charles,  "you  will  be  pleased 
to  get  rid  of  that  fop  1 " 

"  Whatever  your  Majesty  may  do  will  be  well  done," 
replied  the  King  of  Navarre. 

"Well,  well,  leave  all  to  me.  It  shall  not  be  the 
worse  executed." 
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'<  I  leare  it  all  in  your  hands,  Sire/'  said  HeniL 

''At  what  time  does  he  nsoaUy  go  to  your  wife's 
apartments  1 " 

"  About  nine  o'clock." 

'^  And  at  what  hour  does  he  leaye  1 " 

'*  Before  I  come,  for  I  never  see  him." 

"  What  time  is  that  1 " 

"  About  eleven." 

"  Good !  come  down  this  evening  at  midnight ;  all 
will  be  over."  And  Charles,  after  shaking  Henri's  hand, 
and  renewing  his  protestations  of  friendship,  left  the 
apartment,  whistling  a  favorite  hunting  air. 

''  Ventre-saiiU^gris  !  "  said  the  B^amais,  following  Charles 
with  his  eyes,  ''  I  wiU  wager  anything  that  the  queen- 
mother  is  at  the  bottom  of  all  this  deviltry.  She  knows 
no  better  than  to  try  to  get  up  a  quarrel  between  my  wife 
and  myself,  —  and  such  a  pretty  scheme  ! "  And  Henri 
laughed  as  he  could  laugh  when  no  one  was  near  to  hear 
him. 

At  seven  o'clock  the  same  evening,  a  young  man  who 
had  just  left  the  bath,  perfumed  and  attired  himself, 
humming  a  gay  air  the  while.  Beside  him  slept,  or 
rather  reclined  on  the  bed,  another  young  man. 

The  one  was  our  friend  La  Mole,  who  had  been  so 
much  an  object  of  interest  through  the  day,  and  still  drew 
to  himself  more  attention  than  he  dreamed  of;  and  the 
other  was  his  companion  Coconnas. 

In  fact,  all  that  storm  had  been  going  on  around  him 
without  his  hearing  the  growling  of  the  thunder,  or  seeing 
the  lightning-flashes.  Returning  home  at  three  o'clock 
in  the  morning,  he  had  stayed  in  bed  till  three  o'clock  in 
the  afternoon,  half  sleeping,  half  dreaming,  building  castles 
on  that  moving  sand  we  call  the  future;  then  he  had 
risen,  spent  an  hour  at  some  fashionable  baths^  had  dined 
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at  Maitre  la  Hmi^ie'Si  and  cm  letomiiig  to  the  Lionney 
had  completed  his  prepazations  for  his  customary  inalt  to 
the  queen. 

''  And   you  say  you    have  dined  1 "    said  CoconTuut, 
yawning. 

"  Faith,  yes ;  and  with  a  good  appetite." 

''  Why  did  n't  you  take  me  with  you,  egotist  f  " 

"  Faith,  you  were  so  sound  asleep  that  I  was  unwilling 
to  wake  you.  But  we  will  have  supper  instead  of  dinner. 
Don't  forget  to  ask  Mattre  la  Huri^  for  that  Anjoa  wine 
which  he  has  lately  received." 

"  Is  it  good  1 " 

"  Try  it ;  I  will  say  no  more." 

**  And  you,  where  are  you  going  I " 

*'  Where  am  I  going  1 "  said  La  Mole,  surprised  that  his 
friend  should  ask  the  question.  *'  I  am  going  to  the 
queen." 

''  Ah,  true  !  I  forgot.     Here  is  your  mantle." 

''  No,  that  is  the  black ;  I  want  the  cheny  one ;  the 
queen  prefers  me  in  that." 

"  Ah,  upon  my  word  1 "  said  Coconnas ;  "  look  for 
yourself.     I  do  not  see  it." 

"  Not  see  it  I "  replied  La  Mole;  "  where  can  it  be,  thent** 

At  this  moment,  when  after  having  turned  everything 
upside  down  La  Mole  was  beginning  to  abuse  the  thieves 
who  dared  even  rob  in  the  Louvre,  the  door  opened,  and 
a  page  of  the  Duo  d'Alen^on  appeared  with  the  mantle  in 
question. 

<<  Ah  1 "  said  La  Mole,  "  here  it  is." 

"  Yes,  Monsieur,  Monseigneur  sent  for  it  to  decide  a 
wager  about  its  color." 

*'  Oh  1 "  said  La  Mole.  '^  I  wanted  it  only  because  I 
was  going  out ;  but  if  his  Highness  wishes  to  keep  it  — " 

"  No,  Monsieur  the  County  it  ib  all  over." 
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'^  At  what  time  shall  you  leave  herl" 

"  Has  Monseigneur  any  orders  for  me  1  * 

''  No,  but  I  shall  have  this  evening." 

"  At  what  hour  1 " 

"  From  nine  to  ten." 

"  I  will  not  &il  to  wait  on  your  Highness.'^ 

"  Well,  I  rely  upon  you." 

La  Mole  bowed,  and  went  on. 

''It  is  very  strange,"  thought  he;  "the  duke  is  p^e 
sometimes  as  a  corpse." 

And  he  knocked  at  the  door.     GiUonne,  who  seemed 
to  be  watching  for  his  arrival,  opened  it,  and  conducted 
him  to  the  queen.     Marguerite  was  occupied  with  some- 
thing that  seemed  to  fatigue  her  greatly  ;  a  paper  coTeied 
with  erasures,  and  a  volume  of  Isocrates  lay  before  her. 
She  signed  to  La  Mole  to  let  her  finish  the  sentence,  and 
then  casting  aside  her  pen,  invited  him  to  sit  by  her. 

La  Mole  had  never  seemed  so  handsome  and  so  gay. 
''  Greek  ! "  cried  he,  glancing  at  the  volume ;  ''  Isocrates ! 
what  are  you  doing )  Ah,  and  on  this  paper  Latin,  — 
'  Ad  Sarmatiffi  legates  reginae  Maigaritas  concio,'  —  you 
are  going  to  harangue  these  barbarians  in  Latin,  then  f  ^ 

"  I  must^  since  they  do  not  understand  French." 

"  But  how  can  you  compose  the  answer  without  having 
the  address  %  " 

*'  A  person  more  cunning  than  I  might  make  you  be- 
lieve in  an  improvisation ;  but  for  you,  my  Hyadnthe, 
I  have  no  such  trickery ;  they  have  given  me  the  address 
in  advance,  and  I  respond  to  it." 

*'  Are  these  ambassadors,  then,  about  to  arrive  1" 

**  Better  still,  they  arrived  this  morning." 

"  But  no  one  knows  it  1 " 

''  They  have  come  incognito.  Their  formal  entrance  is 
appointed  for  day  afber  to-morrow,  I  believe.     Aa  for  the 
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rest,  yoa  will  see/'  said  Marguerite^  with  a  slight  air  of 
pedantry,  "that  what  I  have  written  is  Ciceronian 
enoagh ;  bat  let  us  drop  these  Yanities,  Let  us  talk  of 
what  has  happened  to  you." 

"Tomel" 

"  Yes." 

**  What  has  happened  to  me  1  '^ 

'*  Ay,  what  has  happened  to  you  1  you  look  pale.'* 

*'  I  confess  it,  but  it  is  from  too  much  sleep.*' 

**  Come,  come,  do  not  boast,  I  know  all." 

**  Tell  me  what  you  mean,  my  pearl,  for  I  know  nothing." 

''Come,  answer  me  frankly.     What  has  the  queen- 
mother  asked  of  youl" 

''  The  queen-mother,  of  me  1    Had  she,  then,  something 
to  say  to  me  1 " 

''  What !  have  you  not  seen  her  1 " 

"  No." 

"And  King  Charles r' 

"No." 

"And  the  King  of  Navane  1 '' 

"  No." 

"  But  the  Due  d'Alen^on,  you  have  seen  him  1 " 

"  Yes,  just  now.     I  met  him  in  the  corridor." 

"  What  did  he  say  to  you  1 " 

"That  he  had  some  orders  to  give  me,  between  nine 
and  ten  o'clock  this  evening." 

"Nothing  else  1" 

"  Nothing." 

"  It  is  strange  ! " 

''  But  tell  me,  what  is  stiange  1  ** 

"  That  you  have  heard  nothing." 

"  What^  then,  has  happened  1 " 

"  It  has  happened,  unhappy  man,  that  all  this  day  you 
have  been  suspended  over  an  abyss." 
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"IT' 

"  Yea,  you." 

"HowBol- 

"  IdBten ;  Mony,  Burprised  last  night  in  the  apaztmenti 
of  the  King  of  NaTane,  whom  they  wished  to  anest, 
killed  three  men,  and  escaped  without  heing  recognized, 
except  hy  the  red  mantle  he  wore." 

'•  WeU  1 " 

''  This  red  mantle,  which  once  deceived  me,  has  deceiyed 
others  also.  You  are  suspected  of  this  triple  murder. 
This  morning  you  would  have  been  arrested,  tried,— iHio 
knows  1 — condemned  perhaps;  for  to  save  yourself  yoa 
would  not  have  told  where  you  were,  would  youl" 

^'Told  where  I  wasf  cried  La  Mole;  ^compromise 
you,  —  you,  my  beautiful  queen  1  Oh,  never,  never  I  I 
would  have  died  joyf^iUy  to  spare  your  glorious  eyes  but 
one  tear." 

**  Alas,  my  poor  friend  ! "  replied  the  queen^  **  my  glo- 
rious eyes  would  have  wept  many,  many  tears  I " 

**  But  how  was  this  storm  appeased  t  "* 

"  Guess." 

"  I  cannot." 

**  There  was  but  one  way  of  proving  that  joa  were  not 
in  the  king^s  chamber." 

**Andthat  was  — " 

"  To  say  where  you  were.** 

"  Well ! " 

"  And  I  said  it." 

"  To  whom  1 " 

*'  To  my  mother.** 

**  And  Queen  Catherine  —  " 

"  Knows  that  you  are  my  lover." 

"  Oh,  Madame,  after  having  done  so  much  for  me^  my 
life  belongs  to  you !  " 
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**l  hope  80,  for  I  have  snatched  it  from  those  who 
'wished  to  take  it;  bat  now  you  are  saved.^ 

''Saved  by  you!*'  cried  tiie  yoang  man;  ^by  you 
whom  I  adore — '* 

At  this  moment  a  sharp  noise  made  them  both  start 
La  Mole  recoiled  in  undefined  tenor,  and  Marguerite, 
uttering  a  cry,  fixed  her  eyes  on  a  broken  pane  in  the 
window.  By  this  pane  a  stone  of  the  sice  of  an  egg 
had  entered,  and  lay  on  the  floor. 

La  Mole  saw  the  broken  window,  and  comprehending 
the  cause  of  the  noise,  "  Who  has  dared  to  do  this  1 " 
he  cried,  and  darted  towards  the  window. 

*'Stay,"  said  Marguerite;  ''it  seems  to  me  something 
is  fastened  to  the  stone." 

**  It  looks  like  a  letter,**  replied  La  Mole. 

Marguerite  eagerly  caught  up  the  stone,  round  which 
was  wound  a  slip  of  paper.  The  paper  was  fastened  to 
a  thread  which  passed  out  of  the  window.  Marguerite 
opened  and  read  it 

''Oh,  Heaven  I"  cried  she,  holding  out  the  paper, 
«U  Mole!" 

He  looked  and  read  :«— 

'*  M.  de  la  Mole  is  waited  for  by  long  swords  in  the  corridor 
leading  to  M.  d'Alen^n's  apartments ;  perhaps  he  would  pre- 
fer leaving  the  Louvre  by  this  window,  and  joining  M.  de 
Mouy  at  Mantes.* 

"Bui,"  said  La  Mole,  "are  these  swords  longer  than 
minel** 

"  No,  but  there  are  perhaps  ten  against  one." 

^And  who  is  the  friend  who  sends  us  this  letter)" 
asked  La  Mole. 

Marguerite  looked  at  it  attentively. 

*'  The  writing  of  the  King  of  Navarre,"  said  she.  "  If 
he  warns  us,  the  danger  is  real ;  fly,  then,  fly ! " 


»! 
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"How?" 

"  Does  it  not  mention  the  window  1" 

"  Command,  and  I  will  leap  fiK)m  the  window,  'ireiB  it 
twenty  times  as  high  1 " 

"Stay,"  said  Marguerite,   '^it  seems  to  me  that    this 
string  supports  a  weight." 

"  Let  us  see." 

And  both,  drawing  towards  them  the  string,  saw  with 
unspeakable  joy  the  end  of  a  ladder  of  silk. 

**  Ah,  you  are  saved  1 "  said  Marguerite. 

"  It  is  a  miracle  of  Heaven ! " 

"  Ko,  it  is  a  gift  of  the  King  of  Navarro.** 

"What  if  it  were  a  snaro  laid  for  me/'  said  La  Mole; 
"what  if  this  ladder  were  to  break  beneath  me!  Have 
you  not  to-day  avowed  your  love  for  me,  Maigueritet^ 

Marguerite,  to  whose  cheeks  joy  had  restored  the  color, 
became  deadly  pale.  "  You  are  right,**  said  she ;  **  it  is 
possible."    And  she  darted  towards  the  door. 

"  Where  are  you  going?"  cried  La  Mole. 

"  To  assure  myself  that  you  are  really  waited  for  in  the 
corridor." 

"  Never,  lest  their  vengeance  fall  on  yon  I " 

"What  can  they  do  to  me?  A  queen  and  a  womsB, 
I  am  doubly  inviolable." 

The  queen  said  this  with  so  much  dignity  that  La  Mole 
felt  that  she  ran  no  risk,  and  that  it  was  best  to  let  her 
do  as  she  wished.  Marguerite  intrusted  La  Mole  to 
Gillonne,  leaving  it  to  her  sagacity  to  decide  accord- 
ing to  circumstances  whether  he  should  fly  or  await  her 
return.  She  advanced  into  the  corridor  that  led  to  the 
library  and  a  suite  of  reception-rooms,  which  opened  into 
the  king's  and  queen-mother*s  apartments  and  to  the 
private  staircase  leading  to  D'Alen^on's  apartments.  Al- 
though it  was  hardly  nine  o*clock,  all  the  lights  wera 
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extingoishedy  and  except  for  a  slight  glimmer  at  the  end, 
the  corridor  was  quite  dark.  The  queen  advanced  with 
a  firm  step ;  hut  arrived  halfway,  she  heard  a  sound  of 
voices  whispering,  to  which  the  effort  of  suppression  gave 
a  mysterious  and  hollow  sound.  But  all  noise  soon  ceased, 
as  if  at  the  command  of  a  superior,  and  the  light,  feehle 
as  it  was,  seemed  to  diminish.  Marguerite  advanced,  go- 
ing straight  to  the  danger  which,  if  it  existed,  awaited 
her ;  she  seemed  calm,  hut  in  reality  the  clinching  of  her 
hands  showed  violent  nervous  agitation.  As  she  ap- 
proached the  lights,  the  sUence  seemed  to  grow  more 
intense,  and  a  shadow  like  a  hand  ohscured  the  flickering 
ray.  Suddenly  a  man  sprang  forward,  uncovered  a  taper, 
and  exclaimed,  "  Here  he  is  ! " 

Maiguerite  found  herself  face  to  face  with  her  hrother 
Charles.  Behind  him  stood  D'Alengon,  a  cord  of  silk  in 
his  hand.  At  the  hack  two  shadows  were  visihle,  with 
swords  in  their  hands.  Maiguerite  saw  all  this  at  a 
glance,  and  replied,  smUingly,  '*  You  mean,  here  she  is." 

Charles  recoiled ;  the  rest  stood  motionlesa  **  You  here, 
Margot  t    Where  are  you  going  at  this  hour  ?  "  said  he. 

''  At  this  hour  Y  "  said  Marguerite,  "  is  it,  then^  so  late  ? " 

"  I  ask  you  whdre  are  you  going  Y  " 

"  To  get  one  of  the  volumes  of  Cicero,  which  I  think 
I  left  in  our  mother's  apartments." 

"  Without  a  light  r' 

"  I  thought  the  corridor  was  lighted." 

"And  you  come  from  your  own  apartments?" 

"  Yes." 

"What  are  you  doing,  then,  this  evening  1" 

"  Preparing  my  speech  for  the  Polish  amhassadors.  Is 
there  not  to  he  a  council  to-morrow ;  and  is  it  not  under- 
stood that  every  one  will  suhmit  his  address  to  your 
Majesty  1 " 

VOL.  IL  —  6 
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"  Is  any  one  helping  you  % " 

Maigaerite  made  a  violent  efifoit  "  M.  de  la  Mole," 
replied  she.    "He  is  veiy  learned." 

«  So  much  so,'*  said  D'Alen9on9  "  that  I  requested  him 
when  be  should  have  finished  with  you  to  oome  and  help 
me,  who  am  not  so  clever  as  you  are.*' 

"  You  are  waiting  for  bimt " 

"  Yes,"  returned  D'Alen^n,  impatiently. 

<' Then/' said  Marguerite,  '^I  will  send  him  to  yoo. 
Brother,  —  for  we  have  finished." 

''And  your  bookl"  said  Charles, 

''GiUonne  can  fetch  it." 

The  two  brothers  interchanged  a  sign. 

''Go,  then,"  said  Charles.  "We  will  continue  our 
round." 

"  Your  round  ? "  asked  Maxguerite.  ^'  Whom  are  yoa 
looking  for,  then  3 " 

"  The  little  red  man,"  returned  Charles ;  ^'  do  you  not 
know  he  is  said  to  haunt  the  Louvre  f  D'Alen^on  says  be 
has  seen  him ;  and  we  are  in  search  of  him." 

** Success  to  your  chase  1 "  said  Marguerite;  and  she  with- 
drew, casting  a  look  behind.  She  saw  upoa  the  wall  of 
the  corridor  the  four  shadows  reunited  as  if  for  conference. 
In  a  second  she  was  at  her  door.  "Open,  Gillonne!" 
cried  she. 

Gillonne  obeyed.  Marguerite  sprang  into  the  apartment, 
and  found  La  Mole  resolute  and  calm,  his  sword  drawn. 

"  Fly  I  "  said  the  queen ;  "  fly  instantly  I  There  \a  no 
time  to  be  lost  I  They  await  you  in  the  corridor  to 
murder  you." 

"  You  command  it  ? "  said  Ia  Mole. 

"  I  wish  it.  We  must  separate  now,  that  we  may  meet 
again." 

During  her  absence  Ia  Mole  had  attached  the  ladder, 
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CHAPTER    IX. 

THE  ATRIDES. 

SiNOB  his  retam  to  PariSy  Henri  d'A^joa  had  not  had  a 
confidential  interview  with  his  mother  Catherine,  of  whom, 
as  everyhody  knows,  he  was  the  favorite  son.  That  inter- 
view woold  not  he  to  him  an  empty  suhservienoe  to  eti- 
quettOy  nor  a  ceremonial  disagreeahle  to  perform,  hat  the 
fulfilment  of  a  duty  very  pleasant  to  that  son,  who,  if 
he  did  not  love  his  mother,  was  sure,  at  leasti  of  being 
tenderly  loved  hy  her. 

In  fact  Catherine  really  preferred  this  son,  either  for  his 
courage  or  for  his  beauty,  —  for  there  was  in  Catherine 
something  of  the  woman  as  well  as  mother,  —  or  in 
short,  because,  according  to  certain  chronicles  of  scandal, 
Henri  d'Anjou  recalled  to  the  Florentine  a  happy  period 
of  secret  amours. 

She  alone  knew  of  his  return  to  Paris,  of  which  Charles 
IX.  would  have  remained  ignorant  if  chance  had  not  con- 
ducted him  to  the  H6tel  de  Cond^  at  the  moment  when 
his  brother  was  leaving  it.  Charles  had  not  expected  him 
until  the  next  day,  and  Henri  d'Aigou  had  hoped  to  con- 
ceal from  him  the  two  motives  which  had  hastened  his 
arrival  by  a  day ;  namely,  his  visit  to  the  lovely  Marie 
de  Cleves,  Prinoesse  de  Conde,  and  his  conference  with 
the  Polish  ambassadors. 

When  the  Due  d'Anjou,  so  long  expected,  entered  his 
mother's  apartments,  Catherine,  usually  so  cold  and  un- 
moved, and  who,  since  the  departure  of  her  son,  had 
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«in.~]iaced  no  one  with  waaolL  tmtqpt  CoUgnj,  vlio  wu 
E  j  '.3tt  manieieti  next  day,  apwd  ha  anuo  to  tha  o)iil<l  iif 
J:>^r  luva,  mil  riTTMiil  him  tn  fm  hnmsk  with  ui  (iirimlofi 

.:!'   rnnrjpial   jlfbeUuiI  HHtnuiiiiling   tO    fiint    in    thkt  Witlinfful 

-^  Ail.  MaiiamB,"  aid  he.  '^anm  HeaTon  givM  DM  th" 
■wrifffeitjiiii  d£  amhiHftinif  my  motfaec  witboal  wilntwa,  (iriiy 
:<:ntwii»  :ii«  mun  wreUduMl  mttA  in  tba  world." 

"^  Eh.  MOM  Dim.'  mj  daar  child,"  otiMl  Cftthnrlrm, 
-  whoc  ham  happenad  ta  joa  1 " 

**  yjuiiiu^  dias  ;faii  do  ao(  know.  Mother.  1  itnt  In 
I>iv«.  I  am  beLuved  ;  bat  this  very  love,  whifh  Wfmkl 
f.'cai  :Jie  blin  of  anj  othftr,  caoses  loj  miMry." 

**  Explain  voarMi^  mj  sun,"  said  Catherinn. 

"  Ah.  Mocbuc.  Gheae  ambasaadora,  this  deport. urn." 

•^  Tia."  aaui  Cuh^riiie^  "  the  unbasaadora  tutv*  arrival  ; 
the  ieparmze  ia  ni;^  at  hand." 

"  Ic  needs  not  be  nigh  at  band,  bnt  my  hfUift  •if/ro 
n  :  he  hates  me.  I  am  in  bia  waj,  and  h*  KialiM  I/.  \^ 
r.-i  of  me." 

C.ich-'riiie  BDiIetL  " B j  giving  jnn  a  thrrmn)  l',„ 
Li:pT  cmwned  head!' 

"Oh.  I  do  not  want  it,  Mother  I  "  Ttn>[i'v\  (("nr!.  ,r, 
apnj;  "  I  do  not  wish  to  go.  f,  a  wm  nf  Kniunn,  l.f.'f/l.* 
op  in  th«  re&nement  of  poliuheil  mann'n-a,  ^mm.!'.  m  *■.,. 
dit  mother,  beloved  by  one  or  the  mrmt  /•Uitn<ii,.i(  *  . 
men  on  earth,  —  must  I  go,  then,  to  th'<M  ari'.w*  ii  >i... 

bnheat  exbemity  of  the  earth,  to  die  i,j  i,„-u.~a  n ./ 

(»aiae,  toogh  people,  who  are  intnti<^At.r<(|  tr-tui  t—.r,.,.  i 
till  ni^ht,  and  gange  the  capacitin*  tA  thxir  \t>i\v.  **  u-  f 
do  those  of  a  cask,  by  the  quantity  be  f-Ati  li',l<n  \i-.,  <■■• 
mr  mother,  I  will  not  go  ;  I  will  din  flrxt  |  " 

•*  Cooiage,  Henri,"  aaid  Cathnrin*.,  prfw-n.K  l,,4  i,.,,  .. 
between  bar  own,  "  kt  na  inquire  inf.  tlm  tmi  *"■•'».  ' 
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Henri  lowered  his  eyes,  as  if  be  dared  not  let  his  mother 
read  what  was  in  his  heart 

"  Is  there  no  other  reason,"  she  asked,  **  leas  romantic, 
more  reasonahle,  more  puhlic  1 " 

'*  Mother,  it  is  not  my  fault  if  this  idea  dwells  in  my 
mind,  and  perchance  retains  a  place  it  should  not  hold ; 
but  have  you  not  said  yourself  that  the  hoiosGope  of  mj 
brother  Charles  prophesies  that  he  will  die  young  1" 

'^  Yes,"  replied  Catherine ;  **  but  a  horoscope  may  he, 
my  son.  I  myself  at  this  moment  hope  that  all  horo- 
scopes are  not  trua" 

**But  did  not  his  horoscope  declare  this  9" 

"  His  horoscope  spoke  of  a  quarter  of  a  century,  hut  did 
not  say  if  it  were  for  his  life  or  for  his  reign." 

«  Well,  then,  dear  mother,  contrive  that  I  remain  ;  my 
brother  is  nearly  fomMind-twenty,  and  another  year  most 
decide." 

Catherine  pondered  deeply.  '*  Yes,  assuredly,*'  she  said, 
"  it  would  be  better  if  it  could  be  so  arranged.'* 

"  Oh,  judge  then,  my  mother,"  cried  Henri,  "  what  de- 
spair for  me,  if  J  were  to  exchange  the  crown  of  France 
for  the  crown  of  Poland !  —  to  be  tormented  there  with 
the  idea  that  I  might  reign  at  the  Louvre  in  the  midst 
of  this  lettered  and  elegant  court,  near  the  best  mother 
in  the  world,  whose  counsels  would  save  me  one  half  of 
my  fatigue  and  labors,  who,  accustomed  to  bear  with  mj 
father  a  portion  of  the  burden  of  the  State,  would  kindlj 
bear  it  also  with  me.  Ah,  my  mother,  I  should  have  been 
a  great  king !  " 

"Come,  come,  my  dearest  child,*'  said  Catherine^  to 
whom  this  prospect  had  always  been  a  very  sweet  hope, 
«  come,  do  not  despair.  Have  you  thought  of  any  way  hj 
which  this  could  be  armnged  1 " 

"  Yes,  assuredly ;  and  that  is  the  principal  reason  why  I 
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returned  two  or  three  dajB  before  I  was  expected,  making 
my  brother  Charles  believe  that  it  was  for  Madame 
de  Cond^ ;  then  I  have  formed  an  acquaintance  with 
Lasco,  the  principal  envoy,  doing  all  that  I  could  to 
make  myself  unpopular  and  disliked,  and  I  hope  I  have 
succeeded/' 

''  Ah,  my  dear  son/'  said  Catherine,  "  that  is  bad  ;  we 
must  always  put  the  interest  of  France  before  your  petty 
dislikes." 

"Mother,  does  the  interest  of  France  require,  in  case 
of  any  misfortune  happening  to  my  brother  Charles,  that 
D'Alengon  or  the  King  of  Navarre  should  ascend  the 
throne  1 " 

''Oh,  the  King  of  Navarre  1  Never!  never!"  murmured 
Catherine. 

/'  Upon  my  word  I "  continued  Henri,  **  my  brother 
D'Alen^n  is  no  better,  and  does  not  love  you  more." 

"  Well,"  asked  Catherine,  "  and  what  said  Lasco  %  " 

«  Lasco  hesitated  when  I  pressed  him  to  seek  an  au- 
dience. Oh,  if  he  would  write  to  Poland,  and  annul  the 
election ! " 

"  Folly,  my  son ;  very  madness  1  What  a  Diet  has 
consecrated  is  sacied." 

"  But  then,  Mother,  could  not  these  Poles  be  induced 
to  accept  my  brother  in  my  stead)" 

''  This  is  difficult,  if  not  impossible." 

"  Never  mind ;  try.  Speak  to  the  king.  Mother ;  as- 
cribe all  to  my  love  for  Madame  de  Cond^ ;  say  I  am  mad, 
crazy  about  her.  He  saw  me,  besides,  leave  the  hotel  of 
the  prince  with  Guise,  who  does  me  every  service  in  that 
quarter." 

"  Yes,  in  order  to  make  his  league ;  you  do  not  per- 
ceive   this,  but  I  do." 

"  Yes,  Mother,  yes ;  but  in  the  mean  time  I  make  use 
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of  him.     Should  we  not  be  glad  when  a  man  aeapves  us 
while  serving  himself?" 

<<And  what  said  the  king  when  he  met  yoat" 

"  He  seemed  to  believe  what  I  told  him,  which  was 
that  love  only  had  brought  me  back  to  Paris." 

"  But  has  he  not  asked  you  for  any  account  of  the  rest 
of  the  night  1 " 

'*Yes,  Mother;  but  I  went  to  sup  at  Nantouillet'd, 
where  I  made  a  great  riot,  so  that  the  king  might  hear 
of  it,  and  have  no  suspicion  as  to  where  I  was." 

'*  Then  he  knows  nothing  of  your  visit  to  Lasoo  t  * 

"  Nothing." 

**  So  much  the  better.  I  will  try,  then,  to  speak  for 
you,  my  poor  boy ;  but  you  know  the  intractable  dis- 
position of  him  with  whom  I  have  to  deal" 

"  Charles  will  not  allow  me  to  remain.  He  detests  me." 

"  He  is  jealous  of  you,  my  beautiful  hero  !    Why  are 
you  so  brave  and  fortunate)    Why,  at  scarcely  twenty 
years  of  age,  have  you  gained  battles  like  Alexander 
and  Csesar  1    But  do  not  open  your  heart  to  every  ozte. 
Pretend  to  be  resigned,  and  pay  your  court  to  the  king. 
To-day,  even,  there  is  to  be  a  private  council  for  reading 
and  discussing  the  addresses  to  be  delivered  at  the  cere- 
mony.    Act  the  King  of  Poland  and  leave  all  the  rest  to 
me.    By  the  way,  how  succeeded  your  expedition  of  last 
night  1 " 

'*  It  failed,  Mother.  The  gay  gallant  was  wamed|  and 
escaped  by  the  window." 

**  Some  day,"  said  Catherine,  "  I  shall  learn  who  is  the 
bad  genius  who  thus  counteracts  all  my  projects.  In  the 
mean  while,  I  have  my  suspicion.   Malediction  he  on  him  T 

"  Then,  Mother  —  "  said  the  Due  d'Anjou. 

"  Leave  me  to  manage  all ; ''  and  she  kissed  Henri  ten- 
derly on  the  eyes  and  pushed  him  out  of  her  cabinet 
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of  tusuter  Uugnerhe 
KJ0  uts^U  a^  TCxal  him.  He  felt  no  naoA- 
.[tm  1«  ]|(»£,  mi  hod  •wHted  him  wittk  some 
a  a*  ^v^^^■^^^'^  sm&l*'  baciBM  it  wb«  a  kind  uf 
Trt'mnr  a,  <n  toe  ixlitf  hud,  wu  much  pn- 
IQtf  Br«j»>n  he  hwi  alwsjg  bjlt  t'uT  Li  U<ile 
V»,t  cteai°id  ua  iiKe  frcon  the  moment  be  knew  that  he 
■wm  fa^^vsd  ly  i^  Kto.  Uar^ehle  mi  at  the  ."uune 
Gat  BT'T™'^*  lai  *i«n.  She  had  to  nmemher  in<l  to 
w^v^  ne  P^i^  ikpnliea  bad  acot  a  cop;  of  ihe  har- 
Ka^^i  t»  te  ft^^rwDwd. 

M*fn>9i^  u  «hom  no  more  mention  had  been  made 
d  ibt  owsn^tfca  of  the  pnTiona  evening  thui  if  they 
h^  ^w  :uai  [daa,  n^  the  diaconnee ;  and  except 
Ciiuim,  e*«7  one  dianuaed  what  the  npli^s  should  hu. 
CiiS^  almond  Uaigoerite  to  leplj  as  ahe  pI«a3«iL  Ha 
WM  mxxwhat  diffieolt  in  bia  choice  of  words  for  D'Alm- 
9:0 ;  bat  IB  to  tbe  diacoone  of  Henri  d'Anji'u.  b>- gUtMhx't 
n  tciaJT,  and  made  eodleea  conectiona  and  Mi.ti.iiu. 

Thi*  Bieeting,  vithont  having  any  deciait-"  -•...-  >n.ii>ii 
lo  oimKfli  the  feelings  of  all.  Henri  d*  A  r  .  »  .<^  ,mI 
u>  revrile  neadj  aQ  his  diacoorae,  went  '  ..  -.r.^wM 
hit  taik.  Ibignoite,  who  bad  not  bes^i  i  ..■■  ,<.iw  * 
NiwR  Bnce  be  bad  biakeo  bet  windi^v-i.a.'ir-  '>t.»*i>.i 
ti^  ha  afMitmenta,  is  the  hope  of  fiM.tn;  •mm  MfM- 
D'Aknfon,  wbo  bad  read  the  betitaiuva  \a  ^>b  'wmwr 
D'Anjnt'a  eye*,  and  smpriaed  a  DM»avA^  jv.u  iM^^^ 
bim  and  bis  mother,  withdrew  Vt  ^nitif  \rkf*  «>,m 
tci^bt  be  the  &«sh  plot.  Cbarits  ww  ^n<i  a  >t»  'V«« 
u,  dnisb  a  boar«pear  be  was  mitk-^  Smi  hihmA*'  ^••» 
Catharine  itopped  bim.  £x;ArTu:Ax;(  truu*  xv*""'  - 
hia  will  from  his  motbet,  bt  }itiuv:i.  ih>1  hW''  •rw'*  , 
on  b(&     "Well,'  aaid  be,  "4ivt  w^ua.  .(m*  ■' 
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"  One  other  word.  Sire ;  we  bad  forgotten  it,  and  yet  it 
is  of  much  importftnce.  What  day  do  you  fix  for  the 
public  reception  %  ^' 

*'  True  1 "  said  the  king,  seating  himself;  "  let  us  talk 
it  over,  Mother.     Well,  what  day  shall  it  bet " 

"  I  thought,"  replied  Catherine,  ''that  in  your  Majesty's 
silence,  your  apparent  foigetfulness,  there  was  somatiiing 
of  deep  calculation." 

"  Why  so.  Mother  %  " 

'' Because,"  added  the  queen-mother,  very  quietly, 
'Hhere  is  no  need,  my  son,  as  it  appears  to  me^  that 
the  Poles  should  see  us  crave  their  crown  with  such 
avidity." 

"  On  the  contrary,  Mother,''  said  Charles,  "  they  have 
hastened  by  forced  marches  from  Warsaw  hithec  Honor 
for  honor,  politeness  for  politeness  I " 

"  Your  Majesty  may  be  right  in  one  sense,  as  in  another 
I  am  not  wrong*  Your  opinion,  then,  is,  that  the  public 
reception  should  be  hastened  1 " 

''  Certainly ;  and  is  it  not  yours  also  1  '^ 

'*  You  know  that  I  have  no  opinions  but  such  as  aie 
connected  with  your  glory;  I  tell  you,  then,  that  thus 
hastening  the  afifoir,  I  should  fear  that  you  might  be  ac- 
cused of  profiting  very  quickly  by  this  occasion  which 
presents  itself  for  relieving  the  house  of  France  of  the 
charges  which  your  brother  imposes  on  it^  but  which 
assuredly  he  repays  to  it  in  glory  and  devotion." 

"Mother,"  said  Charles,  ^'when  my  brother  leaves 
France,  I  will  so  richly  endow  him  that  no  one  will 
even  dare  to  think  what  you  fear  they  may  say." 

"Well,"  said  Catherine,  "I  give  up,  since  you  have 
such  good  answera  to  all  my  objections;  but  to  receive 
this  warlike  people,  who  judge  of  the  power  of  States 
from  exterior  signs,  you  must  have  a  considerable  dispisf 
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tai  «M  pwpMiJ  fe  it  I  kn*  wwHiJ  taro  hrttaljoan 
from  NofBamlT.  «■■  &■■  &Ba^;  Mf  aonpmj  of 
•lebefB  amnd  juliikj  fii^  BiatMj ;  lb*  Ugbt-boraa 
ipreid  onr  LoRuaa  rii  k  ia  Vaat  m  llw  «oan»  of  Uia 
<i*; ;  and  while  it  m  ■^pond  tkit  I  cut  nunaly  eonmiml 
fuoi  KgineDU^  I  km*  IbmIi  thoniDid  man  iwdy  lo 
ftppoir." 

"All,  mhl"  aui  Ortlwiiiw,  Htrpriaed,  "then  tlioro  ia 
only  one  Uuig  wvntug;  faiA  tint  j-ou  will  procuru," 

"  Uonej ;    1   iieiae  tlMt   70a   have   nut    a    iiuiii<r- 


"On  the  flontnn',  Madune,  on  the  contmry,"  *iil<l 
Cluulea  IX.,  "I  bare  fuaitoeii  huiidred  tliuuwunl  omwiiii 
in  the  Bastille  i  my  piivate  estates  have  tbtH  wiwk  l>foiiK)il 
me  ID  eight  hundred  thoiiaand  ciowna,  which  I  Iiuvm  hiir' 
led  in  my  celhis  in  the  Lourre  ;  and  in  auut  nt  nmui, 
>'«ntouiUet  haa  three  hundred  thuunaiid  L-ruwita,  ImmIiIm, 
at  my  dispuaal." 

Catherine  trembled,  for  she  had  Iwfom  mijii  (.'lutrltw 
ritili-Dt  and  passionate,  but  never  pruviilmit, 

"Well,  then,"  aha  added,  "your  Muju«ly  thliikl  iif 
everytfaint;, — admirable  !  and  if  the  Utlum,  iiiiibinl'lufnrii, 
and  jewellers  use  despatch,  your  Majwly  will  Im  nm\y  U» 
give  thia  auilience  in  less  thnn  six  wmik*." 

"  Six  weeks  !  "  exclaimed  Uhtirlai,  "  why,  M-ilhiw,  tti« 
tailors,  embroiderera,  ami  jeweitsn  have  liMtn  hnir)  ni 
work  since  the  day  when  my  bnithiir**  nomliiatlnu  waa 
announced.  On  a  pinch  evi-rythiiifi  iiiiicht  liavt  Wii 
rasdy  for  to-day;  certainly  evurythin^f  will  \h>  nwuly  In 
three  or  four  days." 
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"Ah ! "  murmured  Catherine ;  "  you  are  in  greater  baste 
than  I  thought,  my  son." 

"  Honor  for  honor,  as  I  have  akeady  said.** 

''  Qood ;  then  it  is  this  honor  done  to  the    house  of 
France  that  flatters  you,  is  it  not  ?  " 

"Assuredly." 

"  And  to  see  a  son  of  France  on  the  throne  of  Poland 
is  your  chief  desire?" 

"  Precisely  so." 

"Then  it  is  the  &ct  and  not  the  man  that  intereets 
you ;  and  whoever  may  reign  there  —  " 

"  No,  no,  Mother ;  oorboeu/I  no.    Let  us  he  as  we  are ! 
The  Poles  have  made  a  good  choice ;  they  are  skilful,  clever 
fellows !    A  military  nation,  a  people  of  soldiers,  they  take 
a  captain  for  their  ruler.    Feste !  D'Anjou  is  their  man. 
The  hero  of  Jamac  and  Moncontour  fits  them  like  a  glove. 
Whom  would  you  have  me  send  them,  —  D'Alen9on  t    A 
coward  1  he  would  give  them  a  fine  idea  of  the  house  of 
Yalois  1    D'AlenQon !  he  would  flee  at  the  noise  of  the 
first  ball  that  whistled  by  his  ears ;  while  Henri  d'Aigou 
is  a  warrior  bold  and  tried,  always  sword  in  hand,  always 
on  the  march,  on  his  war-horse  or  on  foot.     Forward  \  cat 
down,  thrust,  crush,  slay  I     Ah,  he  is  a  man,  my  brother 
D'Adjou  ;  a  gallant  soldier,  who  '11  give  them  fighting  from 
morning  till  night,  —  from  the  1st  of  January  to  the  3l8t 
of  December  !     He  is  not  a  hard  drinker,  it  is  true  ;  bat 
he  will  do  his  work  in  cold  blood,  you  see.     He  will  be 
in  his  element,  the  dear  Henri  !     On,  on,  to  the  field  ol 
battle  I  bravo,  trumpets  and  drums  1     Long  live  the  king  I 
Long  live  the  conqueror  I     Long  live  the  general !     Tbej 
will  proclaim  him  emperor  three  times  a  year  1     This  will 
be  admirable  for  the  house  of  France  and  the  honor  of  the 
Yalois  !  he  may  be  killed  perchance,  but  vadrt-vkohim  I  it 
will  be  a  glorious  death." 
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Catherine  shuddered,  and  her  eyes  flashed  fire.  "Say," 
she  cried,  "that  you  wish  to  send  your  hrother,  Henri 
d'Aigou,  away.     Say  you  do  not  love  your  brother." 

**  Ah,  ah,  ah  I "  exclaimed  Charlesi  laughing  nervously ; 
"  what !  have  you  divined  that  I  wished  to  send  him  away  1 
Have  you  divined  that  I  do  not  love  him  ?  And  suppose 
it  were  so)  Love  my  brother  1  why  should  I  love  my 
brother  1  Ah,  ah,  ah  !  do  you  speak  jestingly  %  **  and  as 
he  spoke,  his  pale  cheeks  were  animated  with  feverish  red. 
"  Does  he  love  me  ?  Do  you  love  me  ?  Is  there,  except 
my  dogs,  Marie  Touchet,  and  my  nurse,  —  is  theie  any 
one  who  has  ever  loved  me  %  No,  no,  I  do  not  love  my 
brother.  I  love  only  myself ;  do  you  understand )  And 
I  do  not  prevent  my  brother  from  doing  as  I  do." 
Sire,"  said  Catherine,  becoming  animated  in  her  turn, 

since  you  unfold  your  heart  to  me,  I  must  open  mine  to 
you.  You  act  like  a  weak  king,  like  an  ill-advised  king ; 
you  send  away  your  brother,  the  natural  support  of  your 
throne,  who  is  in  all  respects  fit  to  succeed  you  if  any 
misfortune  happened  to  you,  leaving,  in  that  events  your 
crown  in  jeopardy ;  for,  as  you  said,  D'Alen^on  is  young, 
incapable,  weak,  —  more  than  weak,  cowardly !  —  and  the 
B^mais  is  waiting  in  the  background  1 " 

"  Well,  death  of  all  the  devils  I  "  cried  Charles,  "  how 
does  it  concern  me  what  will  happen  when  I  am  dead  1 
The  B4amais  is  waiting  in  the  background,  say  youl 
Corbceufl  so  much  the  better  I  I  said  I  loved  no  one,  — 
I  was  wrong;  I  love  Henriot, -— yes,  I  love  the  good 
Henriot,  with  his  free  air  and  his  warm  hand,  while  I  see 
around  me  none  but  false  eyes,  and  touch  none  but  ice- 
cold  hands.  He  is  incapable  of  treason  towards  me,  I 
will  swear  !  Besides,  I  owe  a  recompense ;  they  poisoned 
his  mother,  poor  fellow,  —  some  persons  of  my  family  too, 
it  is  said.    Besides,  I  am  in  good  health;  but  if  I  fell 
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sick,  I  would  send  for  bim,  and  he  should  not  leave  my 
side.  I  would  take  nothing  but  from  his  hand;  and 
should  I  die,  I  would  make  him  King  of  Fiance  and 
of  Navarrei  and,  fierUre  du  pope  /  instead  of  laughing  at 
m  J  death,  as  my  brother  would  do,  he  would  weep,  or  at 
least  appear  to  do  so." 

Had  a  thunderbolt  fallen  at  Catherine's  fiset^  she  would 
have  been  less  alarmed  than  at  these  words.  She  remained 
aghast,  looking  at  Charles  with  a  haggard  eye ;  and  then, 
at  the  end  of  a  few  seconds,  she  cried,  "  Henri  de  Nayarre  ! 
Henri  de  Navarre  King  of  France,  to  the  prejudice  of  my 
children!  Ah,  minte  Madone/  we  will  seel  It  is  for 
this  you  would  send  away  my  sonf 

**  Your  son  I  and  what  then  am  I,  —  a  son  of  the  wolf, 
like  Romulus?''  cried  Charles,  trembling  with  rage^  and 
his  eye  sparkling  as  if  it  were  on  fire,  "  Tour  son !  Yo« 
are  right ;  and  the  King  of  France,  then,  is  not  your  son. 
The  King  of  France  has  no  brothers ;  the  King  of  France 
has  no  mother ;  the  King  of  Franco  has  only  subjects ! 
The  King  of  France  has  no  need  of  sentiment ;  he  has  wilL 
He  can  do  without  being  loved ;  but  he  will  be  obeyed ! " 

*'  Sire,  you  have  mistaken  my  words.  I  called  him  my 
son  who  is  about  to  leave  me.  I  love  him  better  at  this 
moment  because  it  is  he  whom  at  this  moment  I  fear  to 
lose.  Is  it  a  crime  for  a  mother  to  desire  that  her  son 
should  not  leave  her)" 

*'  And  I  —  I  tell  you  he  shall  leave  you.  I  tell  you  he 
shall  leave  France  and  go  to  Poland,  and  that  in  two  days ; 
and  if  you  add  one  word,  in  one  day,  -*  to-morrow.  And 
if  you  do  not  bow  your  head,  if  you  do  not  change  that 
threatening  expression  of  your  eyes,  I  will  strangle  him 
to-night,  as  you  would  have  strangled  your  daughter's 
lover  yesternight;  only  I  will  not  mias  him  as  we  did 
La  Mole." 
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At  thia  threat  Catherine  hent  down  her  head,  and  then 
again  instantly  raised  it.  "  Ah,  poor  child !  "  she  said, 
''your  brother  would  kill  you;  but  be  tranquil,  your 
mother  will  defend  you." 

«^  Ah !  I  am  defied  ) "  cried  Charles.  ''  Well,  then,  by 
the  blood  of  Christ !  he  shall  die,  —  not  this  evening, 
but  this  very  moment.  Ah !  a  weapon  I  a  dagger !  a 
knife  1  — ah  1" 

Charles,  after  having  vainly  sought  all  around  for  what 
he  demanded,  saw  the  small  stiletto  which  his  mother  wore 
at  her  girdle,  seized  it,  drew  it  from  its  shagreen  and  silver 
case,  and  rushed  out  of  the  chamber^  with  the  determina- 
tion of  striking  Henri  d'Anjou  wherever  he  found  him ;  but 
on  reaching  the  vestibule,  his  over-excited  strength  gave 
way  suddenly,  and  extending  his  arm,  he  let  fall  the  keen 
weapon,  which  stuck  in  the  floor,  and  uttering  a  lamenta- 
ble cry,  he  swooned  and  fell  on  the  floor,  while  the  blood 
spurted  copiously  from  bis  nose  and  his  mouth. 

"  Jesus !  "  he  said,  "  they  are  killing  me !  help  1  help  1 " 

Catherine,  who  had  followed,  saw  him  fall,  looked  at 
him  for  a  moment  without  moving  or  calling,  and  then 
recalled  to  herself,  not  by  maternal  instinct,  but  by  the 
difficulty  of  her  situation,  she  opened  a  door,  and  cried, 
<<  The  king  is  taken  ill.     Help  1  help !  " 

At  this  cry,  a  crowd  of  servants,  officers,  and  courtiers, 
hastened  to  the  young  king ;  but  foremost  of  all  a  woman 
rushed  on,  pushing  aside  the  crowd,  and  raised  Charles, 
who  was  as  pale  as  a  corpse. 

"  They  are  killing  me,  Nurse !  they  are  killing  me  1 " 
murmured  the  king,  bathed  in  perspiration  and  blood. 

"  They  are  killing  you,  my  Charles  1 "  cried  the  good 
creature,  looking  every  one  in  the  face  in  a  way  that  made 
even  Catherine  retreat ;  "  and  who  is  killing  you  1 " 

Charles  uttered  a  sigh  and  fainted. 
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^Ahl"  said  the  doctor,  Ambroise  Par^  iprhom  they 
had  sent  for;  ''ah !  the  king  is  veiy  ill." 

''  Now,  by  choice  or  by  compulsion/'  said  the  impla- 
cable Catherine  to  herself,  "  he  most  accede  to  a  deJay ;  * 
and  she  left  the  king  to  go  to  her  second  son,  -who  was 
awaiting  in  the  otatoiy  the  lesolt  of  that  interview  so 
important  to  himself. 
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love  with  Madame  Marguerite  to  serve  her  husband  veij 
devotedly, — for  there  is  no  deep  love  without  jealousy." 

**  You  think  him  in  love,  then  t " 

"  Desperately." 

"  Has  he  had  recourse  to  you  %  " 

**  Yes ;  I  made  him  a  waxen  image." 

"  Pierced  to  the  heart  1 " 

"  To  the  heart." 

"Have  you  it  still r' 

"  At  my  house." 

"  I  wonder,"  said  Catherine,  ^*  if  these  cabalistic  prep- 
arations have  really  the  power  attributed  to  themi" 

**  Your  Majesty  knows  even  more  than  I  what  their 
influence  is." 

''  Does  Mar*guerite  love  La  Mole ) " 

''  Sufficiently  to  ruin  herself  for  him.  Yesterday  she 
saved  him  at  the  risk  of  her  honor  and  her  life ;  yon 
see  all  this,  and  yet  you  doubt" 

"  Doubt  what  ?  " 

"  Science." 

"I  doubt  because  science  has  deceived  me,"  looldDg 
fixedly  at  Ken^. 

**  On  what  occasion ) " 

"  Oh  1  you  know  what  I  mean/ —  unless,  perchance^  it 
is  the  scholar  and  not  the  science." 

**  I  don't  know  what  you  mean,  Madame,"  repUed  the 
Florentine. 

"  Ken4,  have  your  perfumes  lost  their  odor  1 " 

"  No,  Madame, — not  when  they  are  employed  by  me ;  bat 
it  is  possible  that  in  passing  through  the  hands  of  others—" 

Catherine  smiled  and  shook  her  head.  "Your  opiate 
has  done  wonders,  Ren4,"  she  said ;  ''  Madame  de  Saave^fl 
lips  are  fresher  and  redder  than  ever." 

"  That  must  not  be  attributed  to  my  opiate,  Madaau^ 
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for  the  Baronne  de  Sauve,  availing  herself  of  a  pretty 
woman's  right  to  be  capricious,  did  not  speak  to  me  again 
about  that  opiate ;  and  after  the  suggestion  your  Majesty 
made  to  me,  I  concluded  not  to  send  it  to  her.  The 
boxes,  therefore,  are  all  in  my  house,  just  as  you  left 
them, — except  one  which  has  disappeared  without  my 
knowing  what  person  took  it,  or  what  that  person  in- 
tended to  do  with  it." 

''Well,  weU,*'  said  Catherine,  ''we  will  speak  of  that 
some  other  time.  Tell  me  what  is  necessary  to  arrive  at 
an  idea  of  the  probable  length  of  a  person's  life  1 " 

"  To  know  first  the  day  of  his  birth,  his  age,  and  what 
constellation  he  was  bom  under." 

"Nextl" 

"  To  have  some  of  his  blood  and  hair.'' 

"  If  I  bring  you  some  of  his  blood  and  tell  you  his  age, 
can  you  tell  me  the  probable  time  of  his  death  1 " 

"  Yes,  within  a  few  days." 

''I  have  his  hair,  and  I  will  procure  some  of  his 
blood." 

''  Was  he  bom  in  the  day,  or  during  the  night  1" 

'*  At  twenty-three  minutes  past  five  in  the  evening." 

**  Be  with  me  to-morrow  at  five  o'clock ;  the  experiment 
must  be  made  at  the  precise  hour  of  the  birth." 

"  Good ! "  said  Catherine.     "  We  will  be  there." 

Ren6  saluted,  and  retired  without  appearing  to  notice 
the  ''  we,"  which  indicated  that  contrary  to  her  custom 
the  queen  would  not  come  alone. 

The  next  morning,  at  daybreak,  Catherine  entered  her 
son  Charles's  apartments ;  she  had  inquired  after  him  at 
midnight,  and  was  informed  that  Maitre  Ambroise  Par^ 
was  with  him,  and  intended  bleeding,  him  if  the  same 
nervous  agitation  continued.  Shuddering  even  in  his 
slumbers,  pale  from  loss  of  blood,  Charles  slept,  his  head 
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resting  on  bis  feithf nl  nnrse^  shoulder,  wlio^  Imiiii^ 
against  the  bed,  had  not  ohanged  her  position  for  three 
boars,  fearing  to  disturb  him.  Catherine  asked  if  her  son 
had  not  been  bled.  The  nurse  replied  that  he  had,  and 
so  abundantly  that  he  had  twice  ft^inted. 

The  blood  was  in  a  basin  in  the  adjoining  room.  Cath- 
erine entered  under  pretence  of  examining  it,  and  while 
so  doing  she  filled  with  it  a  phial  she  had  biuught  witii 
her  for  the  purpose ;  then  she  returned,  hiding  her  red 
fingers,  that  would  otherwise  have  betrayed  her,  in  her 
pockets.  As  she  reappeared,  Charles  opened  his  eyes  and 
perceived  his  mother ;  then,  recollecting  the  eyents  of  the 
previous  evening,  ''Ah!  it  is  you,  Madame,"  said  he; 
*'  well,  you  may  tell  your  dear  son,  your  Henri  d'Anjoo, 
that  it  will  be  to-morrow.** 

'^  It  shall  be  when  you  please,  my  dear  Charles ;  com- 
pose yourself  and  go  to  sleep." 

Charles  closed  his  eyes,  and  Catherine  left  the  room ; 
but  no  sooner  had  she  gone  out  than  Charles,  raising  him- 
self, cried,  "  Send  for  the  chancellor,  the  court !  I  want 
them  all ! " 

The  nurse  replaced  his  head  upon  her  shouldeiv  and 
sought  to  lull  him  to  sleep. 

*'No,  no,  NurseP'  said  he,  "I  shall  not  aleq>  any  mora. 
Summon  my  people ;  I  wish  to  work  to-day.** 

When  Charles  spoke  thus  no  one  dared  to  disobey,  and 
even  the  nurae,  spite  of  the  privileges  she  enjoyed,  did  not 
venture  to  dispute  his  orders.  The  chancellor  was  smiir 
moned  and  the  audience  was  appointed,  not  for  the  mooow, 
which  was  impossible,  but  for  the  fifth  day  from  that  tima 

At  five  o'clock  the  queen  and  the  Due  d'Anjou  pro- 
ceeded to  Ren^*s,  who,  in  expectation  of  their  visit,  had 
prepared  everfthing  for  the  experiment  In  the  chamber 
on  the  rights  —that  is,  in  the  chamber  of  sacrifice^— s 
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blade  of  steel,  covered  with  aingolar  arabesques,  was  heat- 
ing  in  a  brazier  of  qharcoal.  On  the  altar  lay  the  book  of 
fate ;  and  as  the  previous  night  had  been  very  dear,  Ren^ 
had  been  enabled  to  consult  the  stars* 

Henri  d'Anjou  entered  first  He  had  false  hair,  and  his 
face  and  figure  were  concealed  beneath  a  mask  and  large 
cloak.  His  mother  followed  him,  and  had  she  not  known 
in  advance  that  it  was  her  son  who  awaited  her  there,  she 
would  not  have  recognized  him.  The  queen  took  off  her 
mask ;  D'Ai\joU|  however,  did  not  foUow  her  example. 

**  Have  you  consulted  the  stars  f  '*  asked  Catherine. 

<<  I  have,  Madame,  and  they  have  abeady  informed  me 
of  the  past  The  person  whose  fate  you  desire  to  know 
has,  like  all  persons  born  under  Cancer,  a  fiery  and  ardent 
disposition.  He  is  powerful ;  he  has  lived  nearly  a  quar- 
ter of  a  century ;  Heaven  has  granted  him  wealth  and 
power.    Is  it  not  so,  Madame)" 

"  Perhaps." 

^Have  you  his  hair  and  blood)" 

^  Here  they  are." 

And  Catherine  gave  the  magician  a  look  of  fjEur  hair  and 
a  small  phial  of  blood. 

Een^  took  the  phial,  shook  it,  and  let  fedl  on  the  glow- 
ing steel  blade  a  large  drop  of  blood  that  boiled  for  a 
second,  and  then  spread  itself  into  a  thousand  fantastic 
shapes. 

'<  Oh  1 "  cried  Ren4,  '^  I  see  him  convulsed  with  agony  ! 
Hark  I  how  he  groans,  how  he  calls  for  help  1  See  how 
all  around  him  turns  to  blood!  See  how,  around  his 
death-bed,  combats  and  wars  arise!  And  see,  here  are 
the  lanoes  and  swords ! " 

^'Will  this  be  long  delayed)"  asked  Catherine,  seizing 
the  hand  of  her  son,  who^  in  his  anxiety  to  see,  had 
leaned  over  the  brazier. 
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Ben^  approached  the  altar,  and  repeated  a  cahaliatic 
prayer ;  then  he  rose,  and  announcing  that  all  was  ready, 
took  in  one  hand  the  phial  and  in  the  other  the  lock  of 
hair,  and  bidding  Catherine  open  at  hazard  the  book  of  faie, 
he  poured  on  the  steel  blade  all  the  blood,  and  cast  the  hair 
in  the  fire,  pronouncing  a  mystic  formula  as  he  did  so. 

Instantly  the  Due  d'Anjou  and  Catherine  saw  on  the 
blade  a  figure  resembling  a  corpse  wrapped  in  a  winding- 
sheet  Another  figure,  that  of  a  woman,  leaned  oyer  it 
At  the  same  time  the  hair  burned,  casting  out  one  jet  of 
flame  like  a  fiery  tongue. 

^'A  year,"  cried  Ben^,  ''scarce  a  year,  and  this  man 
shall  die !  One  woman  alone  shall  lament  over  him ;  and 
yet,  no,  —  at  the  end  of  the  blade  is  another  woman,  with 
an  infant  in  her  arms." 

Catherine  looked  at  her  son,  as  if  though  henelf  the 
mother  of  the  man  whose  death  was  announced,  she  would 
ask  him  who  these  two  women  could  be.  But  scarcely 
had  Ben^  finished  when  the  forms  disappeared.  Then 
Catherine  opened  the  book  at  hazard,  and  read  with  a 
voice  that  trembled  in  spite  of  herself  the  following 
distich :  — 

"  AiM  a  peri  cil  qae  Ton  redoatoit. 
Plus  tdt,  trop  tdt,  si  prudence  n'^toit" 

**  And  for  him  that  you  wot  of,"  said  Catherine,  ''what 
say  the  signs  for  this  month  f  " 

"  Favorable  as  ever ;  unless  Providence  interpose  to 
thwart  his  destiny,  he  is  sure  to  be  fortunate,  but—" 

"  But  what  ?  " 

"  One  of  the  stars  composing  his  pleiad  was  covered  by 
a  black  cloud  during  my  observations." 

"  Ah,  a  black  cloud  I  there  is  then  some  hope  f  * 

"  Of  whom  speak  you,  Madame  1 "  asked  D'Aigou. 
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"an  teddeai." 

"  Alas  I '  Mid  be,  "  the  gnUtx  ream  for  itaTiii^.* 
"  Oh  !  aa  to  that,  think  of  it  no  longer,  it  b  impossibl*!.'* 
**  TbAnkf^"  nid  the  yoong  man,  tnraiog  ti>  R^ne,  and 

diigniaing  the  tone  of  his  rc>ie« ;   "  take  this  |>un».'* 
"  Come^  CowU,"  said  Catherine,  purpi-s>ly  u^ug  this 

title,  to  direit  Bene**  suspicions.     And  thoj  Wit  the 

chamber* 

"Mother,"   cried   Henri,    "yon    hear! — an   accident 

Should  it    happen,  I  shall    be   four    hundred    leaguet 

awaj." 
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**  Four  bniidred  kagoes  Bay  be  accomplidied  in  ei^t 
days.** 

Yes;  bntwhoknowBif  they  willsiiffiarmetotefeoml'* 
Perhaps,"  replied  the  queen, "  this  illBese  of  the  king's 
is  the  accident  of  which  Ben^  spoke.  Go^  Henzi,  go,  and 
bewaie  of  iiritating  your  brother,  should  you  see  him." 
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CoconnaB  had  entered  upon  these  enconnten 
much  zeal  as  he  usually  gave  to  afiGsdis  of  that  sozi.  He 
had  killed  the  first  adyeisary  and  wounded  the  two  othen^ 
saying,  "  That  poor  La  Mole  1  he  knew  Latin  so  well  I " 
so  that  the  last  man  of  the  three,  Baron  de  Boissey,  had 
said  as  he  fell^  "  Ah,  for  the  love  of  Heaven,  Cooonnaa, 
vary  a  little ;  say  at  least  that  he  knew  Greek." 

At  length  a  rumor  of  the  afiair  in  the  corridor  hegan  to 
be  bruited  about.  Cooonnas  was  in  the  utmost  grief;  £or 
a  moment  he  belieyed  that  all  these  kings  and  princes  had 
killed  his  friend  and  thrown  his  body  into  some  dungeon. 
He  learned  that  D'Alengon  had  been  of  the  party,  and 
overlooking  the  dignity  that  encompassed  a  prince  of  the 
blood,  he  went  to  him  to  demand  an  explanation,  with 
as  little  ceremony  as  if  he  had  been  a  private  gentle* 
man. 

D'Alen^n,  at  first,  was  inclined  to  show  to  the  door  an 
impertinent  who  came  to  ask  an  account  of  his  actions; 
but  Coconnas  spoke  so  sternly,  his  eyes  were  so  faming 
with  rage,  and  the  adventure  of  three  duels  in  less  than 
twenty-four  hours  had  placed  the  Piedmontese  so  hi^ 
that  the  duke  paused,  and  instead  of  giving  way  to  his 
first  impulse,  replied  with  a  charming  smile,  ''My  dear 
Coconnas,  it  is  true  that  the  king,  furious  at  having 
received  on  his  shoulder  a  silver  ewer,  the  Due  d'Anjon, 
angry  at  having  orange-jam  poured  on  his  head,  and  the 
Due  de  Guise,  humiliated  by  having  been  assailed  with  a 
haunch  of  venison,  combined  to  kill  M.  de  la  Mole ;  but  a 
friend  of  your  friend's  averted  the  blow,  and  I  assure  yoa 
the  enterprise  failed." 

**  Ah"  said  Coconnas,  breathing  as  loudly  at  this  in- 
formation as  a  smith's  bellows  ;  **  ah,  mordi  I  Mon- 
seigneur,  that  is  well ;  and  I  should  like  to  know  this 
friend,  to  prove  my  gratitude." 
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D'Alen^n  made  no  reply,  but  smiled  moie  agreeably 
stilly  which  made  Cocounas  believe  that  this  Mend  was 
none  other  than  the  prince  himself. 

*'  Well,  Monseignour/'  he  continned,  **  since  you  have 
done  so  much  as  to  tell  me  the  beginning  of  this  story, 
will  you  complete  the  obligation  by  relating  to  me  the 
conclusion  1  They  wished  to  kill  him,  but  did  not  kill 
him,  you  say ;  very  well,  what  did  they  do  with  him )  I 
am  brave ;  come,  tell  me.  I  know  how  to  support  bad 
news.  They  have  thrown  him  into  some  dungeon,  have 
they  noti  So  much  the  better;  it  will  teach  him  pru- 
dence. He  is  never  willing  to  take  my  advice.  And 
besides,  we  will  get  him  out^  mordi  !  stones  are  not  hard 
to  every  one." 

D'Alen^n  shook  his  head.  ''The  worst  of  aU,''  he 
said,  ''  my  brave  Coconnas,  is  that  since  that  adventure 
your  friend  has  not  been  seen,  and  no  one  knows  where 
he  went." 

^^  Mordi  r*  cried  the  Piedmontese,  again  turning  pale, 
"  but  I  will  know  where  he  is,  even  if  he  has  gone  to 
hell !  •' 

''  Qo  to  the  Queen  Marguerite,"  said  D'Alen^on,  who 
was  as  anxious  as  Coconnas  to  leam  where  La  Mole  was ; 
"she  will  know  what  has  become  of  the  friend  you 
lament." 

''  I  had  already  thought  of  doing  so,"  replied  Coconnas, 
''but  did  not  dare;  for  besides  the  &ct  that  Madame 
Marguerite  impresses  me  more  than  I  can  tell,  I  was 
afraid  of  finding  her  in  tears.  But  since  your  Highness 
assures  me  that  La  Mole  is  not  dead,  and  that  her  Majesty 
will  know  where  he  is,  I  will  muster  up  courage  and  go 
to  her." 

"  Qo,  my  fijend,  go,**  said  Due  Francois ;  "  and  when 
you  have  gained  information  pass  it  over  to  me;  for  I 
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am  really  at  aazioas  as  you  axe.    Only  bear  in  mind  one 
tbingy  Cooonnaa." 

"  What  is  it  1" 

''Do  not  aay  it  was  by  my  adyioe ;  for  if  yon  are  so 
imprudent,  yon  may  not  obtain  any  infi>nnation." 

"  Monseigneur,"  said  Gooonnaa,  ''as  your  royal  Higb* 
neas  recommends  me  to  secrecy  on  this  point,  I  will  be  am 
mute  as  a  tench,  or  the  queen-mother.  Good  prince  I 
excellent  prince  1  magnanimous  prince ! "  be  murmured, 
as  he  went  to  the  Queen  of  Navaoe. 

Marguerite  was  awaiting  Coconnaa ;  for  the  noise  of 
his  despair  had  reached  her,  and  on  learning  by  what  ex- 
ploits his  doBpair  had  been  manifested,  ahe  almost  foigaTe 
him  his  somewhat  coarse  behavior  to  Madame  de  NeTei% 
whom  the  Piedmontese  had  not  visited,  in  consequence  of 
a  dispute  between  them  two  or  three  days  previoostf. 
He  was  therefore  introduced  to  the  queen  aa  mnm  at 
announced. 

Coconnaa  entered,  not  altogether  able  to  surmount  the 
embarrassment  whidb  he  had  told  IXAlen^n  he  always 
felt  in  the  presence  of  the  queen,  and  which  was  occasioned 
more  by  the  superiority  of  her  intelligence  tiian  by  that 
of  her  rank;  but  Marguerite  gneted  him  with  a  smile 
which  instantly  reassured  him. 

''  Ah,  Madame ! "  he  exclaimed,  ^'  restore  my  finead 
to  me,  I  entreat  you ;  or  at  least  tell  me  what  has  be- 
come of  him,  for  without  him  I  cannot  live.  Suj^Mse 
Euryalus  without  Nisus,  Damon  without  Pythias,  or 
Orestes  without  Pylades,  and  have  pity  on  my  misfiv- 
tune  at  the  loss  of  my  dear  Mend/* 

Marguerite  smiled,  and  after  having  bound  Coconnaa  to 
secrecy,  told  him  all  about  the  escape  by  the  window.  Ai 
to  the  place  of  his  concealment^  aHhough  Cocoonas  ufged 
her  to  reveal  it  with  all  earnestness  ahe  deeidadly  refaaod. 
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That  only  half  satisfied  Goooxmas ;  he  therefoie  had  re- 
course to  the  diplomatic  tentatives  practised  in  a  higher 
sphere.  The  result  was  that  Marguerite  clearly  perceived 
that  the  Duo  d'Alengon  shared  in  the  desire  of  his  gentle- 
man to  know  what  had  become  of  La  Mole. 

**  Well/'  said  the  queen,  **  if  you  wish  to  learn  some- 
thing positive  as  to  your  friend,  ask  the  King  of  Navarre^ 
who  is  the  only  person  who  has  a  right  to  speak.  As  for 
me,  all  I  can  tell  yon  is  that  he  you  are  seeking  lives ; 
have  faitii  in  my  word  1 " 

'*  I  have  faith  in  something  still  more  sure,  Madame ; 
those  lovely  eyes  have  not  been  weeping." 

Then,  thinking  he  could  not  add  anything  to  a  sa3Fing 
that  had  the  double  advantage  of  conveying  his  thought^ 
and  of  eicpressing  his  high  opinion  of  La  Mole's  merit, 
he  retired,  meditating  a  reconciliation  with  Madame  de 
Nevers,  not  on  her  account,  but  simply  to  learn  from  her 
what  he  had  been  unable  to  learn  from  Marguerite. 

Great  griefe  are  abnormal  experiences,  the  burden  of 
which  the  mind  shakes  off  as  soon  as  possible.  The  idea 
of  leaving  Marguerite  had  almost  broken  La  Mole's  heart ; 
and  it  was  rather  to  save  the  reputation  of  the  queen  than 
to  preserve  his  own  life  that  he  had  consented  to  fly. 
And  therefore  the  next  day  he  had  returned  to  Paris,  to 
see  Marguerite  at  her  balcony.  Maiguerite,  on  her  side, 
as  if  a  secret  voice  had  informed  her  that  he  would  be 
there,  had  passed  the  evening  at  her  window ;  and  thus 
they  had  seen  each  other  with  that  indescribable  happi- 
ness which  accompanies  forbidden  pleasures.  There  was 
even  more ;  the  melancholy  and  romantic  disposition  of 
La  Mole  fbund  a  certain  charm  in  his  misfortune.  Never- 
theless, as  a  lover  truly  devoted  is  happy  only  when  he 
sees  or  possesses,  and  suffevs  through  all  the  time  of 
absence,  La  Mole^  eager  to  revisit  Maiguerite^  occupied 
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Limself  in  oiganizing  with  all  possible  despatch  the  eyeot 
which  would  restore  her  to  him ;  namely^  the  flight  of  the 
King  of  Navaire. 

Maigaerite,  having  thus  seen  La  Mole,  and  being  aware 
of  his  safety,  was  at  ease  with  respect  to  him,  but  fearing 
that  he  might  be  watched  and  followed,  she  pertinadoasly 
refused  to  give  him  any  other  meeting    than  these  d 
PEspagnolef  which   took  place  every  evening  until  the 
night  before  the  reception  of  the  ambassadors.    On  this 
evening,  about  nine  o'clock,  when  all  the  persons  io  the 
Louvre  were  preoccupied  with  the  preparations  for  next 
day.  Marguerite  opened  her  window  and  went  into  the 
balcony ;  but  scarcely  was  she  there  when  the  note  she 
expected,  according  to  La  Mole^s  usual  custom,  was  thrown 
with  his  usual  skill,  and  fell  at  the  feet  of  his  royal  mb- 
tress.    As  he  had  generally  awaited  her  missive,  Maigae- 
rite  understood  by  his  anticipating  her  that  he  had  same 
important   intelligence  to  communicate ;  and  she   lead 
the  note  with  all  haste.     On  the  first  page  it  contained 
these  words :  — 

Madame,  —  I  must  speak  to  the  King  of  Navarre  ;  it  ia  on 
a  most  urgent  matter.  -  I  am  waiting. 

And  on  the  second  page,  which  could  be  detached  from 
the  other,  was  written  :  — 

Mt  Ladt  and  Queen,  —  Manage  that  I  may  give  yon  one 
of  those  kisses  that  I  send  you.    I  am  waiting. 

Marguerite  had  scarcely  finished  the  second  side  of  this 
letter  when  she  heard  the  voice  of  Henri  de  Navarre,  who^ 
with  his  usual  reserve,  tapped  at  the  door  and  asked  Gillonoe 
if  he  might  be  allowed  to  enter*  The  queen  instantlj  di- 
vided the  sheet  of  paper,  put  one  of  the  pages  in  her  bosom 
and  the  other  in  her  pocket,  ran  to  the  window,  which  she 
shut,  and  going  quickly  to  the  door,  said,  **  Come  in,  Sim" 
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Gently,  quickly,  and  cleverly  as  Marguerite  had  doeed 
the  window,  the  sound  had  reached  the  ears  of  Henri, 
whose  senses  were  always  on  the  alert,  and  who  had  in 
the  society  he  so  much  mistrusted  acquired  that  exquisite 
delicacy  of  hearing  and  sight  possessed  by  men  living  in 
a  savage  state.  But  the  King  of  Navarre  was  not  one  of 
these  tyrants  who  wish  to  prevent  their  wives  from  taking 
the  air  and  gazing  at  the  stars.  He  was  smiling  and  urbane 
as  usuaL 

"  Madame,"  he  said,  **  while  our  people  of  the  court  are 
trying  on  their  fine  apparel,  I  have  come  to  have  a  few 
words  with  you  as  to  my  afiGiirs,  which  you  still  regard  as 
your  own,  do  you  not !  " 

**  Most  assuredly,  Monsieur,''  replied  Marguerite ;  "  are 
not  our  interests  always  identical  t " 

''Tes,  Madame;  and  therefore  I  wished  to  ask  your 
opinion  as  to  the  effort  which  D'Alen9bn  has  made  for 
several  days  to  avoid  me,  and  which  he  has  carried  so  &r 
that  since  the  day  before  yesterday  he  has  betaken  himself 
to  St.  Germain.  Do  you  not  think  from  this  that  it  is  his 
intention  either  to  go  away  alone,  or  not  to  go  at  all !  Let 
me,  if  you  please,  have  your  ideas  on  this  point ;  for  it 
would  have  great  weight  with  me  if  your  opinion  should 
coincide  with  mine." 

'^  Tour  Migesty  is  quite  right  to  feel  uneasy  as  to  my 
brother's  silence.  I  have  thought  of  it  all  day ;  and  it 
is  my  opinion  that,  circumstances  having  changed,  he  has 
changed  with  them." 

''  That  is  to  say,  that  seeing  King  Charles  ill,  and  the 
Due  d'Anjou  King  of  Poland,  he  would  not  be  sorry  to 
remain  in  Paris  to  watch  for  the  crown  of  France." 

"  Precisely  so." 

"  I  agree  with  you.  This  is  all  as  I  wish  it,"  continued 
Henri.     "  Let  him  remain*;  but  that  entirely  changes  our 
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plan,  <--  for  I  tequirey  to  go  alone,  thrice  the  gqnrantaoe  I 
should  have  asked  had  your  brother  acoompanied  bm^ 
whose  name  and  pieaenoe  in  the  enterprise  would  have 
been  my  safeguards.  The  only  thing  that  aatomsfaet  me 
is  not  haviug  any  tidings  of  Mouy.  It  is  not  like  him  to 
remain  so  long  without  stining.  Have  yoa  any  intdli- 
gence  of  him,  Madame  1 " 

**  I,  Siie  1 "  said  Maigoerite,  astonished.  **  How  oonld 
I  possibly  —  " 

**  Eh,  pardieu,  my  dear,  nothing  can  be  more  nstiinl. 
Tou  were  so  kind  as  to  oblige  me  by  saying  young 
La  Mole*s  life.  He  was  sure  to  go  to  Mantes  ;  and  if  one 
can  go  thither  he  certainly  can  return.*' 

*'  Ah  I  that  gives  me  the  solution  to  a  riddle  the  meaning 
of  which  I  have  sought  for  in  vain,"  replied  Maigoerita 
''  I  had  left  my  window  open>  and  found  on  my  rotimi  a 
kind  of  note  on  Ihe  carpets" 

**  There,  now  !  '*  said  Henri. 

*'  A  note  which  at  first  I  oould  not  comprehend,  and  to 
which  I  attached  no  importance,"  continued  Maiguerita 
**  Perhaps  I  was  wrongs  and  it  comes  from  that  quarter." 

**  Yeiy  possible,"  said  Henri ;  '*  1  would  even  ventan 
to  say  that  it  is  probable.    Might  I  see  this  notet" 

**  Certainly,  Sire,"  replied  Miufguerite,  handing  to  the 
king  the  half-sheet  of  paper  which  she  had  put  in  her 
pocket. 

The  king  looked  at  it  *<  Is  not  this,"  he  asked,  "the 
writing  of  M.  de  la  Mole !  " 

**  I  do  not  know,"  was  Marguerite's  reply ;  "  the  writing 
appears  to  me  disguised." 

**  Never  mind ;  let  us  read."    And  hd  read  :  — 

Madakk,  —  I  must  speak  to  the  King  of  Navam;  it  it  on 
a  most  urgent  matter.    I  am  waiting. 
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the  sight  of  a  man  might  alarm  your  conespoDdeDt, 
you  see." 

Maiguerite  smiled,  and  feistened  the  ladder. 

"There,"  said  Henri,  ensconcing  himself  in  a  comer 
of  the  apartment ;  "  show  yourself  plainly ;  now  let  the 
ladder  be  dropped.  Capital !  1  am  sure  Mouy  will  come 
up." 

In  £Bkct,  ten  minutes  later,  a  man  intoxicated  with  joy 
placed  his  leg  over  the  balcony ;  but  seeing  that  the  queen 
did  not  approach  him,  he  remained  for  some  moments  in 
hesitation,  and  then  Henri  advanced. 

"  Ah  I "  said  he,  urbanely,  "  it  is  not  Mouy ;  it  is  M. 
de  la  Mole.  Good-evening,  M.  de  la  Mole.  Enter,  I 
entreat  you." 

La  Mole  was  for  a  moment  stupefied.  Perchance,  bad 
he  still  been  on  the  ladder,  instead  of  having  his  feet 
firmly  on  the  balcony,  he  would  have  fiJlen  backward& 

"  You  desired  to  speak  to  the  King  of  Navarre  on  an 
urgent  affisiir,"  said  Maiguerite;  "I  have  informed  him, 
and  here  he  is." 

Henri  went  to  the  window,  and  closed  it 

'*  I  love  thee ! "  whispered  Mai^guerite,  pressing  the 
young  man's  hand  ardently. 

"Well,  Monsieur,"  said  Henri,  handing  a  chair  to 
La  Mole,   "  what  have  we  to  say  9 " 

"  I  have  to  say,  Sire,"  he  replied,  "  that  I  have  left 
M.  de  Mouy  at  the  barrier.  He  desires  to  know  if 
Maurevel  has  spoken,  and  if  his  presence  in  your 
Majesty's  chamber  is  known." 

"Not  yet;  but  it  must  be  before  long.  We  most 
therefore  make  haste." 

''His  opinion  coincides  with  your  Majesty's,  Sire;  aod 
if  to-morrow,  during  the  evening,  M.  d'Alen9on  is  readjr 
to  depart,  Mouy  will  be  at  the  Porte  St.  Marcel  with  a 
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Qii'irTscjjz^i  whether  yoa  con^zit  i>r  iu>t»«- whoUu*^  \\\\ 
Bhool-l  Are,  or  await  jou.  If  tht>  Duo  vl*AK^h^^>»h  h^huv^, 
he  requirw  a  delaj  of  onlj  a  fortnight  to  nH>i>:»uu*t^  ^tv♦^^  v 
thing  in  joar  name.* 

**Reallj,"  replied  Henri,  "Mouy  {«  m  {\\y^\\\u^l\^^  \m\s 
Can  you  introdace  the  expected  phn\m»  in  y\n\v  ili<oituu»». 
Madame  t" 

^  Nothing  easier,"  replied  Marguerite. 

"Well,  then,"  said  Henri,  "I  shall  «»«  M.  .r\l»Hn;MM 
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to-moTTOw ;  let  Mony  be  at  bis  post,  and  undeistaDd  firom 
balf  a  word." 

•'  He  will  be  there,  Sire." 

''Well,  then,  M.  de  la  Mole,  go  and  bear  bim  my 
reply.  You  have,  doubtless,  a  horse  and  servant  some- 
where near  at  hand.'' 

"  Orthon  awaits  me  on  the  quay." 

''  Go  to  him,  Count.  Oh,  not  by  the  window  !  that  is 
yery  well  on  extreme  occasions ;  but  you  might  be  seen, 
and  as  it  would  not  be  known  that  it  was  for  me  that  you 
exposed  yourself,  it  would  compromise  the  queen/' 

"  But  how  then,  Siie  !  " 

''  If  you  could  not  enter  the  Louvre  alone,  yon  can  at 
least  go  out  of  it  with  me,  who  have  the  pass-word.  Ton 
have  your  cloak,  I  have  mine ;  we  will  wrap  ourselves  up 
well,  and  shall  pass  the  wicket  without  difficulty.  Be- 
sides, I  shall  be  glad  to  give  Orthon  certain  instructions. 
Wait  here  while  I  see  if  the  corridois  are  free." 

Henri,  with  the  most  natural  air  in  the  world,  went  out 
to  examine  if  the  way  was  dear.  La  Mole  remained  alone 
with  the  queen.  "Oh,  when  shall  we  meet  again t" 
said  ha 

"To-morrow  evening,  if  we  flee;  an  evening  soon  in 
the  Eue  Cloche  Perc^e^  if  we  do  not  flee." 

"M  de  la  Mole,"  said  Henri,  returning,  "you  maj 
come;  there  is  no  one  there." 

La  Mole  bowed  respectfully  before  the  queen. 

"Give  him  your  hand  to  kiss,  Madame,"  said  Hemi; 
"M.  de  la  Mole  is  no  common  servitor." 

Marguerite  obeyed* 

"  By  the  way,"  added  Henri,  "  put  away  the  rope- 
ladder  carefully ;  it  is  a  very  precious  instrument  for  con- 
spirators, and  at  the  moment  we  least  think  of  it  may  be 
useful.    Come,  M.  de  la  Mole,  come  1 " 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


Next  morning  th«  vhole  population  of  Paris  ponied 
towanls  the  Faubourg  St  Astome,  b;  which  it  was  do- 
cided  that  the  Polish  ambaasadoTB  should  enter ;  a  line  of 
soldiers  restrained  the  crowd,  and  a  regiment  of  hone 
escorted  the  noblea  and  ladies  of  the  court 

Soon  appeared,  doee  b^  the  Ahbef  St  Antoine,  a  troop 
of  caralieiB  dressed  in  red  and  yellow,  with  furred  mantles 
and  cape,  and  bearing  large  sabres  curved  like  Turkish 
cimetera.  Behind  this  troop  came  a  second,  clothed  with 
Oriental  magoiGcence.  They  preceded  the  ambassadors, 
who,  four  in  number,  gorgeously  sustained  the  reputation 
of  their  chivalroos  country. 

One  of  the  ambassadors  was  the  Bishop  of  Cracow ;  bis 
costume  wss  half-«ccleeiastical,  half-military,  resplendent 
with  gold  and  jewels.  Next  the  bishop  rode  the  Palatine 
laaco,  a  powerful  noble,  nearly  related  to  the  royal  family, 
rich  as  ■  king,  and  as  proud.  Behind  these  two  principal 
amboaeadois,  who  were  accompanied  by  two  other  pala- 
tines of  high  rank,  came  a  number  of  gentlemen,  whose 
steeds,  all  glittering  with  gold  and  precious  stones,  excited 
the  eUmoroua  admiration  of  the  populace.  In  bet,  the 
French  horsemen,  notwithstanding  the  richnesi  of  their 
appointments,  were  completely  eclipsed  by  tiuma  visitois 
whom  they  disdainfully  regarded  as  barbariana. 

Up  to^e  last  moment  Catherine  h:,d  ))U)>;<1  that  the 
Rception  would  be  defened  and  that  the  ileuiaiun  of  tht 
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king  would  yield  to  his  weakness,  which  still  continued. 
But  when  the  day  arrived,  when  she  saw  Charles,  pale  as 
a  spectre,  assume  the  royal  robes,  she  saw  that  she  must 
in  appearance  at  least  3neld  to  his  iron  will,  and  began 
to  believe  that  the  safest  plan  for  Henri  d'Anjoa  was 
to  depart  into  the  splendid  exile  to  which  he  was 
condemned. 

Charles,  except  for  the  few  words  he  had  spoken  when 
on  opening  his  eyes  he  had  seen  his  mother  coming  from 
the  cabinet,  had  not  spoken  to  Catherine  since  the  scene 
which  had  led  up  to  the  crisis  which  had  broken  him 
down.  Every  one  in  the  Louvre  knew  that  there  hsd 
been  a  terrible  quarrel,  without  knowing  the  occasion  of 
it ;  and  the  boldest  among  them  trembled  before  that  cold- 
ness and  that  silence  as  birds  tremble  in  the  threatening 
calm  which  precedes  the  storm. 

The  large  reception-chamber  had  been  prepared ;  and  as 
such  ceremonies  were  usually  public,  the  guards  and  sen- 
tinels had  received  orders  to  admit  as  many  persons  into 
the  apartments  and  courts  as  they  could  possibly  contain. 

As  for  Paris,  it  presented  the  same  aspect  that  eveiy 
great  city  presents  on  similar  occasions,  —  that  is,  con- 
fusion and  curiosity ;  only,  had  any  one  attentively  exam- 
ined the  population,  he  would  have  remarked  a  con8ide^ 
able  number  of  men  in  cloaks,  who  exchanged  glances 
and  signs  when  at  a  distance,  and  when  they  met,  a  few 
rapid  words  in  a  low  tone.  They  seemed  much  occu- 
pied with  the  procession,  following  it  closely,  in  advance 
of  the  rest;  and  they  apparently  received  their  orden 
from  an  old  man  whose  keen  black  eyes,  spite  of  his  long 
white  beard  and  grizzly  eyebrows,  bespoke  a  vigorous  ao> 
tivity.  This  old  man,  either  by  his  own  efforts  or  by  hi8 
followers'  assistance,  gained  an  entrance  to  the  Louvre; 
and  thanks  to  the  commander  of  the  Swiss  guard, — a 
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-worthy  Hngneaot,  haidl;  tumed  Catholic  in  apite  of  his 
conversion,  —  obtained  a  place  behind  the  ambaaaadora, 
«Lii(i.  opposite  Henri  and  Marguerite. 

Eenti,  informed  by  La  Mole  that  Moay  in  some  dis- 
guise would  be  present,  looked  round  on  every  side.  At 
lost  his  eyes  encountered  those  of  the  old  man,  and  re- 
mained fixed  on  him.  A  sign  from  Mouy  put  an  end  to 
Henri's  nncertaintiea,  for  Mouy  was  so  well  disguised  that 
the  King  of  Navarre  himself  could  hardly  believe  that  this 
old  man  with  a  white  beard  was  the  intrepid  Huguenot 
chief  who  a  few  days  before  bod  made  so  desperate  a 
defence. 

A  word  from  Henri  fixed  Marguerite's  attention  on 
Mouy,  Then  her  beautiful  eyes  wandered  round  the 
chamber  in  search  of  Id  Mole.     La  Mole  was  not  there. 

The  delivery  of  the  addresses  was  begun.  The  first 
was  to  the  king;  Lasco,  in  the  name  of  the  Diet  of 
Poland,  demanded  bis  consent  that  the  crown  of  Poland 
should  be  offered  to  a  prince  of  the  hoase  of  France. 

The  king  responded  with  an  acquiescence  short  and  to 
the  point,  —  presenting  to  them  the  Due  d'Anjou,  of 
whose  courage  he  made  a  high  eulogium.  He  spoke  in 
French,  and  an  interpreter  translated  what  he  said  at 
the  end  of  each  sentence.  While  the  interpreter  took 
his  turn,  the  king  might  have  been  seen  touching  bis 
lips  with  a  handkerchief,  which  thos  became  tinged 
with  blood. 

When  Charles  had  finished,  Lasco  turned  to  D'Anjon, 
and  offered  him  the  throne  in  the  name  of  the  Polish 
nation.     Lasco's  address  was  in  Latin. 

The  duke  replied  in  the  same  language,  and  in  a  voice 
he  in  vain  strove  to  render  firm,  that  he  gratefully  «n- 
wpted  the  honor  offered  to  him.  During  all  this  I.ime 
Charies,  who  remuned  standing,  with  lips  oompressod. 
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fixed  his  eyes  on  him,  motionless  and  thieateniu^  like 
the  eyes  of  an  eagle. 

When  the  duke  had  finished,  Lasco  took  the  crown  of 
the  Jagellons  from  the  velvet  cushion  on  which  it  rested, 
and  while  two  Polish  nobles  invested  the  duke  with 
the  royal  robe,  he  placed  the  crown  in  Charles's  hands. 
Charles  signed  to  his  brother.  D'Anjou  knelt  before  him, 
and  with  his  own  hands  Charles  placed  the  crown  on  his 
head;  and  the  two  brothers  interchanged  a  kiss  full  of 
bitter  hate. 

A  herald  then  cried,  '^  Alexandre  £douard  Henri  de 
France,  Due  d'Anjou,  is  crowned  King  of  Poland.  God 
save  the  King  of  Poland ! ''  All  the  assembly  repeated, 
"  Gk)d  save  the  King  of  Poland !  ** 

Then  Lasco  turned  to  Marguerite.  The  address  of  the 
beautiful  queen  had  been  reserved  for  the  last.  Now,  as 
this  was  a  courtesy  accorded  to  her  to  bring  out  more 
brilliantly  her  fine  genius,  as  it  was  called,  every  one  was 
prepared  to  give  special  attention  to  that  response,  which 
was  to  be  in  Latin.  We  have  seen  that  Marguerite  had 
prepared  it  herself. 

Lasco's  address  was  rather  a  eulogy  than  an  oration. 
He  had  yielded,  Sarmatian  as  he  was,  to  the  admiration 
with  which  the  beautiful  Queen  of  Navarre  inspired  all 
hearts ;  and  borrowing  the  language  of  Ovid  and  the  style 
of  Ronsard,  he  said  that  starting  from  Warsaw  in  the 
middle  of  a  dark  night,  he  and  his  companions  could  not 
have  found  their  way  if  there  had  not  been  two  stars 
which  guided  them,  as  the  Magian  kings  were  guided,  — 
stars  which  appeared  more  and  more  brilliant  as  they 
came  nearer  to  France,  and  which  they  now  discovered  to 
be  the  two  beautiful  eyes  of  the  Queen  of  Navarre.  Fi- 
nally, passing  from  the  Gospel  to  the  Koran,  from  Syria  to 
Arabia  Petrsea,  from  Nazareth  to  Mecca,  he  closed  by  say- 
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ing  that  he  was  quite  ready  to  do  as  the  ard«nt  disciples 
of  the  prophet  had  dooe,  who,  hayiiig  once  had  the  hap> 
pinesa  of  looking  u^n  hia  tomb^  destroyed  their  eyes,  — 
thinking  that  after  enjoying  ao  fair  a  eight  they  would 
find  nothing  else  in  the  world  worthy  of  admiration.  His 
ducoone  waa  applauded  by  all,  —  by  those  who  understood 
I^tin,  becaoee  they  shared  the  opinion  of  the  orator ;  by 
those  who  did  not  understand  it,  because  they  wished  it 
to  appear  as  if  they  did. 

Uarguerite,  having  nada  a  gtacious  iuclination  to  the 
embassador,,  fixed  her  eyes  on  Mouy,  and  began  thus : 
**  Qaod  nunc  hfic  in  auU  iusperati  adestis  exultaremus  age 
et  conjux,  nisi  ideo  immineret  calamitas,  scilicet  non  solum 
fratris,  sed  etiam  amici  orbitas."  ("Your  unlooked-for 
presence  in  this  court  would  overwhelm  my  husband  and 
myaelf  with  joy,  did  it  not  threaten  us  with  a  great  niis- 
fortone ;  that  is^  not  only  the  loss  of  a  brother,  but  also 
that  of  a  friend.") 

Theae  words  had  a  double  meaning,  and  while  intended 
for  Mouy,  were  supposed  to  refer  to  the  Due  d'Aitjou. 
The  latter,  aecordiugly,  bowed  in  token  of  acknowledg- 
ment. Charles  did  not  recollect  having  read  this  sentence 
in  Marguerite's  speech  when  submitted  to  him  some  days 
before,  but  he  attached  no  great  importance  to  the  words 
of  Marguerite  in  a  speech  of  simple  courtesy;  and,  be- 
sides, he  ondentood  Latin  veiy  imperfectly. 

Marguerite  continued :  "  Adao  dolemur  a  te  dividi  ut 
tecom  pToficisci  maluisaemus ;  sed  idem  latum  quo  nunc 
sine  ull&  morft  Lutetift  cedere  juberifi,  h&c  in  urbe  detinet 
Proficiscere  ergo,  fratei ;  proficiscere,  amice ;  proficiscere 
sine  nobis;  proSciscentem,  sequuntur  apes  et  desideria 
nostra."  ("  We  are  grieved  to  be  sepanted  from  you,  for 
we  should  have  preferred  going  with  yon  ;  but  the  Mtiue 
fate  that  compels  you  to  quit  Paris  without  delay,  retnius 
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followed  him.  As  to  the  Dae  d'Alengon,  he  had  heen 
completely  effaced  doling  the  ceremony;  and  Chazlfis's 
eyes,  which  had  been  fixed  on  D'Anjon,  had  not  ance 
been  turned  towards  him. 

The  new  King  of  Poland  felt  himself  lost.    Carried  off 
by  those  barbarians,  fax  &om  his  mother,  he  was  like  An- 
tsBas,  that  son  of  the  Earth,  who  lost  his  strength  when 
lifted  in  the  arms  of  Hercules.    Once  beyond  the  frontier, 
he  regarded  himself  as  foreyer  shut  out  from  the  throne 
of  France.     Instead  of  following  the  king,  he  retired  to 
his  mother's  apartments.     He  found  her  not  less  gloomy 
and  preoccupied  than  he  was  himself ;  for  she  was  think- 
ing of  that  fine  head  and  mocking  £Ace  which  had  been 
continually  in  her  sight  during  the  ceremony,  —  of  that 
B^mais  for  whom  Destiny  seemed  to  make  room  by 
sweeping  away  before  him  kings,  royal  asRassinf^  enemin, 
and  obstadee. 

On  seeing  her  much-loved  son,  pale  under  his  crows, 
crushed  under  his  royal  mantle,  silently  joining  in  suppli- 
cation his  beautiful  hands  which  he  had  inherited  from 
her,  Catherine  rose  and  went  to  him. 

*'  Oh,  Mother  1 "  cried  the  king,  ''  I  am  oondenmed  to 
die  in  exile." 

''  My  son,"  returned  Catherine, ''  have  you  so  soon  fo^ 
gotten  Kent's  prediction  1  Tranquillize  yourself;  yoawiU 
not  be  there  long." 

'*  Mother,  I  entreat  you,"  said  the  Due  d'Anjou,  "  on 
the  least  probability  of  the  crown  of  France  being  vacanti 
inform  me." 

"  My  son,"  replied  the  queen,  **  until  the  day  we  both 
of  us  await^  a  horse  shall  be  always  saddled  in  my  stable, 
and  a  courier  ever  in  my  antechamber  ready  to  set  out  for 
Poland." 
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ORESTES  AND   PTLADES. 

Henri  d'Anjou  having  departed,  peace  and  happiness 
seemed  to  have  retained  to  the  Louvre.  Charles,  laying 
aside  his  melancholy,  recovered  his  vigorous  health,  either 
hunting  each  day  with  Henri,  or  if  prevented  from  fol- 
lowing that  sport,  passing  the  time  in  discussing  subjects 
relating  to  it,  and  scolding  his  brother-in-law  for  the  in- 
difference he  betrayed  for  hawking,  declaring  that  he 
would  be  the  most  accomplished  prince  of  his  time,  if 
he  did  but  understand  the  management  of  falcons,  ger- 
&lcons,  hawks,  and  tiercelets,  as  well  as  he  did  that 
of  brocks  and  hounds.  Catherine  had  returned  to  all 
the  duties  of  a  good  mother.  Kind  and  gentle  towards 
Charles  and  D'Alen9on,  affectionate  to  Henri  and  Mar- 
guerite, gracious  to  Madame  de  Nevers  and  Madame  de 
Sauve,  she  even  carried  her  amiability  so  far  as  to  visit 
Maurevel  twice  during  the  time  he  lay  ill  at  his  residence, 
situated  in  the  Rue  de  la  Cerisaie,  —  on  the  pretext  that 
he  had  been  wounded  while  fulfilling  her  orders.  Mar- 
guerite foUowed  up  her  love-affairs  d  VEspagnole.  Every 
evening  she  stood  at  her  open  window,  and  both  by  writ- 
ing and  gestures  kept  up  a  continual  correspondence  with 
La  Mole;  while  in  each  of  his  letters  the  impatient 
young  man  reminded  his  lovely  mistress  of  her  promise 
to  see  him  in  the  Rue  Cloche  Pero6e, 
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There  waa  but  one  lonely  and  diaconiented  peiaon  in  the 
Loavre,  now  become  ao  calm  and  tianquil.  That  peiaon 
waa  our  friend  Comte  Annibal  de  Coconnaa. 

It  waa  certainly  aomething  to  know  that  La  Mole  atill 
lived ;  it  waa  much  to  continue  to  be  favored  by  Madame 
de  Nevera,  the  gayeat  and  most  fanciful  of  women.  But 
all  the  happineaa  of  the  intimacy  granted  by  the  beautiful 
ducheas,  all  the  peace  of  mind  which  he  gained  from 
Marguerite  in  regard  to  the  fortunea  of  their  friend,  were 
to  the  Piedmonteae  not  equal  to  an  hour  with  La  Mole  at 
La  Huri^re'a  inn  before  a  pot  of  aweet  wine,  or  indeed 
to  one  of  thoae  adventuroua  excuraiona  through  the  regiona 
of  the  city  where  an  honeat  gentleman  may  easily  get  holea 
in  his  akin,  in  hia  purae,  or  in  hia  coat. 

Madame  de  Nevera  —  it  muat  be  confoaaed  to  the  ahame 
of  humanity — endured  impatiently  thia  rivalry  of  La  Mole. 
It  was  not  that  she  disliked  the  Proven9aL  Quite  the 
contrary.  Led  by  that  irresiatible  instinct  which  uigea 
every  woman  to  play  the  coquette  with  another  woman'a 
lover,  eapecially  when  that  woman  ia  her  friend,  she  had 
not  apared  La  Mole  the  flashea  of  her  emerald  eyea^  and 
Coconnaa  had  sometimea  envied  the  free  hand-shakinga 
and  tokena  of  tendemeaa  bestowed  on  his  friend  in  those 
periods  of  caprice  when  the  star  of  the  Piedmonteae  seemed 
to  pale  in  the  aky  of  hia  beautiful  miatreaa.  But  Coconnaa, 
who  would  have  cut  the  throata  of  fifteen  peraona  for  a 
aingle  wink  of  the  eye  at  his  lady,  waa  ao  little  jealoua 
of  La  Mole  that  often  after  these  inconaiatenciea  of  the 
ducheaa  he  had  whiBpered  to  him  certain  offera  which 
had  made  the  Proven9al  bluah. 

It  reaulted  from  thia  atato  of  thinga  that  Henriette  — 
whom  the  absence  of  La  Mole  deprived  of  all  the  advan- 
tages the  society  of  Coconnas  afforded  her;  that  is  to 
say,  his  inexhauatible  gayety  and  hia  endleaa  entertaining 
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caprices  —  came  one  day  to  beg  of  Marguerite  to  restore 
to  ber  tbat  necessary  tbird  party,  in  vbose  absence  tbe 
mind  and  beart  of  Coconnas  were  gradually  wasting 
away. 

Maiguerite,  always  compassionate,  and  besides  urged  by 
the  prayers  of  La  Mole  and  the  desires  of  her  own  heart, 
made  an  appointment  with  Henriette  for  a  meeting  on  the 
next  day  in  the  house  with  two  doors,  where  they  might 
thoroughly  consider  these  matters  without  interruption. 

Coconnas  received  with  a  very  ill  grace  Henriette's 
summons  to  be  in  the  Rue  Tizon  at  half-past  nine.  Nev- 
ertheless, he  went  to  the  appointed  place,  where  he  found 
Henriette  already  arrived,  and  not  a  little  offended  at  being 
there  first. 

"  Fie,  Monsieur  ! "  cried  she,  as  he  entered,  "  what  bad 
manners  to  make,  I  will  not  say  a  princess,  but  a  woman 
wait  in  this  way  !  " 

"  Wait  1  **  replied  Coconnas.  "  I  like  that  I  I  '11  wager 
you  what  you  like  that  we  are  before  our  time." 

"  I  was,  yes." 

**  Bah  !  and  so  am  I.  I  '11  bet  it  is  n't  later  than  ten 
o'clock." 

"  Very  well  I  my  note  said  half-past  nine." 

"  And  therefore  I  left  the  Louvre  at  nine,  —  for  I  am 
in  the  service  of  the  Due  d'Alen9on,  I  would  say  in  pass- 
ing, which  will  oblige  me  to  leave  you  in  an  hour." 

''  And  that  pleases  you  ? " 

"  Upon  my  soul,  no  !  But  M.  d'Alen9on  is  a  surly  and 
whimsical  master ;  and  if  there  is  to  be  a  scolding  I  would 
rather  it  would  come  from  pretty  lips  like  yours  than  ficm 
a  crooked  mouth  like  his." 

"  Come,  now,"  said  the  duchess,  "  that  is  a  little  better. 
You  say,  then,  that  you  left  the  Louvre  at  nine  o'clock  ? " 

''  Oh,  certainly,  yes,  —  intending  to  come  straight  here ; 
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but  at  the  comer  of  the  Bue  de  Grenelle  I  saw  a  man 
who  looked  like  La  Mole." 

''Goodl  stiULaMole." 

''  Always,  with  or  without  permission." 

"  Rude  I " 

"  Ah  1 "  said  CoconnaSi  '^  we  are  beginning  our  oompli' 
ments  again." 

"  No ;  but  finish  your  story." 

''  I  am  not  anxious  to  tell  it ;  but  you  asked  me  whj  I 
was  late." 

"  Certainly ;  is  it  for  me  to  arriye  first  1 " 

**  £h  I    You  have  no  one  to  search  for." 

"  You  are  assuming,  my  dear.  But  continue.  At  the  cor- 
ner of  the  Bue  de  Grenelle  you  saw  a  man  who  resembled 
La  Mole.     But  what  is  that  on  your  doublet,  —  blood  t" 

''  Good  1  that  was  a  man  who  splashed  me  as  he  felL" 

"  You  have  been  fighting  t " 

''  I  should  say  so." 

"  For  your  La  Mole  1 " 

"  For  whom  would  you  haye  me  fight^  —  for  a  woman  V 

"  Thank  you." 

*'  I  followed,  then,  that  man  who  had  the  impudence  to 
borrow  the  manner  of  my  friend ;  I  overtook  him  in  the  Bue 
Coquiliere.  I  went  in  front  of  him  and  examined  him 
closely  by  the  light  from  a  shop-window.    It  was  not  he." 

''  Good  !  that  was  well  done." 

"  Yes,  but  it  was  unlucky  for  him.  *  Monsieur,'  I  said 
to  him,  '  you  are  a  fool  to  allow  yourself  to  bear  a  distant 
resemblance  to  my  friend  La  Mole,  who  is  an  accomplished 
cavalier^  while  it  is  easy  to  see,  on  a  near  view,  that  you 
are  only  a  vagabond.'  Upon  that  he  drew  his  sword,  and 
I  drew  mine.  At  the  third  pass,  —  see  his  bad  manners  1 
—  he  splashed  me  as  he  fell." 

"  And  did  you  not  afford  him  any  help  1 " 
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"  I  «ai  about  to  do  K)  when  a  man  passed  on  honeback. 
Ah,  then,  Dachesa,  I  was  son  it  was  La  Mole.  Unfor- 
tonately,  the  hoise  was  going  at  a  gallop.  I  ran  after  the 
lioraa ;  and  the  crowd  which  had  gathered  to  see  me  fight 
rut  after  me.  Now,  aa  I  might  have  been  taken  for  a 
thief,  followed  aa  I  was  by  that  mob  howling  at  my  hoela, 
L  vna  obliged  to  turn  and  put  them  to  flight ;  and  bo  I 
lost  a  little  time.  Meanwhile  the  hoiseman  had  disap 
peaied.  I  resumed  the  purauit.  I  inquired,  I  demanded, 
giving  the  color  of  the  horse;  but  battel  uselea^  —  no 
one  had  noticed  him.     And  bo,  tired  out,  I  came  heie." 

"Tired  out  I "  said  the  duchess;  "  that  was  very  kind 
ID  you," 

"  Listen,  dear  friend,"  said  Coconoas,  tnming  careleaslj 
in  hia  annchair ;  "  yon  an  still  about  to  persecute  me  with 
reference  to  La  Mole.  Well,  you  are  wrong  ;  for  in  ahort, 
friendship,  you  see  (I  wish  I  had  his  wit  or  his  leaniiiig, 
that  poor  friend's  ;  I  should  find  some  comparison  which 
would  make  you  feel  my  thoagbt)  —  friendship,  you  see, 
is  a  star  ;  while  love  —  love  —  well,  I  have  found  the 
comparison  —  love  is  only  a  candle.  Yon  will  tell  me 
that  there  are  many  kinds  —  " 

"Of  loves  1" 

"  No,  of  candles ;  and  that  among  those  different  kinda 
some  are  preferable  to  others,  —  the  rose  candle,  for  ex- 
ample. Agreed  aa  to  the  rose,  —  it  is  the  best ;  but  roae 
though  it  be,  the  candle  is  consumed,  while  the  star  shines 
forever.  To  that  yon  will  reply  that  when  the  candle  is 
eanaomed  one  can  light  another." 

"  M.  de  Cocouna^  you  are  a  fooL" 

"Lai" 

*  )C.  de  Coconnas,  yon  are  impertinent." 

"Lftl  la!" 

"  U.  de  Coconnas,  you  are  a  knave," 
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"  Madame,  I  warn  yoa  that  yon  win  make  me  r^rei 
La  Mole  three  times  as  much.'* 

"  You  no  longer  love  me.** 

''  On  the  contrary,  Duchess,  I  idolize  you ;  but  yoa  do 
not  understand  the  thing.  I  can  love  you,  cherish  you, 
idolize  you,  and  yet  employ  my  spare  time  in  eulogizing 
my  friend  I " 

"  You  call  the  moments  passed  with  me  spare  time  ! " 

"  I  can't  help  it ;  that  poor  La  Mole  is  forever  in  mj 
thoughts ! " 

"  And  you  prefer  him  to  me !  it  is  insulting.  Come, 
Annibalf  I  detest  you.  Deal  candidly  with  me ;  tell  me 
that  you  prefer  him  to  me.  Annibal,  I  warn  you  that  if 
you  dare  to  prefer  anything  in  the  world  to  me  —  " 

"  Henriette,  most  lovely  duchess !  let  me  advise  you, 
for  the  sake  of  your  own  tranquillity,  not  to  ask  unwise 
questions.  I  love  you  more  than  all  other  women,  but  I 
love  La  Mole  more  than  aU  other  men." 

"  Well  answered  1 "  said  a  strange  voice,  suddenly ;  and 
a  large  damask  curtain  being  raised  discovered  a  panel 
which,  sliding  back  into  the  wall,  and  forming  a  mode 
of  communication  between  the  two  apartments,  revealed 
La  Mole  framed  in  that  opening,  like  one  of  Titian's 
splendid  paintings  set  in  a  gilded  frame. 

*'  La  Mole  I "  exclaimed  Coconnas,  without  noticing 
Marguerite,  or  taking  time  to  thank  her  for  the  surprise 
she  had  arranged  for  him,  —  ''  La  Mole  1  my  friend !  my 
dear,  dear  friend  I  *' 

So  saying,  he  threw  himself  into  his  friend's  anna, 
knocking  over  the  table  that  stood  in  his  way,  as  well  as 
the  armchair  he  had  occupied. 

La  Mole  returned  his  greetings  with  effusion ;  but  in 
the  midst  of  it  all  he  turned  to  the  Duchesse  de  Neyen 
and  said^  **  Tou  must  pardon  me,  Madame^  if  the  mention 
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of  my  nams  has  been  allowed  to  dUturb  your  happineea  ; 
certainly,"  continaed  he,  ngarding  Marguerite  with  is- 
eSable  tendeninafl,  "  it  has  not  been  my  fianlt  that  I  h&ve 
not  sooner  retnmed." 

"  Ton  see,  Henriette,"  said  Ma^uorite,  taking  up  the 
conveiaation,  "  I  have  kept  taj  word  ;   here  he  is  I " 

"  Is  it  then  only  to  tbe  prayers  of  Madame  the  Duchess 
tliat  I  owe  this  happiness  T"  asked  La  Mole. 

"  To  her  prayers  alone,"  replied  Marguerite ;  then  facing 
him,  she  added,  "  La  Mole,  I  give  you  leave  not  to  believe 
ft  word  I  say," 

Meanwhile,  Coconnas,  after  having  embiaced  his  friend 
aind  walked  round  and  round  him  a  dozen  timee,  after 
even  holding  a  light  to  his  face,  tlie  better  to  gaze  on 
liis  beloved  featurea,  suddenly  turned  towards  Henriette, 
and  kneeling  down,  kissed  the  hem  of  her  robe. 

"  Well,  well  t "  said  tbe  Duchesse  de  Neveis,  "  I  like 
that !  yon  find  me  endurable  at  last  t " 

"  Mordi  I "  replied  Coconnas,  "  you  are,  as  you  always 
are  to  me,  adorable.  Only,  I  can  now  tell  you  so  with 
a  lighter  heart ;  and  I  wish  1  had  here  a  score  of  Poles, 
Sannatians,  and  other  barbarous  hyperboreans,  to  make 
them  confess  that  you  are  queen  of  the  beautiful." 

"  Gently,  gently,  Coconnas,"  interposed  La  Mole ; 
"and  Madame  ^rguerite,  then7" 

"Oh  I  1  take  nothing  back,"  answered  Coconnas,  with 
that  half-comic  air  peculiarly  his  own ;  "  Madame  Henri- 
ette is  qaeen  of  the  beautiful,  and  Madame  Marguerite  is 
the  beautiful  among  queens." 

"  Come,  then,  my  beautiful  qneen  ! "  said  Madame  de 
Nevers,  perceiving  that  Coconnas  had  neither  eyes  nor 
ears  for  any  <me  but  La  Mole,  "  let  ua  leave  these  tender 
friends  to  have  an  hour's  chat  together.  M.  de  Coconnas 
will  perhap*  be  a  little  more  rational  after  tiiat." 


/. 


132  HABaUERiTB  0E  YALDIB. 

Maigueiite  whupered  a  few  words  to  La  Mde,  wlio^ 
whatever  might  have  heen  his  desire  to  see  bis  friend  onee 
more,  would  have  been  quite  content  had  the  tendetiK 
of  Coconnas  been  less  exacting.  Coconnas  meantime 
trying,  by  force  of  protestations,  to  elicit  a  pleasant  smile 
and  a  friendly  word  from  the  lips  of  Henriette, — an  effort 
easily  saccessful. 

Then  the  two  women  went  into  the  adjoining  chamber, 
where  supper  was  awaiting  them,  and  the  two  yoong  men 
were  left  alone. 

The  first  questions  asked  by  Coconnas  related  to  that 
fatal  evening  in  which  La  Mole  had  been  so  near  to  los- 
ing his  life.  As  La  Mole  proceeded  in  his  narration, 
the  Piedmontese  shook  with  emotion.  **  And  why,*'  he 
asked,  '*  instead  of  running  away  as  you  did,  and  causing 
me  so  much  anxiety,  did  you  not  seek  refuge  with  oar 
master  the  duke,  who  would  have  received  and  protected 
you  1 " 

"Our  master!"  said  La  Mole,  in  a  low  voices  *'tbe 
Due  d'Alen9on1'' 

''Yes,  according  to  what  he  has  told  me,  it  k  to  him 
that  you  owe  your  life." 

"  I  owe  my  life  to  the  King  of  Navarre^'*  replied  La 
Mole. 

''Oh,  oh!**  said  Coconnas ;  "  are  you  sure  of  it  1  * 

"  It  is  beyond  a  doubt" 

*'  Oh,  the  good,  the  excellent  king !  but  what  part  did 
the  Due  d'Alen^on  play  in  the  affiiir  1  ** 

**  He  held  the  cord  with  which  I  was  to  be  strangled.'* 

**Mord%I^  exclaimed  Coconnas,  springing  up  with 
violent  energy ;  ''  are  you  sure  of  thati  What  I  a  psle- 
fieiced  sickly-looking  prince,  a  currish  mongrel,  dare  to 
strangle  my  friend !  — morrft  /  by  to-morrow  he  shill 
hear  my  opinion  on  the  subject.** 
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"  An  f  on  niBd  I " 

"It  is  tme,  he  might  begin  agun —  But  what  mat- 
ter I  the  afiair  mnat  not  be  passed  ovei  in  this  way." 

*  Cone,  come,  Coeonu^  calm  joniaelf,  and  ti;  not  to 
forget  that  it  is  half-past  eleven  o'clock,  and  that  you  ate 
in  waiting  to-night  at  the  LonTre." 

"  What  care  I  for  that  t  Qood  I  he  may  wait  long  ere 
he  has  m;  attendance.  What,  do  you  luppoee  I  will  ever 
again  serre  a  num  who  has  held  a  ooid  to  morder  niy 
frieui  t  Toa  ate  jesting  1  No,  no,  the  band  of  Prori- 
denca  haa  nnnited  us,  and  from  you  I  go  no  more.  If 
yon  stay  here  I  remain  also." 

"For  (he  love  of  Heaven,  Coooimaa,  mind  what  yob 
ate  abont ;   yon  are  not  druak  1  " 

"Luckily,  for  if  I  were  I  should  set  the  Louvre  on 
file." 

"Come,  Anniba],"  replied  La  Mole,  "be  reasonable. 
Return  yoadar.     The  service  is  a  sacred  mattei." 

"  Will  you  return  with  me } " 

"  Impoesibla." 

"  Are  they  still  thinking  of  killing  you  1 " 

"  I  don't  think  so ;  I  am  of  too  little  importance  fat 
them  to  have  a  settled  plan  against  me.  They  undertook 
to  kill  me  in  a  moment  of  caprice,— that  is  all;  the 
princes  were  on  a  laik  that  night." 

"  What  do  you  propose  to  do,  then  t " 

"IT  nothing;    I  will  stroll  about ;  I  will  take  a  walk." 

"Well,  I  will  take  a  walk,  like  yon;  I  will  stroll  with 
you,  —  it  is  a  charming  occapatioiL  Then,  if  they  attack 
ns,  there  will  be  two  of  us,  and  we  vrill  give  them  work 
to  do.  Ah,  let  h\m  cumi!  on,  ymr  iiiseut  of  a  duko  I  1 
will  pin  him  U>  the  wall,  like  a  butterflj!" 

"  But  ask  hira  for  leave  of  abeeooe,  then." 

"Tea^  final" 
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"  In  that  case,  notify  him  that  yoa  leave  him." 

"Nothing  more  fitting.    I  consent  to  that.     I 
write  to  him." 

^  It  is  veiy  improper,  Goconnaa^  to  write  to  him,  • 
prince  of  the  hlood  I " 

'*  Yes,  of  the  blood !  of  the  blood  of  my  Mend,     'l 
care  1 "  cried  Ckxsonnas,  rolling  his  eyes  tiagically,  —  '* 
care  that  I  don't  make  short  work  of  matters  of  etiqneUx^ 

"  In  fact,'*  said  La  Mole  to  himself^  '*  in  a  few  day 
will  have  no  need  of  the  prince  nor  of  any  one ;  for  u 
is  willing  to  go  with  us  we  will  take  him  away.'* 

Coconnas  took  the  pen  without  further  opposition  ir 
his  friend,  and  hastily  composed  the  following   Li* 
eloquence :  — 

Mt  Lord,  —  There  can  be  no  doubt  but  that  yonr  I' 
ness,  versed  in  the  writings  of  antiquity,  is  acquainted 
the  touching  story  of  Orestes  and  Pylades,  two  heroes 
brated  aUke  for  Uieir  misfortunes  and  their  friendship.    "- 
friend  La  Mole  is  not  less  unfortunate  than  was  Orestes,  aui. 
am  not  less  devoted  than  was  Pylades.     Affairs  of  the  utL 
importance  to  him  demand  my  aid  at  this  particular  momv 
it  is  therefore  impossible  for  me  to  leave  him.    So  that ' 
the  permission  of  your  Highness^  I  will  take  a  furlougl. 
solved  as  I  am  to  follow  the  fortune  of  my  friend  whiUi* 
ever  it  may  lead  me.    This  will  show  your  Highness  ^ 
great  is  the  force  which  tears  me  from  your  Highness's  serv. 
by  reason  of  which  I  do  not  despair  of  obtaining  forgiver 
and  venture  to  continue  to  call  myself,  Monseigneur, 

Tour  royal  Higbness's  most  humble  and  most  obedieot 
Annibal,  Comtb  db  Coconkas, 

InBepofrabU  friend  of  M-  de  la  lu 

This  masterpiece  being  finished,  Cooonnas  read  it  i 
loud  voice  to  La  Mole,  who  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
"  WeU,  what  do  you  think  of  itl"  inquired  CoconL 
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who  had  not  seen  the  movement,  or  feigned  not  to  have 
seen  it. 

"  Why,  I  say  that  M.  d'Alen^on  will  laugh  at  ns." 

"Atusr* 

"  Conjointly." 

"  That  is  better,  it  seems  to  me,  than  to  strangle  us 
separately." 

"Bah!"  said  La  Mole,  laughing;  '^perhaps  the  one 
will  not  prevent  the  other." 

"  WeU,  so  much  the  worse !  Come  what  will,  I  shall 
send  the  letter  to-morrow  morning.  Where  shall  we  go 
to  find  a  bed  on  leaving  here?" 

"  To  Maitre  la  Huri^re*s.  You  remember,  -^  that  little 
chamber  where  you  tried  to  murder  me  before  we  were 
Orestes  and  Pylades." 

"Well,  I  will  get  our  host  to  take  my  letter  to  the 
Louvre." 

At  this  moment  the  panel  was  slid  back. 

"  Well,"  inquired  both  princesses  in  the  same  breath ; 
•'and  where  are  Orestes  and  Pylades  1" 

"  Mordiy  Madame !  "  replied  Coconnas,  ''  Pylades  and 
Orestes  are  dying  of  hunger  and  of  love." 

It  was,  in  &ct,  Maitre  la  Huriere  who,  at  nine  o'clock 
the  following  morning,  carried  to  the  Louvre  the  respect- 
ful missive  of  Comte  Annibal  de  Coconnas. 
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CHAPTEE    XIV. 

OBTHOK. 

Hbnbi  db  Navarbb,  after  the  lefosal  of  the  Due  d'Alen9on, 
irhich  left  everything  undecided  and  in  peril,  even  his 
Very  existence,  had  become^  if  possible,  more  intimate  with 
the  prince  than  he  had  been  before  ;  &om  which  drcaoh 
ktance  Catherine  concluded  that  not  only  did  the  two 
princes  undeistand  each  other,  but  also  that  they  wen 
engaged  in  some  conspiracy. 

She  questioned  Marguerite  on  the  subject,  but  Maigae- 
rite  was  worthy  of  her  mother ;  and  so  skilfully  did  the 
Queen  of  Navarre  parry  her  mother's  inquiries,  that,  har- 
ing  answered  to  all,  she  left  her  more  uncertain  than 
before. 

The  Florentine  had  thus  no  guide  but  the  spirit  of 
intrigue  she  had  brought  with  her  from  Tuscany;  and 
the  first  conclusion  she  came  to  was  that  as  the  hated 
B^amais  derived  the  principal  part  of  his  strength  from 
his  alliance  with  the  Due  d*AIen9on,  it  would  be  expe- 
dient to  separate  them  as  speedily  as  possible. 

From  the  instant  in  which  she  formed  this  resolatioo, 
Catherine  continued  to  beset  her  son  with  the  patienoe 
and  skill  of  a  fisherman  who,  having  dropped  his  leadB 
at  some  distance  from  the  fish,  gradually  draws  them 
together  until  his  prey  is  surrounded  on  all  sides. 

Due  Francis  was  conscious  of  the  increased  affection 
shown  him  by  his  mother,  whose  advances  he  reoeired 
with  every  manifestation  of  pleasure.    As  for  Henri,  he 
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effected  to  know  nothing  of  what  was  going  on.  Vat  he 
iLept  a  more  watchful  eye  on  his  ally  than  he  had  hitherto 
done.     Everyhody  seemed  to  await  some  event. 

Now,  while  all  were  in  that  attitude  of  expectation,  on 
a  morning  when  the  sun  had  risen  with  more  than  wonted 
splendor,  and  the  rich  halmy  air  was  filled  with  the  odor 
of  a  thousand  flowers,  a  pale  and  sickly-looking  man  came 
forth  from  a  small  house  situated  hehind  the  Arsenal,  and 
feebly  dragged  his  way,  supporting  himself  by  a  8ta£^ 
towards  the  Rue  de  Petit  Muse. 

Having  reached  the  Porte  St.  Antoine,  he  diveiged  from 
the  boulevard  and  entered  the  Archery  Garden,  the  man 
who  kept  the  gate  receiving  him  with  every  demonstration 
of  respect 

No  one  was  in  the  garden,  which,  as  its  name  indicates^ 
belonged  to  an  association  of  archers.  But  had  there  been 
spectators  present,  the  pale  stranger  would  have  well  mer- 
ited their  comuiiseration  and  sympathy ;  for  his  long  mus- 
tache and  his  military  step,  weakened  by  sickness  and 
suffering,  sufficiently  indicated  that  he  was  some  officer 
recently  wounded,  seeking  to  regain  his  strength  by  gentle 
exercise  in  the  sunlight  Tet,  strange  to  say,  when  the 
cloak  with  which  (spite  of  the  increasing  warmth)  the  ap- 
parently harmless  visitant  was  clad  flew  open,  it  displayed 
a  pair  of  long  pistols  hanging  to  the  silver  clasps  of  his 
belt,  which  also  sustained  a  dagger  and  a  sword  of  colossal 
aixe,  the  latter  of  which  hung  heavily  at  his  side^  and  with 
its  ponderous  sheath  clattered  against  his  shrunken  and 
trembling  legs.  Besides  all  this,  and  for  further  increase 
of  precautions,  the  lounger,  solitary  as  he  was,  at  every 
step  cast  a  searching  glance  around,  questioning  every 
path,  every  bush,  every  ditch.  Thus  advancing  into  the 
garden,  the  man  selected  for  a  resting-place  a  small  cov- 
ered arbor  looking  on  the  boulevards,  from  which  it  was 
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aeparated  only  by  a  thick  hedge  and  a  amall  ditch,  which 
formed  a  double  barrier.  Extending  his  weary  limba  on 
a  turfy  bank  within  reach  of  a  table,  he  beckoned  the 
porter, —who,  in  addition  to  the  duties  of  oondargt^  exer- 
daed  also  the  vocation  of  a  vintner,  —  and  saying  a  few 
woidsi  was  quickly  supplied  with  what  appeared  to  be  a 
species  of  cordial 

The  invalid  had  been  about  ten  minutes  in  his  shady 
retreat,  Alowly  discussing  the  draught  brought  to  him  by 
the  eofncierge^  when  suddenly  his  countenance,  notwith- 
standing its  interesting  pallor,  assumed  a  fearful  expre»> 
sion*  He  had  just  noticed  the  approach  of  a  cavalier  who, 
turning  quickly  round  the  comer  of  a  street^  advanced, 
wrapped  in  a  laige  cloak,  and  stopped  just  before  his  eyes. 
Scarcely  had  the  pale  stranger  in  the  arbor  (who  was  no 
other  than  Maurevel)  a  little  recovered  &om  the  agitation 
occasioned  by  the  unexpected  presence  of  the  cavalier, 
when  he  observed  that  the  latter  was  joined  by  a  second 
person,  dressed  in  the  garb  of  a  page. 

Concealed  beneath  his  leafy  bower,  Maurevel  could  see 
everything  and  hear  everything  without  difficulty.  And 
when  the  reader  learns  that  the  cavalier  was  Mouy,  and 
that  the  young  man  was  Orthon,  he  can  judge  whether 
Maurevel  found  employment  for  his  eyes  and  ears. 

Both  looked  carefully  around  them,  while  Maarevel 
held  his  breath  lest  a  sound  should  escape  him. 

'^  You  may  speak  now  in  safety.  Monsieur,**  said  Um 
younger  and  more  confident  of  the  two ;  "  we  are  quite 
secure  here;  none  can  either  see  or  hear  us." 

"  'T  IB  well  I "  answered  Mouy.  **  Now  attend  1  you  an 
to  go  to  Madame  de  Sauve's,  and  should  she  be  at  home 
give  this  into  her  own  hands ;  but  if  she  be  not  in  her 
apartments  then  place  the  letter  where  the  king  is  ac- 
customed to  deposit  his,  —  behind  the  mirror.     Wait  at 
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the  Loavre ;  and  if  an;  npl;  is  sent  bring  it,  yon  know 
irbere.  Should  jron  not  be  cbaiged  with  an  answer,  then 
aeet  me  to-nigbt,  with  a  petronel,  at  the  spot  I  pointed 
oat  to  70U,  and  which  I  have  just  left" 

"  Enough  t "  said  Orthon ;  "  I  onderatand." 
**  I  must  now  leare  you,"  continued  Mouy ;  "  I  have 
mach  to  do  during  the  day.  It  will  be  useless  for  you  to 
go  to  tbe  Louvre  till  ^  is  there ;  and  I  have  every  reason 
to  believe  As  will  be  engaged  all  day  studying  hawking. 
Go,  and  fear  not  to  show  younelf  at  the  Louvre ;  you  can 
say  that  being  now  quite  recovered,  you  come  to  thank 
Madame  de  Sauve  fui  the  kind  care  she  took  of  yoa 
during  your  illness." 

Hnurevel,  with  fixed  gaze,  continued  to  listen  till  the 
perspiration  gathereil  in  la^  drops  on  his  forehead.  His 
first  impulse  had  been  to  detach  one  of  the  pistols  from 
his  belt  and  take  deadly  um  at  Mouy,  but  at  that  in- 
stant the  andden  opening  of  the  tatter's  cloak  displayed  a 
cnirass,  firm  and  solid.  Probably  the  ball  would  flatten 
on  the  cniiass,  or  would  striko  some  part  of  the  body 
where  the  wound  might  not  be  moitaL  Then,  he  reflected, 
Mouy,  vigorous  and  well  armed,  would  have  the  sdvsDtage 
of  him,  wounded  as  he  was ;  and  with  a  sigh  he  drew 
back  the  pistol  already  pointed  at  the  Huguenot  "  How 
unfortunate,"  he  murmured,  "  that  I  cannot  stretch  him 
dead  on  tbe  spot,  without  any  other  witness  than  that 
young  vailet,  who  would  have  served  as  a  capital  mark 
for  my  second  pistol !  " 

Then,  on  the  other  hand,  it  occmred  to  him  that  the 
note  sent  by  the  page  to  Madame  de  Sanve  might  be 
better  worth  takiag  than  even  the  life  of  the  Hogoenot 

"Well,"  Mid  be^  "be  it  w>,  then  ; 
morning,  but  t^Mnonow  I  will  settle  all  scons  iriflkj 
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if  I  puTBue  you  to  that  hell  £mm  which  yoa  ha^e  spniQg 
to  rain  me,  unless  I  first  destroy  yonl  *' 

At  this  instant^  Mouy,  folding  his  doak  aionnd  him, 
and  concealing  his  features  in  its  large  folda,  departed  in 
the  direction  of  the  Temple,  while  Oithon  took  the  road 
that  conducted  to  the  iMinks  of  the  river. 

Then  Maurevel,  rising  with  more  vigor  and  agility  than 
he  had  dared  to  hope  for,  regained  the  Rue  de  la  Gerisaie, 
caused  a  horse  to  be  saddled,  and,  weak  as  he  was,  and  at 
the  risk  of  again  opening  his  newly-closed  wounds,  he  set 
off  at  full  gallop  towards  the  Rue  St.  Antoine,  reached 
the  quays,  and  darted  into  the  Louvre. 

Five  minutes  after  he  had  passed  the  wicket^  Catherine 
was  in  full  possession  of  all  that  had  occurred,  and  Mao* 
revel  had  received  the  thousand  golden  crowns  promisBd 
him  for  the  arrest  of  the  King  of  Navarre. 

"Tes,  yes!"  exclaimed  Catherine,  ezultingly,  '' either 
I  am  much  deceived,  or  Mouy  will  turn  out  the  hlad[ 
spot  discovered  by  Ren4  in  the  horoscope  of  this  coised 
B^amais.'' 

A  quarter  of  an  hour  after  Maurevel,  Ortbon  reached 
the  Louvre,  and  having  fearlessly  shown  himself  as  di- 
rected by  Mouy,  proceeded  unmolested  to  the  apaxtments 
of  Madame  de  Sauve.  There  he  found  only  Dariole,  who 
informed  him  that  her  lady  was  occupied,  by  the  queen's 
orders,  in  transcribing  letters  for  her  Majesty,  who  had 
summoned  her  for  that  purpose  within  the  last  five 
minutes. 

*^  It  does  not  signify,**  replied  Orthon ;  *'  I  caa  wait" 
Then,  profiting  by  the  freedom  he  had  always  been  pe^ 
mitted  to  enjoy,  he  went  into  the  adjoining  chamber, 
which  was  the  sleeping-room  of  the  baroness,  and  after 
assuring  himself  that  he  was  unobserved,  carafhlly  de- 
posited the  note  behind  the  looking-glass.    Just  as  he 


OBTHON.  141 

was  withdiawiBg  bis  hand  from  tbe  mirror,  Catherine 
entered  the  room.  Orthon  changed  color,  for  he  fancied 
that  the  quick,  searching  glance  of  the  qneen-mother 
was  first  directed  to  the  glass. 

"What  are  you  doing  here,  my  little  fellow?"  asked 
Catherine ;  *^  seeking  for  Miuiame  de  Sauve,  I  suppose ) " 

"YeSy  indeed,  your  Majesty;  it  is  a  long  time  since 
I  saw  her,  and  if  I  delay  returning  her  my  thanksy  I  fear 
she  will  think  me  ungtatefuL" 

"  You  love  Madame  de  Sauve,  then,  very  much,  do  you 
notl" 

''Oh,  that  I  do,  with  all  my  heart  I  I  can  never  forget 
the  kindness  Madame  de  Sauve  condesoended  to  bestow 
on  a  humble  servitor  like  myself." 

"  And  upon  what  occasion  was  it  that  she  showed  you 
all  this  care  and  attention  ] "  inquired  Catherine,  feigning 
to  be  ignorant  of  what  had  be&Uen  the  youth. 

"  When  I  was  wounded,  Madame." 

"Ah,  poor  child  I''  said  Catherine^  "you  have  been 
wounded  1  *• 

"  Yes,  Madamet" 

"And  when  was  that? " 

"The  night  that  they  tried  to  arrest  the  King  of 
Navarre.  I  was  so  terrified  at  the  sight  of  the  soldiers 
that  I  called  out  for  help ;  one  of  them  gave  me  a  blow 
on  the  head,  and  I  fell  senseless  to  the  ground." 

"  Poor  child  I  and  you  are  now  quite  recovered  f' 

"  Oh,  quite,  Madame  ! " 

"And  that  being  the  case,"  continued  Catherine,  "I 
suppose  you  are  trying  to  get  back  into  the  service  of 
the  King  of  Kavarrel" 

"No,  indeed,  Madame;  when  the  King  of  Navarre 
learned  that  I  had  presumed  to  resist  your  Megest/s 
iesdera,  he  dismissed  me  in  heavy  displeasure." 
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**  Really  1  '*  said  Catherine^  with  a  tone  expTeauTe  of 
the  deepest  interest.  ^  WeU,  I  will  take  the  amngement 
of  that  affiur  into  my  own  hands  ;  hut  if  yon  are  looking 
for  Madame  de  Sanve,  yon  will  do  so  in  vain.  She  is  at 
this  moment  hnsily  occupied  in  my  apartments.**  Then, 
thinking  that  Orthon  might  not  have  had  time  to  place 
his  note  hehind  the  glass  pievioos  to  her  entrance,  she 
returned  to  the  adjoining  chamher,  in  order  to  afford  the 
requisite  opportunity  for  his  so  doing. 

But  just  as  Orthon,  uneasy  at  the  unexpected  arriTal 
of  the  queen-mother,  was  asking  himself  whether  the 
circumstance  did  not  in  some  way  forehode  evil  to  his 
master,  he  heard  three  gentle  taps  against  the  ceiling,  — 
the  very  signal  he  was  in  the  hahit  of  using  to  warn  his 
master  of  the  approach  of  danger  during  his  visits  to 
Madame  de  Sauve.  He  started  at  the  sound ;  a  sudden 
light  seemed  to  hreak  in  upon  his  mind,  and  he  ap- 
propriated the  warning  to  himself, — danger  was  near, 
doubtless;  and  hastily  springing  towards  the  mirror,  he 
withdrew  the  paper  he  had  previously  placed  there. 

Through  a  rent  in  the  tapestried  hangings,  Catherine 
watched  every  movement  of  the  youth;  she  saw  him 
dart  forward  to  the  mirror,  but  whether  to  take  away 
or  to  conceal  the  coveted  paper,  she  could  not  detect. 
Hetuming  to  the  apartment^  with  a  smiling  counte- 
nance she  said|  "  What  I  here  still,  my  little  man  I 
What  are  yon  waiting  for,  then  I  Did  I  not  promise  to 
take  chaige  of  your  future  prospects!  Do  you  doubt 
my  wordl*' 

"  Gkxl  forbidi  Madame  ! "  replied  Orthon ;  then,  kneel- 
ing before  the  queen,  he  kissed  the  hem  of  her  robe,  and 
hastily  quitted  the  room.  As  he  went  out  he  observed 
the  captain  of  the  guards  waiting  the  orders  of  Catherine 
in  the  antechamber.    This  was  far  from  calming  his  ap- 
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prehensioBS ;  on  the  contiarf,  it  increased  the  vagae  tenor 
under  vhich  he  alread;  labored. 

Ab  bood  aa  the  folds  of  the  massy  cortein  which  htmg 
Iwfore  the  door  bad  closed  on  the  form  of  Orthon,  Catbe- 
nne  darted  to  the  mirror ;  hnt  vainly  did  she  thrust  her 
eager  band  behind  it  She  found  no  letter,  and  yet  she 
was  sure  that  she  had  seen  the  jonth  approach  tbs  mirror, 
—  it  was,  then,  to  recover,  and  not  to  deposit  the  missive. 
Fatality  gave  an  equal  force  to  her  adversaries.  A  child 
became  a  man  the  moment  be  contended  against  her.  She 
■hook  the  mirror,  examined,  sounded.  Nothing  there  I 
**  Ob,  the  poor  wretch  I  "  she  cried.  "  I  wished  him  no 
harm,  but  in  withdrawing  that  note  be  hastens  to  his 
doom.     Ho,  there,  M.  de  Nancey ! " 

The  vibrating  voice  of  the  queen  crossed  the  salon  and 
penetrated  even  to  the  anteroom,  where  M.  de  Nancey 
awaited  her  orders.  At  the  sound  of  his  name  thus  pro- 
nooBCed,  the  captiun  of  the  guards  lost  not  an  instant  in 
obeying  the  summons.  "  What  is  your  Majesty's  pleas- 
ure 1 "  said  he,  on  entering. 

"  Did  you  but  now  observe  a  youth  —  say,  a  mem 
child  —  go  bence  1 " 

"  I  did,  Madame." 

"  Call  him  back." 

"  By  what  name  shall  I  address  him  1 " 

"  By  that  of  Orthon.  Should  he  refuse  to  return,  bring 
him  back  by  force ;  bat  do  not  alarm  him  if  he  comes 
univsi^liniily.      1   niii.'it  pppak  with   him   liirectly." 

The  caplflin  of  tlin  guitri-U  ilartf:(l  f,iit.  Orthon  had 
■oaroely  got  halfway  downstairs;  fur  ln.^  was  descending 
etnwiy  in  thu  hope  of  meetin;;  in  Dip  '-I  lire  or  seeing  in 
•oaift  curridiir  the  King  of  Nnvam>  or  Mi'iame  de  Sauve, 
Hebmrxl  himself  called,  and  a  coM  sluiiMer  seired  him, 
g  had  sent  fur  him.     His  first  impulse 
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was  to  flji  but  with  an  accuracy  of  judgment  aboye  his 
years,  he  quickly  perceived  that  flight  would  be  oeitain 
ruin.    He  therefore  stopped  and  inquired,  '*  Who  calls  me  1 " 

*'  I  do,  —  M.  de  Nancey/'  lepUed  the  captain  of  (he 
guards,  hurriedly  descending  the  stairs. 

**  But  I  am  in  a  very  great  hurry/'  replied  Orthon* 

"  By  order  of  her  Majesty  the  Queen-mother." 

The  terrified  boy  wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  brow, 
and  turned  back,  the  captain  following.  As  he  entered 
the  room  where  the  queen-mother  waited  he  trembled^and 
a  deathly  paleness  came  over  him.  The  poor  boy  was  ss 
yet  too  young  to  exercise  a  more  practiced  control  o?er 
himself.  ''  Madame,**  he  said,  "  you  have  done  me  the 
honor  to  recall  me.  How  can  I  be  of  service  to  your 
Majesty  I " 

'*  I  have  recalled  you,  child/'  answered  Catherine,  with 
a  bright  and  encouraging  smile,  ''  because  your  counte- 
nance pleases  me ;  and  having  promised  to  interest  myself 
in  your  welfare,  I  wish  to  do  so  at  once.  They  accuse  qb 
of  being  forgetful.  It  is  not  our  heart  which  is  forgetful, 
but  our  mind,  crowded  by  events.  Now  I  have  remem- 
bered that  kings  hold  in  their  hands  the  fortune  of  men, 
and  so  I  sent  for  you.     Come,  my  child,  follow  me." 

M.  de  Nancey,  who  took  this  scene  seriously,  regarded 
the  tender  manner  of  Catherine  with  great  astonishment 

**  Can  you  ride,  little  one  t "  asked  Catherine. 

«*  Yes,  Madame." 

"  Then  come  into  my  cabinet,  and  I  will  give  you  a 
message  to  carry  to  St.  Cermain." 

**  I  am  at  your  Majesty's  commands." 

**  Older  a  horse  to  be  prepared,  M.  de  Nancey.** 

The  captain  of  the  guards  disappeared. 

*'  Now  then,  boy  1  **  said  Catherine,  leading  the  way  and 
signing  for  Orthon  to  follow  her. 
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The  queen-mother  deaoended  a  flight  of  stain,  then  en« 
teied  the  conidor  in  which  were  situated  the  apartmentt 
of  the  Due  d'Alen^on  and  the  king,  reached  the  winding 
staiicaae,  again  descended  a  flight  of  atairs,  and  opening  a 
door  leading  to  a  circular  gallery,  of  which  none  but  the 
king  and  herself  possessed  the  key,  made  Orthon  ptum 
through  before  her,  then,  entering  after  him,  cloiMsd  the 
door.  This  gallery  formed  a  sort  of  rampart  round  a  put" 
tion  of  the  apartments  occupied  by  the  king  and  qutsen- 
mother,  and  resembled  the  corridor  of  the  Caittie  of 
St.  Angelo  at  Rome,  or  that  of  the  Pitti  Palace  at  Flor* 
ence,  designed  to  serve  as  a  place  of  refuge  in  comi  of 
danger. 

The  door  secured,  Catheiine  and  ber  compani/^^n  (ffnad 
themselves  enclosed  in  a  dark  corriJor.  Tl««y  s/lvan/:^!  a 
few  steps,  the  queen  lea^ling  the  way  an/1  tU*:  \^*t  (fAlow^ 
ing,  when  sud<lenly  Cashehne  ianiihfi  roaci/i ;  At  A  Ottttou 
perceived  on  her  coonteoaa^e  tL<  iAm«  y^t^As^j  iiX\it*siAj»u 
it  had  worn  ten  miLiU^  pT^Tir.ruIj,  H-:f  *7<«,  f*/*tA^ 
like  those  of  tbe  eat  ct  y^u^Lfit^  m^^xsi^i  V^  ^Un  t/nu 
^pairka  of  fire;. 

**Stup  !'  czaed  ka. 

chill  air  of  ihiS  TZJir*t.  ^itcr-^i  k-r^'A  *^p:mi^A  V*  'U-',*;^  wv.ajI 
him  Ilk*  la  v.j  iLozTuki  ;,  'uLa  iixx  ^wnu-a:  ^jcjk  "xm  v.*)  w  'A 
a  tacc  ;  Ctf >:f*r  -iitV  j.r.»t  'rw  yA,v.>jt,  ^.  v,  t«>*e«jc.  fa*.i: 
peuiiCEisai  liiii^    yinji<£   nmr'f   v^'^^udi     ii.t  5.v*^.'^»j;.  tb'w^i 
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<<  Indeed,  Madame,"  said  Oiihon,  *'  I  know  not  to  what 
your  Majesty  alladee.** 

"  The  letter  given  you  hy  M.  de  Mony,  ahont  an  hour 
ginoey  hehind  the  Archery  Garden/' 

^Yonr  Majesty  is  wholly  mistaken  or  misinfomied," 
answered  Orthon;  "I  have  no  letter." 

""Ton  liel"  said  Catherine.  ''Give  me  that  letter, 
and  I  will  fulfil  the  promise  I  have  made  yoo." 

'<  What  letter,  Madame  t " 

**  I  will  make  yon  rich." 

**  I  have  no  letter,  Madame." 

Catherine  hegan  to  lose  all  patience.  She  ground  her 
teeth  with  rage ;  then,  suddenly  checking  herself  and  a»- 
suming  a  bland  smiley  she  said,  "  Give  it  to  me,  and  you 
shall  have  a  thousand  crowns  of  gold." 

"  I  hsTo  no  letter,  Madame." 

*'  Two  thousand  crowns." 

'' Impossible.  8inoe  I  haye  no  letter,  I  oannot  gire 
you  one." 

^  Ten  thousand  crowns,  Orthon  1 " 

Orthon,  who  perceived  the  rising  anger  of  the  queen, 
decided  that  the  only  chance  remaining  of  preserving  his 
mastei^s  secret  was  to  swallow  the  disputed  billet.  With 
this  design,  he  attempted  to  take  it  from  his  pocket; 
Catherine  divined  his  intention  and  stopped  him. 

"There,  there,  my  child  I"  said  she^  laughing,  'that 
will  do.  Your  fidelity,  it  seems,  is  above  all  temptation. 
Well,  when  royalty  would  secure  to  itself  a  fiiithfal  fol- 
lower, it  is  necessary  to  try  the  devotedneas  of  the  heart 
it  would  attach.  I  now  know  what  opinion  to  fonn  of 
your  zeal  and  faithfulness.  Take  this  purse,  in  earnest  of 
my  future  bounty,  and  cany  the  note  to  your  master, 
with  an  intimation  that  after  to^iay  I  tute  yon  into 
my  service.    You  may  now  depart;  you  can  let  yomaelf 


So  mjinz.  Cu&eme  plvtid  a  lM«Ti>  tU>k)  ^'^iwi^  ^)i  f K^ 
haads  of  the  saSoaisbed  tch:iK  wi(lbf4  ^»i  a  <^w  nh^^ss^ 
ADd  plaeed  ber  hind  «:iins<  tho  'vntlU 

Bnt  the  joons:  mtn  <toi>l  ht>$it*thvc«  W^  Ks>^\\^^  }^^^^ 
believe  thai  the  danger  which  h«  had  ^4l  ai\  M«M%r  >^m^« 
vitbdimwii  firom  him. 

"Come,  dont  tiemhie  so,**  said  OUWriu^  ^  IU>^  \\'\ 
I  said  that  yoa  aie  frse  to  go^  and  that  if  ytm  i^rik  willh^ti 
to  retom,  your  fortane  is  made  I  ** 

^Thanks,  graoioos  madams  I**  numnuriHl  Chlhon. 
''Then  you  pardon  met** 

**l  do  more;  I  reward  yon  as  a  fnitlifitl  hmiNr  i)f 
billeteKioiiZy— a  pleasing  moHiiongnr  of  loval  Only  ynii 
forget  that  your  master  is  waiting  for  you/* 

''Tnie!"  said  the  youth,  springing  Utwt^rtU  tlm  4uor. 

Bat  scarcely  had  he  adyanc4*d  thr<M  nU'im  ¥fU**u  iUa  ttnn^ 
gave  way  beneath  his  feet.  Un  aiiunil/M|  fUttwUti  |i)4 
hands  with  a  fearful  cry,  and  <Jinaf/{^<'4<rt'd  Ut  nitu  ftf  IIm/^'^ 
ham\Ae  oMi€U€$  of  t^ie  I/Kivre  i4  wUuU  l'iii\^.^t}h*4  h^4 
just  tondied  the  nfnns^ 

«Now,  then,**  said  CaU^WTi*,  ^^a^i^fc*  0,  iiAi$  ^.^J'* 
obstoiaey,   I  sLaJl   Lsre  tMtti'Jy  W^^   h^n*u<4   <c4^j>«i  i«/ 


The  PTorertciK  tb»aa  wturju^^d  V^  iw^i"  in,i/^,tUiiMJ(ijt,  wUu^^a^ 
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fonn  of  poor  Orthon ;  while,  on  the  other  side  of  the  wall 
forming  the  barrier  of  this  dreadful  spot,  the  waters  of  the 
Seine  were  heard  to  ripple  by,  brought  by  a  subterranean 
excavation  to  the  foot  of  the  staircase. 

Having  reached  the  damp  and  unwholesome  abyss, 
which  during  her  reign  had  witnessed  numerous  scenes 
like  thiSy  Catherine  proceeded  to  search  the  corpse,  eagerly 
seized  the  letter,  ascertained  by  the  lantern  that  it  was  the 
one  she  sought,  then  pushing  the  mangled  body  from  her 
with  her  foot,  she  pressed  a  spring,  the  bottom  of  the 
oubliette  sank  down,  and  the  corpse,  sliding  down  by  its 
own  weight,  disappeared  towards  the  river. 

Closing  the  door  after  her,  she  reascended,  and  return- 
ing to  her  cabinet,  read  the  paper  poor  Orthon  had  so 
valiantly  defended.     It  was  conceived  in  these  words: 

This  evening  at  t^n  o'clock,  Rue  de  VArbre  Sec,  Hotel  de  U 
Belle  £toile.  Should  you  come,  no  reply  is  needed  ;  if  other- 
wise, say  ^  No  "  to  the  bearer. 

MouT  DB  Saint-Phale. 

As  Catherine  read  these  words,  a  smile  of  triumph 
curled  her  lip.  She  thought  only  of  the  victory  she  had 
gained,  completely  foigetting  at  what  cost  it  had  been 
won.  And  after  all,  what  was  Orthon  t  A  faithful,  de- 
voted follower ;  a  young,  a  handsome,  and  noble-miDded 
youth,  —  nothing  more ;  of  no  weight  in  the  balance  in 
which  the  destinies  of  empirRS  are  suspended. 

Having  read  the  note,  Catherine  immediately  returned 
to  the  apartments  of  Madame  de  Sauve,  and  placed  it  be- 
hind the  mirror.  As  she  returned,  she  found  the  captain 
of  the  guards  in  the  corridor. 

"Madame,"  said  M.  de  Nancey,  "according  to  your 
Majesty's  orders,  the  horse  is  ready." 

"  My  dear  baron,"  said  Catherine,  "  the  horse  is  use* 
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leas;  I  have  talked  with  the  hoy  and  find  that  he  is 
not  sufficiently  intelligent  to  he  intrusted  with  the  mes- 
sage I  designed  to  send  hy  him.  I  have  therefore  made 
him  a  little  present^  and  dismissed  him  hy  the  small 
sid&>wicket.'' 

**  Buty"  persisted  M.  de  Nancey,  '*  that  commission  f* 

"  That  commission  t**  Catherine  repeated. 

"  Yesy  the  enand  to  St  Germain.  Does  your  Mcgesty 
wish  that  I  go  myself  or  shall  I  send  one  of  my  meni" 

''No/' said  Catherine;  '^hotb  you  and  your  men,  M. 
de  Nancey,  will  have  other  work  this  evening.^'  And 
Catherine  returned  to  her  apartments  well  assured  that  in 
the  course  of  that  evening  she  would  hold  in  her  hands 
the  fiite  of  that  accursed  King  of  Navarre. 
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CHAPTEB   XV. 

TBB   H08TELBT  OF  THB  BELLE   ^TOILE. 

Two  hoQiB  after  the  eTsnfc  we  have  deeoiibed,  Madame  de 
Sauve,  having  completed  her  attendance  on  the  qneen, 
entered  her  apartments.  Henri  followed  her ;  and  Dariole 
having  informed  him  that  Orthon  had  been  there,  he  went 
to  the  glass  and  took  the  letter.  It  was,  as  we  have  seen, 
oonched  in  these  terms : 

This  evening  at  ten  o'clock,  Rue  de  rArbre  Sec,  Hdtd  de  la 
Belle  fitoile.  Should  you  come,  no  reply  is  needed;  if  oUier> 
wiseb  say  **  No  "  to  the  bearer. 

MouT  DB  Saibt-Phale. 

There  was  no  address  npon  the  letter. 

**  Henri  is  certain  to  go,"  Catherine  had  reflected  ;  **  for 
even  did  he  not  wish  it,  he  cannot  find  the  bearer  to  teU 
him  so.'* 

Catherine  was  right;  Henri  inquired  after  Oithon. 
Dariole  told  him  that  he  had  gone  ont  with  the  queen- 
mother  ;  but  Henri  felt  no  uneasiness,  as  he  knew  Orthon 
was  incapable  of  betraying  him.  He  dined  as  usual  at 
the  king's  table,  who  rallied  him  upon  the  mistakes  he  had 
made  that  morning  in  hawking.  Henri  excused  himself 
alleging  that  he  dwelt  on  the  mountuns,  and  not  in  the 
plains ;  but  he  promised  Charles  to  study  the  noble  aii 
Catherine  was  in  an  excellent  humor ;  and  when  she  rose 
from  table,  requested  Marguerite  to  pass  the  evening 
with  her. 
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At  eigbt  o'clock  Henri  took  two  of  his  gentlemeDy  went 
out  by  the  Porte  St  Honovtf ,  entexed  again  by  the  Tour 
de  Boifli  doeaed  the  Seine  at  the  ferry  of  the  Nesle,  went 
up  the  Bue  St  Jacques,  and  there  diemissed  his  compan- 
ions, as  if  he  were  going  to  an  amorous  lendezrous.  At 
the  comer  of  the  Bue  des  Mathurins  he  found  a  man  on 
horseback,  wrapped  in  a  large  cloak  j  he  approached  him. 

** Mantes  !"  said  the  man. 

^  Pau ! "  replied  the  king. 

The  horseman  instantly  dismounted.  Henri  wrapped 
himself  in  the  man's  splashed  mantle^  sprang  on  his  horee, 
rode  down  the  Bue  de  la  Harpe,  crossed  the  Pont  St. 
Michel,  passed  the  Bue  fiarth^lemy,  crossed  the  river 
again  &a  the  Pont  aux  Meuniers,  descended  the  quays, 
reached  the  Bue  de  I'Arbre  Sec,  and  knocked  at  Maitre  la 
Huridre's. 

La  Mole  was  in  a  little  chamber,  writing  a  long  love- 
Istter^— to  whom  may  be  easily  imagined.  Coconnas 
was  in  the  kitchen,  watching  half  a  doien  partridges 
roasting^  and  disputing  with  La  Hnri&re  as  to  whether 
they  were  done  or  not  At  this  moment  Henri  knocked. 
Or^ire  went  to  take  his  horse,  and  the  trayeller  entered, 
stamping  on  the  floor  as  if  to  warm  his  feet 

^£hl"  said  La  Mole,  continuing  to  write;  ^'La 
Huri^re,  here  is  a  gentleman  who  wants  you.'* 

La  Huri^re  advanced,  looked  at  Henri  from  head  to 
foot;  and  as  his  large  doak  did  not  inspire  him  with 
very  great  veneration,  ^^Who  are  you  I"  he  asked. 

''Bi,  $anff  Dieuf*  returned  Henri,  pointing  to  La 
Mole.  "I  am,  as  the  gentleman  told  you,  a  Qaseon 
gentleman  come  to  Pftris  to  appear  at  court" 

'' What  do  you  want  t" 

**  A  room  and  supper.** 

M  HumI**  said  La  Huriire^  '^have  you  a  lackey?** 
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It  was,  as  we  know,  his  usual  question. 

"  No/'  Henri  replied,  ^  but  I  count  on  having  one 
when  I  have  made  mj  fortune." 

"  I  do  not  let  a  room  to  any  one  unless  he  has  a 
lackey.** 

^  Even  if  I  offer  you  a  rose  noble  for  the  supper,  and 
your  own  price  for  the  room  9 " 

"  Ohy  oh  1  you  are  very  generous,  my  gentleman," 
said  La  Huri^re,  looking  at  Henri  with  suspicion. 

**  No ;  but  expecting  to  sup  here,  I  invited  a  friend  of 
mine  to  meet  me.     Have  you  any  good  wine  of  ArtoiBl' 

"  Henri  de  Navarre  drinks  no  better." 

**  Ah,  good  !    Here  is  my  Mend." 

As  he  spoke,  the  door  opened,  and  a  gentleman  some- 
what older  than  the  first,  and  having  a  long  rapier  at  his 
side,  entered. 

"Ah,  ah  1 "  said  he,  ''you  aire  exact,  my  young  Mead. 
It  is  something  for  a  man  who  has  travelled  two  handled 
leagues  to  be  so  punctual." 

"  Is  this  your  friend  1 "  asked  La  Huri^re. 

^  Yes,"  replied  the  first,  shaking  hands  with  the  yoong 
man  with  the  rapier. 

**  Mattre,"  said  La  Mole  to  La  Huri^re,  "  free  us  from 
these  Huguenot  fellows ;  Coconnas  and  I  cannot  convem 
together  while  they  are  there." 

"  Carry  the  supper  into  No.  2,  on  the  third  floor,**  said 
La  Huriere.     "  Upstairs,  gentlemen." 

The  two  travellers  followed  Grdgoire,  who  lighted  them. 

La  Mole  followed  them  with  his  eyes  until  they  had 
disappeared ;  then  turning,  he  saw  Coconnas  at  the 
kitchen  door.  Two  wide-open,  staring  eyes  and  a  gap- 
ing  mouth  gave  to  his  face  a  remarkable  expresnon 
of  astonishment.    La  Mole  approached  him* 

"  Mordi  /  "  said  Coconnas,  "  did  you  see  1 " 
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«What»" 

'*  Those  two  gendemen." 

«WeUr' 

"  I  would  swear  that  thej  aie  Henri  de  Navarre  and 
the  man  in  the  red  mantle." 

*'  Swear  if  yon  wish,  but  not  so  loud**' 

''  Ton  also  recognized  them  V 

«  Certainly." 

^  What  are  they  doing  here  t** 

"  Some  loYe-a£Gur." 

•*  You  think  B0 1 " 

*'  I  am  sure  of  it." 

^  I  'U  bet  they  are  engaged  in  some  conspiracy." 

''  Ah  1  you  are  foolish.** 

"  But  I  tell  you  —  " 

^  And  I  teU  you  that  if  they  conspire,  it  is  their  own 
affiiir." 

''Ah  1  that  is  true.  At  any  rate/'  said  Coconnas,  ''I 
am  no  longer  in  the  service  of  M.  d' Alen^on ;  let  them 
do  as  they  please." 

Meantime  Henri  and  Mouy  were  installed  in  their 
chamber. 

"  Well,  Sire,"  said  Mouy,  "  have  you  seen  Orthon  1 " 

''No;  but  I  found  the  note  which  he  placed  behind 
the  mirror.  I  suppose  he  was  frightened;  the  queen 
came  in  while  he  was  there,  and  he  went  away  without 
waiting  for  me.  I  had  some  fear  about  him,  for  Dariole 
told  me  the  queen  had  a  long  conversation  with  him." 

"  Oh,  there  is  no  danger ;  he  is  very  quick-witted.  I  will 
venture  to  say  the  queen  did  not  learn  much  from  him." 

"  Have  you  seen  him  yourself) " 

"No,  but  he  will  come  at  midnight  to  attend  me, 
armed  with  a  good  petronel ;  and  he  can  tell  us  what 
took  place  as  we  walk  along." 
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'*And  the  man  wlio  was  at  the  oomer  of  the  Roe 
Mathurms  1 " 

"  What  man  1 " 

*'  The  man  wboee  hone  and  doak  I  hare ;  aie  yea 
sue  of  him  t " 

"  He  is  one  of  our  most  devoted  associates  ;  beaidea^he 
does  n't  know  that  the  afhir  is  with  your  Mfl^jesty.*^ 

"  We  can  disouss  our  businefis,  then,  in  all  sacnritjl" 

**  Without  any  doubt    BesidoB,  La  Mole  ia  on  guari' 

"Good!" 

"  Well,  Sire,  what  says  M.  d'Alen^on  t " 

"  He  will  not  go ;  he  says  so  distinctly.  Tbi  depart- 
ure of  D'Ai^ou  and  the  king's  illness  hare  changed  aH 
his  plans." 

"  So  it  is  he  who  made  our  plan  miscany  t** 

"Tes/' 

"  He  betrays  us,  then  1 '' 

"Not  yet;  but  he  is  ready  to  do  so  on  the  fint 
opportunity." 

*'  Coward  I  tiaitor  1  Why  did  he  not  answer  my 
letteisr 

"In  order  to  have  proofs  against  you,  and  that  yon 
should  haye  none  against  him.  Meantime  all  is  lost,  is  it 
not,  Mouy  t " 

"  On  the  contrary,  all  is  won*  Tou  know  all  the  paitj, 
except  Condi's  fraction,  were  for  you,  and  only  used 
D'Alengon  as  a  safeguanL  Well,  since  the  day  of  the 
ceremony  I  have  arranged  everything.  I  shall  have  fifteen 
hundred  horse  ready  in  a  week ;  they  will  be  posted  on 
the  road  to  Pan ;  they  will  surely  suffice  1 " 

Henri  smiled  and  laid  his  hand  on  his  fHend's  shoulder. 
"Mouy,''  said  he,  "you,  and  you  alone,  know  that 
the  Ring  of  Navarre  is  not  such  a  coward  as  men 
think." 
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<<I  know  it.  Sire;  and  I  trust  ere  long  all  Fiance  will 
know  it  too.     When  do  yon  hunt  again  1" 

'^  In  a  week  or  ten  days.'' 

**  Welly  everything  seems  quiet  now.  The  Due  d'Aujou 
has  gone,  —  we  have  no  more  occasion  to  think  of  him. 
The  king  gets  better  every  day ;  the  persecution  against 
nt  has  almost  ceased.  Play  the  amiable  with  the  queen- 
mother  and  M.  d'Aleo^n ;  teU  the  duke  you  cannot  go 
without  him,  and  try  to  make  him  believe  you,  which 
wiU  be  more  difficult'' 

"  Oh,  he  shall  believe  me  I  '* 

**  Has  he  such  confidence  in  you  1 " 

**  Not  in  me,  but  in  the  queen." 

"  And  is  the  queen  true  to  us  1 " 

**  I  have  ample  proofs  of  it ;  besides,  she  is  ambitious." 

"Well,  three  days  before  you  hunt,  tell  me  where  it 
will  be, — at  Bondy,  at  St  Germain,  or  at  Bambouillet 
Add  that  you  are  ready,  and  when  you  see  La  Mole,  spur 
on,  foUow  him ;  once  out  of  the  forest,  they  must  have 
fleet  steeds  to  overtake  us." 

"Agreed." 

"  Have  you  money.  Sire  1 " 

Henn  made  the  grimace  he  made  all  his  life  at  that 
question.  "  Not  much,"  said  he ;  ''  but  I  believe  Margot 
has." 

"  Well,  whether  it  be  yours  or  hers^  bring  all  you  can 
with  yon." 

"  And  you,  —  what  do  you  propose  to  do  meanwhile  1 " 

^  Since  I  have  been  pretty  busy  with  the  a£Gftirs  of  your 
Majesty,  as  you  see,  will  your  Majesty  permit  me  to  en- 
gage a  little  in  my  own  aifairs?" 

"  Certainly,  Mouy  ;  but  what  are  your  affiurs  1 " 

**  Listen,  Sire ;  Orthon  tells  me  that  yesterday  he  met 
near  the  Arsenal  that  brigand  of  a  Mauxevel,  who.  thanks 
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to  Rent's  care,  has  lecoveied,  and  who  warms  himself  in 
the  sun,  like  the  serpent  that  he  is." 

''  Ah,  I  understand." 

**  You  will  be  king  some  day,  and  will  avenge  youneif 
as  a  king;  I  am  a  soldier,  and  avenge  myself  as  ona 
When  all  our  little  afiGsdrs  are  arranged,  which  will  he  in 
five  or  six  days,  I  will  walk  round  the  Arsenal  myself 
and  after  giving  him  two  or  three  rapier-thrusts,  I  shall 
leave  Paris  with  a  lighter  heart." 

"  Do  as  yon  wilL  By  the  way,  you  are  pleased  with 
La  Mole,  are  you  not  1 " 

"  Ah  I  a  charming  fellow,  who  is  devoted  to  you,  body 
and  soul.  Sire,  and  on  whom  you  can  rely,  as  upon  myself 
—  brave  —  *' 

"And  especiaDy  discreet.  He  must  go  with  us  to 
Navarre,  Mouy,  and  once  there  we  will  see  what  we  can 
do  for  him." 

As  Henri  pronounced  these  words,  the  door  flew  open, 
and  La  Mole  rushed  in,  pale  and  agitated. 

"  Quick  !  quick  I "  cried  he,  *'  the  house  is  surrounded." 

"  Surrounded  I  "  said  Henri,  rising^  ''  by  whom)" 

**  By  the  king's  guards." 

"Oh,''  said  Mouy,  drawing  two  pistols  from  his  belt, 
"batUe,  then!" 

**  Pistols  !  and  battle !  —  what  can  you  do  against  fiftj 
meni"  said  La  Mole. 

**  He  is  rights"  said  the  king,  ''and  if  there  weie  anj 
means  of  retreat — " 

"I  know  one,"  said  La  Mole,  "if  your  Mijesty  will 
follow  me." 

"And  Mouy—" 

"  Can  follow  us ;  but  you  must  be  quicL" 

Steps  were  heard  on  the  stairs. 

"  It  is  too  late,"  said  Henri. 
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<<  If  any  one  could  occupy  them  five  minutes^"  said  La 
Moley  '*  I  could  save  the  king." 

"  I  will  occupy  them,"  said  Mouy.     "  60^  Siie,  go." 

•*  But  what  will  you  do  1 " 

^  Ohy  do  not  fear  for  me,  Sire ;  only  go  1 " 

And  Mouy  rapidly  concealed  the  king's  plate,  goblet, 
and  napkin,  so  that  it  might  seem  he  had  supped  alone. 

<<  Come,  Sire ;  come ! "  cried  La  Mole. 

''Mouy!  my  biave  Mouy,"  said  Henri,  offering  his 
hand  to  the  young  man. 

Mouy  seized  his  hand,  kissed  it,  pushed  the  door  to, 
the  instant  they  were  outside,  and  bolted  it. 

*'  Tes,  yes,  I  understand,"  said  Henri ;  '*  he  will  allow 
himself  to  be  taken  while  we  escape.  But  who  the  devil 
can  have  betrayed  us  1 " 

^  Quick  1  quick,  Sire  1 "  said  La  Mole,  ''  they  are  on 
the  stairs!" 

At  this  moment  the  torches  were  visible  on  the  stairs, 
and  the  rattling  of  arms  was  heard.  La  Mole  guided  the 
king  in  the  darkness,  and  conducting  him  two  stories 
higher,  opened  a  door,  which  he  shut  and  bolted,  and 
opening  the  window,  "Does  your  Majesty  fear  an 
excursion  on  the  roofs  1"  said  he. 

''I,  a  chamois-hunter!" 

**  Well,  then,  follow  me,  and  I  will  guide  you." 

And  getting  out  of  the  window,  La  Mole  clambered 
along  the  ridge,  then  passed  along  a  gully  formed  by  two 
loofs,  at  the  end  of  which  was  the  open  window  of  a 
garret 

''  Here  we  are^  in  port,"  said  La  Mole. 

''So  much  the  better,"  returned  Henri,  wiping  the 
perspiration  from  his  brow. 

''Now,  then,"  continued  La  Mole^  "this  garret  com- 
municates  with  a  staircase,  and  the  staircase  with  the 
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fitreet  I  trayelled  the  toad  on  a  move  teniUe  night 
than  this." 

•*  Go  on ;  go  on  I " 

La  Mole  sprang  into  the  open  window^  opened  the  door, 
found  himself  at  the  head  of  a  winding  staircase,  and 
placing  the  cord  that  served  as  a  baluster  in  Henri's  hand, 
**  Come,  Sire,"  said  he. 

Henri  had  stopped  before  a  window  opposite  the  Belle 
fitoile  ;  the  stairs  were  crowded  with  soldiera^  some  with 
swords  in  their  hands,  others  with  torches.  Suddenly 
the  king  saw  a  group  descend  the  stairs,  with  Mouy  in 
the  midst ;  he  had  sunendeied  his  sword,  and  descended 
quietly. 

*'  Brave  Mouy  I  "  said  the  king. 

''Faith,  Sire,  he  seems  very  composed,  and  see,  be 
even  laughs!  He  must  be  meditating  some  good  tarn, 
for  you  know  he  laughs  rarely." 

"  And  the  young  man  who  was  with  you  t " 

**  M.  de  Coconnas? "  asked  La  Mole. 

**  Tes,  M.  de  Coconnas.    What  has  become  of  him  1 " 

**  Oh,  Sire,  have  no  uneasiness  about  him.  On  seeing 
the  soldiers,  he  ssid  to  me,  'Do  we  risk  anything t' 
'Our  heads,'  I  answered.  'And  jou  wiU  escape)'  'I 
hope  so ! '  '  Well,  theui  so  will  I,'  he  answered ;  and  I  can 
assure  you,  Sire,  that  he  will  esci^ie.  When  any  one 
takes  Coconnas  it  will  be  because  it  is  convenient  to  him 
to  be  taken." 

"All  is  well,  then,"  replied  Henri.  "Let  us  try  to 
regain  the  Louvre." 

"  Nothing  easier;  wrap  yourself  in  your  mantle,  for  the 
street  is  full  of  peoploi  and  we  shall  pass  for  spectatan." 

They  gained  the  Hue  d'Averon,  but  in  passixig  bj  the 
Hue  des  Pouli^  they  saw  Mouy  and  his  escort  ciom  the 
Place  St.  Germain  rAuxenoia. 
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''Ahl''  said  Henri,   ''thej  are   taking  him  to  the 

Louvre.    The  devil  I  the  wicket  will  he  closed ;  they  will 

take  the  name  of  every  one  who  enteis,  and  I  shall  he 

saspected  of  having  heen  with  him." 
**  Well,  Sire,*'  replied  La  Mole,  "  enter  the  Louvre  in 

some  other  way." 
**  How  the  devil  would  you  have  me  enter  1 " 
**  Has  n't  your  M^'esty  the  Queen  of  Navarre's  windowl" 
^  VeMtre^mni-grtB  /  IL   de  la   Mole,    you  are  rights 

and  I  did  n't  think  of  it  1    Bat  how  shall  I  attract  her 

attention  f  " 
**  Oh/'  said  La  Mole,  howing  with  an  air  of  respectful 

giatitad%  **  your  Majesty  throws  stones  so  weU  1  '^ 
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CHAPTER    XVI 

IL    DE  UODT   DE  SAIirT-FHATA 

This  time  Catherine  had  token  her  precsutions  »  weQ 
that  she  believed  henelf  sure  of  her  objecL 

Consequently  about  ten  o'clock  she  had  sent  avsy 
Margaerite,  qoite  coDvinoed  that  the  Queen  of  Naraire 
was  ignorant  of  the  plot  against  her  hushond,  and  vent 
to  the  king  and  begged  him  to  delay  his  retirement  for 
the  night.  Puzzled  by  the  aii  of  triumph  which  in  spite 
of  ber  habitual  dissimulation  appeared  on  his  motlier'a 
coontenance,  Charles  questioned  Cath^ne^  who  onlj 
aaid, — 

"  I  can  make  but  one  reply  to  your  Uajesty,  and  that 
is,  you  will  this  evening  be  delivered  from  two  of  your 
bitterest  enemies." 

Charles  lowered  his  eyebrows,  like  a  man  who  aajt  to 
himself,  "  This  is  well ;  we  shall  see ; "  and  whiBtling 
to  his  tall  greyhound,  who  came  to  him,  dragging  tii» 
belly  along  the  ground  like  a  serpent,  and  placed  bis  fine 
and  intelligent  head  on  his  master's  knee,  he  wilted. 
After  a  few  minutes,  which  Catherine  passed  with  h«r 
eyes  fixed  and  eats  attentive,  there  was  suddenly  betrd 
the  noise  of  a  pistol-shot  in  the  courtyard  of  the 
Louvra 

"What  noise  is  that  1 "  iniiuired  Charles,  wilb  a  ftuttn. 
while  the  hound 

"  Nothing,"  ( ■ 

"  And  what  U  the 
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"It  means  that  from  this  momentf  Sire,  yoni  only, 
yoor  nal  eoamj  b  anable  any  longer  to  injure  you." 

"Have  they  been  killing  a  man  1 "  inquired  Cbailes, 
looking  at  his  mother  vith  that  eye  of  command  which 
■igiu6ed  that  aaaaaai  nation  and  mercy  are  two  preroga- 
tives pertaining  to  royal  power. 

"No,  Sire,  they  hare  only  arrested  two." 

"Oh,"  mimnnred  Charles,  "always  hidden  plots  and 
plans  in  which  the  king  lias  no  part!  Mori  diable/ 
Mother,  I  am  an  oldish  boy,  big  enough  to  take  care  of 
myself,  and  want  neither  leading-strings  nor  swaddling- 
clothes.  Go  into  Poland  with  yoni  son  Henri  if  yon 
deriie  to  reign ;  but  here  yon  are  wrong,  I  tell  you,  to 
play  the  game  you  do." 

"  My  eon,"  replied  Catherine^  "  this  is  the  last  time  I 
meddle  with  your  affaire ;  but  this  is  an  enterprise  begun 
bug  ago,  in  which  you  have  always  said  I  was  wron^^ 
while  I  have  labored  to  prove  that  I  was  right." 

At  this  moment  M.  de  Nancey  begged  an  audience  of 
the  king,  and  there  was  a  noise  of  footstepe  in  the  Ta»- 
tibnle^  and  the  butts  of  muskets  clattered  on  the  floor. 

"  Let  M.  de  Nancey  enter,  "  said  the  king,  hastily. 

M.da  Nancey  entered,  saluted  the  king,  and  then,  turn- 
ing to  the  queen-mother,  said,  "  Madame,  your  ordeie  are 
executed  ;  he  is  taken." 

"What  do  yon  mean  ))jhef"  cried  Catherine,  much 
troubled ;  "  have  yon  only  arrested  one  1 " 

"  He  was  alone,  Madame." 

"Did  he  defend  himself  1" 

"  No,  he  was  supping  quietly  in  a  room,  and  gave  np 
his  Bword  the  moment  it  waa  demanded." 

"Wtn.  ia  he)"  asked  this  king. 

**  Yaa  will  see,"  said  Catherine.  "  Briui;  in  the  pri>- 
ani^  M.  d«  Nancey." 

vol.  n.  —  u 
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Mony  was  introdaced. 

**  Mouy  I "  exclaimed  the  king  ]  **  what  is  the  matter 
nowl" 

"If,  Sire,"  said  Mouy,  with  perfect  composoTe,  "your 
Majesty  would  allow  me  that  liberty,  I  would  ask  the 
same  question.'' 

"Instead  of  asking  this  question  of  the  king,"  said 
Catherine,  "  have  the  kindness,  M.  de  Mouy,  to  tell  my 
son  who  was  the  man  who  was  in  the  chamber  of  the 
King  of  Navarre  on  a  certain  night,  and  who  on  that 
night  resisted  the  king's  orders,  like  a  rebel  as  he  is, 
killed  two  of  the  guards,  and  wounded  M.  MaureveL" 

"Tes,''  said  Charles,  frowning;  "do  you  know  the 
name  of  that  man,  M.  de  Mouy  9 " 

"  I  do,  Sire ;  does  your  Majesty  desire  to  know  it  1 " 

"  Yes,  it  would  give  me  pleasure,  I  confess." 

"  Well,  Sire,  he  is  called  Mouy  de  Saint>Phale." 

"  It  was  you,  then  1 " 

« It  was,  Sire/* 

Catherine,  astonished  at  this  audacity,  recoiled  before 
the  young  man. 

"  What  1 "  inquired  Charles  IX.,  "dared  you  resist  the 
orders  of  the  king  1 " 

"  In  the  fint  place.  Sire,  I  was  ignorant  that  there  was 
an  order  of  your  Majesty ;  then  I  saw  only  one  thing,  or 
rather  but  one  man,  M.  Maurevel,  —  the  assassin  of  my 
father,  the  assailant  of  the  admiraL  I  remembered  that 
it  was  a  year  and  a  half  since,  in  the  very  chamber  in 
which  we  now  are,  on  the  evening  of  the  24th  of  August, 
your  Majesty  had  promised  me  to  do  us  justice  on  this 
murderer ;  and  as  since  that  time  very  grave  events  had 
occurred,  I  thought  that  perehanoe  the  king  had  been, 
in  spite  of  himself,  turned  away  from  his  desires.  See- 
ing Maurevel  within  my  reach,  I  believed  Heaven  had  sent 
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him  then.  Tour  iSaitety  knowB  the  rest ;  I  struck  Lim 
down  AS  a  mniderer,  and  fired  at  his  men  as  robbers." 

Charles  made  no  raplj ;  his  friendship  for  Henri  had  for 
•ome  time  led  him  to  look  at  things  otherwise  than  he 
bad  been  accustomed  to,  and  sometimes  even  with  terror. 
Tbe  qneen-mother,  in  reference  to  the  Saint  Bartholomew, 
had  set  down  in  her  memory  observatious  which  had 
fallen  from  her  son,  very  much  resembling  rflmoise. 

"  But,"  obeerred  the  qneen-mother,  "  what  were  you 
doing  at  that  hour  in  the  King  of  Navarre's  apartments  1 " 

"  Oh,"  said  Mouy,  "it  is  a  long  story  to  tell,  but  if  his 
Majesty  has  the  patience  to  listen  —  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Charles,  "  I  should  wish  to  hear  it" 

"  I  will  obey,  Sire,"  said  Mony,  bowing. 

Catherine  sat  down,  fixing  an  uneasy  look  on  the 
young   chief. 

"  We  will  listen,"  said  Charles.     "  Here,  AcUeon  !  " 

Tbe  dog  leeomed  the  place  he  had  occupied  before  the 
prisoner  had  come  in. 

"  Sire,"  said  llouy,  "  I  came  to  his  Majesty  the  King 
of  Navarre  as  the  deputy  of  our  brethren,  your  faithful 
BubjecU  of  the  Reformed  religion  — " 

Catherine  made  a  sign  to  Charles  IX. 

"  Be  quiet,  Madame,"  he  said ;  "  I  do  not  lose  a  wOrd. 
Go  on,  M.  de  Mouy ;  go  on." 

"To  inform  the  King  of  Navarre,"  continued  Mouy, 
"that  his  abjuration  had  lost  for  him  the  confidence  of 
the  Hngoanot  party  ;  but  that  nevertheless  in  remem- 
brancn  of  hia  t*>it)ier,  Antrim.'  ili'  Uourbon,  and  especially 

itof  mgaid  for  t)m  m^tmrry  of  Iiis  mother,  the  courageous 

i0W  d'Albrot,  whoee  onrai^  \^  lear  among  ns,  the  chiefs 
of  Dm  Rvfommd  relifri'^t]  t1i"ii_')it  it  a  ma^  of  deference 

» to  bia  tn  bep  him  to  n.haqiuBh  bia  cLuma  to  the 
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''What  said  he?"  asked  Oatherine-y  unable,  in  spite  of 
her  self-control,  to  receive  this  unexpected  blow  without 
wincing  a  little. 

''  Ah,  ah ! "  said  Charles^  "  but  this  crown  of  Navarre, 
which  without  my  permission  is  made  thus  to  jump  from 
head  to  head,  seems  to  belong  a  little  to  me.** 

"  The  Huguenots,  Sire,  recognize  better  than  anj  one  the 
principle  of  suzerainty  which  your  Majesty  has  just  stated, 
and  therefore  hope  to  induce  your  Majesty  to  place  the 
crown  on  some  head  which  is  dear  to  you." 

"I ! "  said  Charles ;  ''on  a  head  which  is  dear  to  met 
Mart  didble  !  of  what  head,  then,  do  you  speak.  Monsieur  t 
I  do  not  understand  you." 

"  Of  the  head  of  the  Due  d'Alen^on." 

Catherine  became  as  pale  as  death^  and  her  eyes 
glared  fiercely  on  Mouy. 

"  And  did  my  brother  d'Alen^on  know  this  1" 

"Yes,  Sire." 

"  And  accepted  the  crown  1 " 

"  Subject  to  your  Majesty's  consent,  to  which  be 
referred  us." 

"Ah,  ah!"  said  Charles,  "it  is,  indeed,  a  crown 
which  would  suit  our  brother  D*Alenoon  wondeifallj 
w^U  1  And  that  I  should  never  have  thought  of  it ! 
Thanks,  Mouy ;  thanks  !  when  you  have  such  ideas 
you  will  always  be  welcome  at  the  palace." 

"  Sire,  you  would  long  since  have  been  informed  of 
all  this,  but  for  the  unfortunate  affair  of  the  Lonvre, 
which  made  me  fear  that  I  had  fallen  into  di^;race  with 
your  Majesty." 

"  Yes ;  but,"  asked  Catherine^  "what  said  the  King  of 
Navarre  to  this  proposal?" 

"The  king,  Madame^  yielded  to  the  desire  of  his 
brethren,  and  his  renunciation  was  ready." 
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**  In  this  case,"  cried  Catherine^  **  yoa  must  have  that 
cenunciation." 

<«I  have,  Madame,"  said  Mouy;  ''and  by  chance 
I   have  it  abont  me,  signed  by  him,   and  dated." 

''Of  a  date  anterior  to  the  affair  in  the  Louvre t" 
inquired  Catherine. 

"Tes^  of  the  previous  evening,  I  think." 

And  Mouy  drew  torn  his  pocket  a  renunciation  in 
&vor  of  the  Due  d'Alen^on,  written  and  signed  in  Henri's 
hand,  and  bearing  the  date  assigned  to  it 

"  Faith !  yes,"  said  Charles,  "  and  all  is  in  due  form." 

"And  what  did  Henri  demand  in  return  for  this 
renunciation  1" 

"  Nothing,  Madame )  the  friendship  of  the  King  Charles, 
he  said  to  us,  would  amply  repay  him  for  the  loss  of  a 
crown." 

Catherine  bit  her  lips  in  anger  and  wrung  her 
beautiful  hands. 

"This  is  all  as  complete  as  possible,  Mouy,"  added  the 
king. 

"  Then,"  asked  the  queen-mother,  "  if  all  was  settled 
between  you  and  the  King  of  Navarre,  for  what  purpose 
did  you  seek  an  interview  with  him  this  evening)" 

"I,  Madame  1  with  the  King  of  Navarre? "  said  Mouy. 
"  He  who  arrested  me  will  bear  testimony  that  I  was 
alonei     Will  your  Majesty  call  him?" 

"  M.  de  Nancey,"  said  the  king;  and  the  captain  of  the 
guaids  entered. 

"  M.  de  Nancey,"  said  Catherine,  quickly,  "  was  M.  de 
Mouy  quite  alone  at  the  hostelry  of  the  Belle  fitoile  t " 

"In    the    chamber,  yes,  Madame;    in    the   hostelry, 


na" 


"  Ah  I "  said  Catherine,  "  who  was  his  companion  t " 
"  I  know  not  if  he  were  the  companion  of  M«  de  Mouy, 
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Madame ;   but  I  know  be  escaped  by  a  back  door  after 
haying  prostrated  two  of  mj  guards." 

<<  And  you  recognized  this  gentleman,  no  doubt."* 

"  I  did  noty  but  the  guards  did." 

**  And  who  was  he  f  "  inquired  Charles  IX. 

''  M.  le  Comte  Annibal  de  Coconnas." 

**  Annibal  de  Coconnas ! "  repeated  the  king,  gloomy 
and  reflective.  ''  He  who  made  so  teirible  a  slau^ter  of 
the  Huguenots  during  the  Saint  Bartholomew  1  ** 

"  M.  de  Coconnas,  gentleman  of  the  Due  d'Alenoon,* 
replied   Nanoey. 

"Good!  good!"  said  Charles.  ''Tou  may  withdraw, 
M.  de  Nancey ;  and  another  time,  remember  one  thing." 

«  What  is  that,  Sire  t " 

"  That  you  are  in  my  serrice,  and  will  take  your  orden 
from  no  one  but  myseli" 

M.  de  Nancey  retired  backwards,  bowing  respectfully. 
Mouy  smiled  ironically  at  Catherine.  There  was  a  brief 
silence.  The  queen  pulled  the  tassels  of  her  eorddOrt ; 
Charles  caressed  his  dog. 

**  But  what  was  your  intention,  Monsieur  f  **  continued 
Charles.    "  Were  you  acting  violently  1 " 

"  Against  whom,  Sire  1 " 

"  Why,  against  Henri  or  Fran9ois  or  myself."* 

''  Sire,  we  had  the  renunciation  of  your  brother-in-law, 
the  consent  of  your  brother,  and,  as  I  bad  the  honor  to 
tell  you,  we  were  on  the  point  of  soliciting  your  Majesty's 
authority,  when  there  happened  this  unfortunate  affidr  of 
M.  Maurevers." 

"  Well,  Mother,  I  see  nothing  wrong  in  all  this.  Ton 
were  perfectly  right,  M.  de  Mouy,  in  asking  for  a  kin^ 
Yes,  Navarre  may  be,  and  ought  to  be,  a  separate  kingdom. 
Moreover,  this  kingdom  seems  made  expressly  to  endow 
my  brother  D'Alen^on,  who  has  always  had  so  great  a 
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desire  for  a  crown  that  when  we  wear  oar  own  he  cannot 
withdraw  his  gaze  from  it.  The  only  thing  which  op- 
posed this  coronation  was  Henriot's  rights;  hut  since 
Henriot  volantarily  abdicates  — '' 

"  Voluntarily,  Sire." 

**  It  appeals  to  be  the  wiU  of  God !  M.  de  Mouy,  you 
are  fi«e  to  return  to  your  brethren,  whom  I  have  chastised, 
— somewhat  rudely,  perchance,  but  that  is  between  God 
and  myself;  and  tell  them  that  since  they  desire  to  have 
my  brother,  the  Due  d'Alen^on,  for  King  of  Navarre, 
the  King  of  Fmnce  accedes  to  their  desires.  From  this 
moment  Navarre  is  a  kingdom,  and  its  sovereign's  name 
is  Francois.  I  ask  but  a  week  for  my  brother  to  be 
ready  to  leave  Paris  with  the  ^rlat  and  pomp  which  ap- 
pertain to  a  king.  Go,  M.  de  Mouy ;  go.  M.  de  Nan- 
cey,  allow  M.  de  Mouy  to  retire.     He  is  free." 

''Sire,"  said  Mouy,  advancing  a  step,  ''will  your 
Majesty  allow  me  —  " 

"  Yes,"  replied  Charles.  And  he  extended  his  hand  to 
the  young  Huguenot  Mouy  went  on  one  knee,  and 
kissed  the  king's  hand. 

"By  the  way,**  said  Charles,  as  Mouy  was  about  to  rise, 
"  have  you  not  demanded  from  me  justice  on  that  ruflBan 
Manrevel  1 " 

"I  have.  Sire." 

"  I  know  not  where  he  is,  that  I  might  render  it  to 
yon,  for  he  is  in  hiding ;  but  if  you  meet  him,  take  justice 
into  your  own  hands.  I  authorise  you  to  do  so,  and  with 
all  my  heart." 

"  Oh,  Sire ! "  exclaimed  Mouy,  "  this  is  all  I  could 
desire.  I  know  not  where  he  is ;  but  your  Mtgesty  may 
rest  assured  that  I  shall  find  him." 

Mouy  respectfully  saluted  the  king  and  Catherine,  and 
then  retired  uninterrupted.     He  made  all  haste  to  the 
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hostelry  of  the  fielle  Stoile,  where  he  found  his  hone ;  and 
three  hours  after  he  left  Paris,  the  young  man  breathed  in 
safety  behind  the  walls  of  Mantes. 

Catherine,  bursting  with  rage,  regained  her  apartments, 
whence  she  passed  into  those  of  Marguerite.  There  she 
found  Henri  in  his  dressing-gown,  as  if  just  going  to  bed. 

"  Satan  1 "  she  muttered,  **  aid  a  poor  queen,  for  whom 
God  will  do  nothing  more  1 '' 
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CHAPTER  XVIL 

TWO  HEADS  FOB  ONB  CBOWN. 

'^  Bbqubbt  M.  d'Alengon  to  come  to  me,"  said  Charles,  as 
bis  mother  left  him. 

M.  de  Nancey  hastened  to  M.  d'AIen^on's  apartments, 
and  delivered  the  king's  message.  The  duke  staited  when 
he  heard  it.  He  always  tromhled  in  Charles's  presence, 
and  the  more  so  when  he  had  reason  to  he  afraid.  Still, 
he  went  to  his  brother  with  all  speed. 

Charles  was  standing  up,  and  whistling  a  hunting  air. 
On  entering,  the  Due  d'Alen9on  caught  from  the  glassy 
eye  of  Charles  one  of  those  looks  full  of  hatred  which  he 
so  well  understood. 

*'  Tour  Mtgesty  has  asked  for  me,"  he  said.  **  I  am 
here^  Sire.     What  is  your  Majesty's  desire  1 " 

*'  I  desire  to  tell  you.  Brother,  that  in  order  to  recom- 
pense you  for  the  great  friendship  you  bear  me,  I  have 
resolved  to  do  for  you  to^y  the  thing  you  most  desire  in 
aU  the  world." 

"Formel" 

^Tes,  for  you.  Ask  yourself  what  that  thing  is  of 
which  you  most  frequently  dream,  without  daring  to  ask 
for,  and  that  thing  I  will  give  you." 

*'  Sire,"  said  Fran9oiB,  ''  I  swear  to  you  that  there  is 
nothing  I  more  desire  than  the  continuance  of  the  king's 
good  health." 

**  Then  you  will  be  deeply  gratilied  to  know,  D'Alen^on, 
that  the  indisposition  I  experienced  at  the  time  when  the 
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Poles  amyed  has  quite  passed  by.  I  have  escaped,  thankii 
to  Henriot,  a  furious  wild  boar,  who  would  have  ripped  me 
up,  and  I  am  so  well  as  not  to  envy  the  healthiest  man  in. 
my  dominions ;  so  that  without  being  an  unkind  brother, 
you  may  wish  for  something  else  besides  the  continoatioii 
of  my  health,  which  is  excellent." 

*'  I  desire  nothing  else,  Sire." 

''Yes,  yes,  Francois,"  continued  Charles,  impatiently  ; 
**  you  desire  the  crown  of  Navarre,  and  have  had  an  un- 
derstanding to  that  effect  with  Henriot  and  Mouy,  —  wifth 
the  first,  that  he  would  abdicate,  and  with  the  second, 
that  he  would  secure  it  for  you.  Well,  Henriot  has  re- 
nounced, Mouy  has  mentioned  your  wishes  to  me,  and  the 
crown  to  which  you  aspire  —  " 

"  Well  1 "  said  D'Alen^u,  in  a  trembling  voicei 

'*  Well,  mort  diahlef  it  is  yours." 

D'Alen^ou  turned  ghastly  pale,  and  then  his  fiu»  wbs 
suffused.  The  favor  which  the  king  granted  him  threw 
him  at  this  moment  into  utter  despair. 

''  But,  Sire,"  he  replied,  palpitating  with  emotion,  and 
in  vain  trying  to  recover  his  self-possession,  "  I  have  never 
desired,  and  certainly  never  sought  for  such  a  thing." 

''  That  is  possible,"  said  the  king,  '*  for  you  are  veiy 
discreet,  Brother;  but  it  has  been  desired  and  sought 
for  you." 

"  Sire,  I  swear  to  you  that  I  never—" 

"  Do  not  swear." 

''  But,  Sire,  do  you  then  exile  me  t " 

"  Do  you  call  that  an  exile,  Fran9oiBl  Petief  you  are 
hard  to  please.     What  better  thing  could  you  hope  for  t" 

D'Alen^on  bit  his  lips  in  despair. 

"  Faith  I  "  continued  Charles,  affecting  good-natore, 
''  I  did  not  think  you  were  so  popular,  Francois,  and  par- 
ticularly with  the  Huguenots.     Why,  they  really  petition 
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''Ah  I  your  Majesty  incieaseB  my  troable,  for  I  shall 
no  moie  bunt  with  you." 

**CorhcBuf!  80  much  the  better,"  said  the  king;  ''it 
does  not  suit  either  of  us  to  hunt  together  —  " 

*'  What  means  your  Majesty  f 

''To  hunt  with  me  causes  you  such  pleasure,  and 
creates  in  you  so  much  emotion  that  you,  who  are  skill 
personified,  —  you,  who  with  any  arquebuse  can  bring 
down  a  magpie  at  a  hundred  paces,  —  with  a  weapon  of 
which  you  are  such  a  perfect  master  fiuled  at  twenty 
paces  to  hit  a  wild  boar,  and  broke  the  leg  of  my  best 
horse!  Mori  diahlef  Francois,  that  makes  one  reflect, 
you  must  know  1 " 

"  Oh,  Sire,  think  of  my  emotion,"  said  D'Alen^n,  livid 
with  agitation. 

"Tea,"  replied  Charles;  "I  guess  what  the  emotion 
might  be ;  and  so  I  say,  Francois,  it  is  best  for  us  to  hunt 
at  a  distance  from  each  other,  for  fear  of  such  emotionsL 
Tou  might,  you  know,  in  another  emotion,  kill  the  horae- 
man  instead  of  the  horse,  the  king  instead  of  the  ani- 
mal! When  Montgomery  killed  our  father,  Henri  XL, 
by  accident,  -^  emotion,  perhaps,  —  the  blow  placed  our 
brother  Francois  II.  on  the  throne,  and  sent  our  &ther 
Henri  to  St.  Denys;  a  little  in  this  way  can  do  so 
much." 

The  duke  felt  the  perspiration  pour  down  his  brow  at 
this  unexpected  attack.  The  king  had  surmised  all,  and 
veiling  his  anger  under  a  jesting  tone,  was  perhaps  mors 
terrible  than  if  he  had  poured  out^  hot  from  his  lips,  the 
hatred  that  consumed  his  heart ;  his  revenge  was  propo^ 
tioned  to  his  rancor.  In  proportion  as  the  one  was  sharp- 
ened, the  other  increased ;  and  for  the  first  time,  IVAlen- 
gon  felt  remorse,  or  rather  regret,  for  having  meditated  a 
crime  that  had  not  succeeded.    He  had  sustained  the 
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straggle  as  long  as  he  could ;  but  at  this  last  blow  he 
bowed  his  head. 

Charles  fixed  on  him  his  valtaro  gase,  and  watched 
closely  eveiy  feeling  that  displayed  itself  in  the  young 
duke's  countenance^  as  if  he  perused  an  open  book. 
"Brother,**  said  he,  "we  have  declared  our  resolution; 
that  resolution  is  immutable.    Tou  will  go." 

D'Alengon  started;  but  Charles  did  not  appear  to 
observe  it,  and  continued,  "  I  wish  that  Navarre  should 
be  proud  of  having  at  its  head  a  brother  of  the  King  of 
France.  Gold,  power,  honor,  —  you  will  have  all  that 
belongs  to  your  birth,  as  your  brother  Henri  had ;  and, 
like  him,"  he  added  with  a  smile,  "you  will  bless  me 
from  a  distance.  But  no  matter!  blessings  know  no 
distance  1  '* 

"Sire—" 

"  Accept^  or  rather  resign  yourselfl  Once  a  kin^  we 
shall  find  for  you  a  wife  worthy  of  a  son  of  France,  who 
may  — who  knows  t  — bring  you  another  throne/' 

"  But^'*  observed  the  Due  d'Alen^on,  "  your  Majesty 
forgets  your  good  friend  HenrL" 

"  Henri !  —  why,  I  told  you  he  does  not  desire  the 
throne  of  Navarre;  he  has  abandoned  it.  Henri  is  a 
jovial  fellow,  and  not  a  pale-face,  like  you ;  he  likes  to 
amuse  himself  and  laugh  at  his  ease,  and  not  weary  him- 
self^ as  we  are  compelled  to  do  who  wear  crowns  upon 
our  heads." 

"  Tour  Majesty  then  desires  me  to  occupy  myself—  " 

"  By  no  means.  Do  not  in  any  way  disturb  yourself ; 
I  will  arrange  everything  mysel£  Say  not  a  word  to 
any  one,  and  I  will  take  upon  myself  to  give  publicity 
to  everything.     Go,  Francis." 

There  was  nothing  to  reply.  The  duke  bowed  and 
left  the  apartment^  with  rage  devouring  his  heart    He 
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was  eager  to  find  Henri,  and  talk  with  bim  of  all  tbat 
had  taken  place ;  but  he  could  find  only  Catherine,  for 
Henri  avoided,  while  bis  mother  sought  him.  The  duke, 
seeing  Catherine,  endeavored  to  swallow  bis  griefs  and 
tried  to  smile.  *'  Well,  Madame,"  he  said,  **  do  you  know 
the  great  news  t " 

"  I  know  that  there  is  an  idea  of  making  a  king  of 
you,  Monsieur.*' 

"It  is  a  great  kindness  on  the  part  of  my  brother, 
Madame ;  and  I  am  inclined  to  tbink  that  a  portion  of 
my  gratitude  is  due  to  you,  although  I  confess  that  at 
bottom  it  gives  me  pain  thus  to  despoil  the  King  of 
Navarre." 

"  You  are  very  fond  of  Henriot,  my  son,  it  appears." 

''  Why,  yes,  for  some  time  we  have  been  closely  aUied.** 

"Do  you  suppose  that  he  loves  you  as  much  as  you 
love  him  1 " 

"  I  hope  so,  Madame.** 

"  Such  a  friendship  is  edifying,  do  you  know  t-*  e^w- 
dally  among  princes.  Friendships  of  the  court  are  not 
generally  very  solid,  my  dear  Francis." 

"  Mother,  consider  that  we  are  not  only  friends,  we 
are  almost  brothers.'' 

Catherine  smiled  in  a  peculiar  manner.  "Are  there 
brothers,  then,  among  kings ) "  she  asked. 

"  Oh|  we  were  neither  of  us  kings  when  our  alliance 
began.  We  had  no  prospect  of  being  kings;  that  is 
what  brought  us  together." 

"Yes;  but  things  are  changed  now.  Who  can  say 
tjhat  you  will  not  both  be  kings  t" 

Catherine  saw,  by  the  start  and  sudden  oolor  of  the 
duke,  that  the  shaft  had  hit  the  mark. 

"  He  1    Henriot  king  1  and  of  what  kingdom  t  ^ 

"  The  most  glorious  in  Christendom,  my  sou." 
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**  Ab  !  "  said  D'Alen9on,  growing  very  pale^  "  what  do 
joa  meant" 

*'  What  a  good  mother  should  say  to  a  son ;  what  you 
have  thoaght  of  more  than  once,  Fran^oia" 

*'ir'  said  the  duke,  ^'I  have  thought  of  nothing, 
Madame,  I  swear  to  you! " 

**  I  believe  you  ;  for  your  friend,  your  brother  Henri, 
as  you  call  him,  is,  under  his  apparent  frankness,  a  vexy 
clever  and  wily  person,  who  keeps  his  secrets  better  than 
you  do  yoursy  Fian^is.  For  instance,  did  he  ever  teU 
you  that  Mouy  was  his  man  of  business  1 "  And  Catherine 
looked  at  Francis  as  though  she  would  read  his  very  heart. 
Francois  had  but  one  virtue,  or  rather  but  one  vice,  — 
dissimulation ;  he  bore  his  mother's  gaze  unshrinkingly. 
"  Mouy !  "  said  he,  with  surprise,  and  as  if  he  uttered 
the  name  for  the  first  time. 

"  Tes,  the  Huguenot,  M.  de  Mouy  de  8aint>Phale,  ^he 
who  neaily  killed  Maurevel,  and  who  is  intriguing  and 
xaising  an  army  to  support  your  brother  Henri  against 
your  fiunily." 

Catherine,  unaware  that  Fran9ois  knew  as  much  on 
this  matter  as  herself,  rose  at  these  words,  and  would 
have  gone  out  majesticaJly,  but  Fmn^ois  detained  her. 
"Mother,"  he  said,  "another  word,  if  yon  please. 
How  can  Henri,  with  his  feeble  resources,  carry  on  any 
war  serious  enough  to  disquiet  my  family  t** 

"  Child,"  said  the  queen,  smiling,  "  he  is  supported  by 
more  than  thirty  thousand  men,  who,  the  day  he  says 
the  word,  will  appear  as  suddenly  as  if  they  sprang 
forth  from  the  ground;  and  thefie  thirty  thousand  men 
are  Huguenots,  remember,  —  in  other  words,  the  bravest 
soldiers  in  the  worid.  And  then,  he  has  a  protector 
whom  you  have  not  baea  aUe,  ot  have  not  chosen  to 
conciliate.'' 
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"Who  is  thatr 

"  He  has  the  king,  —  the  king,  who  loves  him,  pnahes 
him  on;  the  king,  who,  from  jealousy  against  your 
brother  of  Poland,  and  from  spite  against  yon,  seeks  a 
snccessor  outside  of  his  family." 

"  The  king  t    Do  you  think  so,  Mother  t " 

"Do  you  not  see  how  he  takes  to  Henxiot^  his  dear 
Henriotr' 

"  Yes,  Madame ;  yes." 

"And  how  he  is  repaid  in  return t  for  this  very 
Henriot^  foigetting  how  his  brother-in-law  would  have 
shot  him  on  Saint  Bartholomew's  day,  grovels  to  the 
very  earth  like  a  dog,  and  licks  the  hand  which  has 
beaten  him." 

"  Yes,"  said  Francois,  "  Henri  is  very  humble  with  my 
brother  Charles ;  and  as  the  king  is  always  rallying  him 
as  to  his  ignorance  of  hawking,  he  has  begun  to  study  iL 
It  was  only  yesterday  he  asked  me  if  I  had  not  some 
books  on  that  sport." 

"  Well,*'  said  Catherine,  whose  eyes  glittered  as  if  a 
sudden  project  had  occurred  to  her,  — "  well,  and  what 
reply  did  you  make  himt" 

"  That  I  would  look  in  my  library." 

"Good!  good!"  answered  Catherine;  "he  must  hare 
that  book." 

"  But  I  have  looked  for  it  and  cannot  find  it.** 

"  I  will  find  it ;  I  will  find  it  1  and  you  v-ill  give  it  to 
him  as  coming  from  you." 

"  And  what  wiU  that  lead  to  t " 

"  Have  you  confidence  in  me,  D'Alen^on  f  ** 

"  Yes,  Mother." 

''  Will  you  obey  me  blindly  in  regard  to  Henri,  whom 
you  do  not  love,  though  you  say  you  do  t "  D'Alen^n 
smiled.     "  And  whom  I  hate/'  continued  Catherine. 


TWO  HEADB  FOB  OVR  CBOWV.  177 

**  Yea,  I  wiU  obey." 

**  Well,  then,  daj  after  to-monow  oome  here  for  the 
\)o6k ;  I  will  give  it  to  jon,  aod  jou  shall  carrj  it  to 
Henn,  and  — 

"And—" 

^  Leave  the  rest  to  ProTidenoe^  or  chance.'' 

Francois  bowed  in  acqokecenoe  and  left  his  mothei'a 
chambet. 

MeaDtime  '^l^rz'zeTite  receir&i  thrr/cgh  La  Mok  a  let- 
ter from  Moaj  addr&aa^  to  the  Kin^  of  Narane.  As 
in  politics  the  two  CloistHois  alli&s  Lad  »>  atwrffti, 
she  opened  the  misiTe  ai^d  r^l  it,  ar.fi  tLen,  g'^'J^o 
qnicklj  and  silenllj  al'^rq  l:^  Kcret  paM^^.^  weci  :£.*» 
the  King  ci  Ninrrisr's  si:^.Lanr>?T,  k>  Lr.^^  g-ikritd 
since  OnL^n's  di&pc^!anLjce. 

That  disapp^anotT^  of  w:..-.L  we  L^re  t«'Jt  f^r.k^s: 
the  n::iLf£::i  wL>a  tLe  r«&i<T  s&w  is  uk/(r  *  Ihut  ijL  a 
ner  ao  tr^zisu  f-c  jo:y  Or*i.'.L,  L&d  gr^sf-j  d-er.-if^i 
Henn.  He  Lhi  i^:<.*a  a'xct  i:  v>  >Lbifc::iA  d%  hit.*.ie 
and  to  Lis  wiit;  t»ux  iH:nij*»  '.f  ii-«-=s  xijtw  t..?^  tv-.'^jj 
is  :Laa  be  dji  Oilj,  Mtlfc-Tiiit  i*r  .SfcVT»r  lM»i  ^c^^r  l-:i> 
•cTae  i^'TTTariiti  wl^',1  ii:b^  is  tu*«?  tv  L>  si-Ji^i  1.1.1^ 
si*  p>:»  b:j  iifci  lil»*c:  a  Ti::us.  v.  «.«::jt  si.U'.L  liUj.i 
of  tj>i  ^iHJKr-Si.iiii*^;  aiii  ti-ui  L-*   liuzT'.'W  ttrjt;*  i:-.»a. 

STTBES  as   Ut!:    ULZUi   Z.Zltt  W:.ll,  IcJVr  -TU    dut:  V.    liUt    (ftUIit 

miHsr  t'ticx.  Ekhs  iriii^d  iifsTt  i.M;i{  sllfiiot:    viS 
1:2.     Hoc  VffyMn:'^  fTv-  i;2':;'.*>;u   Itr  luti:  jjtt:.  aud  ». 
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he  would  not  have  another  in  his  place  until  entiielj 
satisfied  that  he  would  not  return. 

The  antechamber  was  therefore  unoccupied.  Henri 
turned  round  as  the  queen  entered.  "You,  Madame !** 
he  cried. 

"  Yes/'  replied  Maxguerite ;  ''read  quickly  1 "  and  she 
handed  the  open  letter  to  him.     It  contained  these  lines : 

SiRB,  —  The  moment  has  arrived  for  patting  our  plan  of 
flight  into  execution. 

Day  after  to-morrow  there  will  he  hawking  on  the  hanks  of 
the  Seine,  from  St.  Qermain  to  Maisons,  all  along  the  forest 

Qo  to  this  meeting,  although  it  is  only  a  hawking  paztj. 
Put  a  good  coat  of  mail  under  your  doublet,  your  best  swoid 
by  your  side,  and  ride  the  fleetest  horse  in  your  stable. 

About  noon,  when  the  sport  is  at  its  height,  and  the  king  is 
gaUoping  after  his  falcon,  get  away  alone,  if  you  come  alone ; 
with  the  queen,  if  her  Majesty  will  follow  you. 

Fifty  of  our  party  will  be  concealed  in  the  Pavilion  of  Fian- 
9oi8  1.,  of  which  we  have  the  key ;  no  one  will  know  that 
they  are  there,  for  they  will  come  at  night,  and  the  shutten 
will  be  closed. 

You  will  go  by  the  All^  des  Violettes,  at  the  end  of  which 
I  shall  be  on  the  watch  ;  at  the  right  of  this  road  will  be 
M.M.  de  la  Mole  and  de  Coconnas,  with  two  horses,  intended 
to  replace  yours  if  they  should  be  fatigued. 

Adieu,  Sire  !  be  ready,  as  we  shall  be. 

"  Now  then.  Sire,"  said  Marguerite,  "  be  a  hero ;  it  is 
not  difficult.  You  have  but  to  follow  the  route  indicated, 
and  create  for  me  a  glorious  throne,"  said  the  daughter  of 
Henri  II. 

An  imperceptible  smile  rose  to  the  thin  lips  of  the  B^ 
nais,  as  he  kissed  Maiguerite's  hand,  and  went  out  to  ex- 
plore the  passage,  humming  the  refrain  of  an  old  aong : 

"  Cil  qni  mieuz  hattit  la  munulls 
N'entra  point  dedans  le  chastean." 
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The  ptecaniioQ  was  good,  for  as  he  opened  his  bedchamber 
door  the  Dae  d'Ale]i90ii  opened  that  of  his  antechamber. 
Henri  motioned  to  Marguerite  with  his  hand,  and  then 
said  aloud,  "Ah,  is  it  you,  Brother!     Welcome  I " 

The  queen  understood  her  husband's  meaning,  and 
went  quickly  into  a  dressing-closet,  before  the  door  of 
which  hung  a  thick  tapestry.  D'Alen^n  entered  with  a 
timorous  step,  and  looking  around  him,  "  Are  we  alone, 
Brother  t"   he  asked  in  an  undertone. 

**  Quite,    But  what  ails  you  1 — you  seem  upset" 

**  We  are  discovered,  Henri  I " 

"  How  discovered  ! " 

'*  Mouy  has  been  arrested  l** 

"  I  know  it." 

<<  Well,  Mouy  has  told  the  king  all ! " 

"Allwhatl" 

"  He  said  I  was  ambitious  for  the  throne  of  Navarre, 
and  was  conspiring  to  obtain  it" 

"The  dunderhead!"  said  Henri.  "So  that  you  are 
compromised,  my  dear  brother!  How  is  it,  then,  that 
you  axe  not  under  arrest  1" 

"  I  cannot  tell ;  the  king  jested  with  me,  and  offered 
me  the  throne  of  Navarre,  hoping,  doubtless,  to  dmw 
ftom  me  a  confession,  but  I  said  nothing." 

''And  you  did  well,  verUre-iaifU-gris/"  said  the  B^ar- 
nais.     "Stand  firm,  for  our  lives  depend  on  that." 

"Yes,"  said  Fmn^ois,  "our  position  Ib  difficult,  and 
that  is  why  I  came  to  ask  your  advice,  my  brother. 
Ought  I  to  flee  or  remain  1" 

"Tou  have  seen  the  king,  and  he  has  spoken  to  yout " 

"Yea.'' 

"Well,  you  must  have  ascertained  his  thoughts;  act 
from  your  own  inspiration." 

"  I  would  rather  remain,"  said  Francois. 


180  MABOUSRITE  DB  YALOIB. 

Master  of  himself  as  he  was,  yet  HeDii  allowed  a  move- 
ment  of  joy  to  escape  him,  and  Francois  oheerved  it 

**  Remain,  then,"  said  Henri. 

"  And  you  1  ** 

**  Why,  if  you  remain,  1  have  no  motive  for  going ;  if 
you  went  I  should  follow  you  only  out  of  devotion, — 
that  I  might  not  part  fix)m  a  brother  I  love.*' 

"  So,  then,"  said  D'Alen^on,  "  there  is  an  end  of  all 
our  plans,  and  you  give  way  to  the  fiist  evil  fortune." 

''It"  said  Henri,  "I  do  not  call  it  evil  fortune  to 
remain  here;  thanks  to  my  contented  disposition,  I  am 
happy  everywhere.** 

"Well,  then,"  observed  D'  Alen^on,  "there's  no  more 
to  be  said ;  only,  if  you  change  your  mind,  let  me  know." 

"  CarUeu  /  I  shall  be  sure  to  do  that,**  replied  HeniL 
"  Have  we  not  agreed  to  have  no  secrets  from  each 
other!** 

D'Alen^on  said  no  more,  and  withdrew  full  of  thoogfat, 
for  he  believed  he  had  seen  the  tapestiy  move  at  a  certain 
moment ;  and  indeed,  scarcely  was  D'Alen^on  gone  when 
Maiguerite  re-appeared. 

"  What  do  you  think  of  this  visit  t  '*  inquired  Henri. 

"That  there  is  something  new  and  important;  what 
it  is,  1  will  learn." 

"  In  the  mean  while  1 " 

"  In  the  mean  while,  fEol  not  to  come  to  my  apartments 
to-morrow  evening." 

"  1  will  not  fail,  be  assured,  Madame,"  was  the  reply 
of  Henri,  kissing  his  wife's  hand  very  gallantly. 

With  the  same  precaution  she  had  used  in  coming, 
Marguerite  returned  to  her  own  apartments. 
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CHAPTER   XVIII. 

THB    BOOK    OF    VBNBBT. 

Thibtt-siz  hoois  had  elapsed  since  the  events  we  have 
related.  The  Louvre  clock  had  just  struck  four  when 
D'Alen^on,  who,  with  all  the  rest  of  the  court,  had  risen 
early,  to  prepare  for  the  hunt,  entered  his  mother's 
apartments.  The  queen  was  not  in  her  chamber,  but  she 
had  left  orders  that  if  her  son  came  he  was  to  wait  At 
the  end  of  a  few  minutes  she  came  out  of  a  cabinet  where 
she  carried  on  her  chemical  studies,  and  into  which  no 
one  ever  entered.  As  she  opened  the  door,  a  strong  odor 
of  some  acrid  perfume  pervaded  the  room,  and  looking 
through  the  door  of  the  cabinet,  the  duke  perceived  a 
thick  white  vapor,  like  that  of  some  aromatic  substance, 
floating  in  the  air.  He  could  not  restrain  a  look  of 
inquiry. 

''Yes,"  said  Catherine,  ''1  burned  some  old  parch- 
ments, and  their  smell  was  so  offensive  that  1  cast  some 
juniper  into  the  braaer."  D'Alen^on  bowed.  ^'Well," 
continued  the  queen,  concealing  beneath  the  sleeves  of 
her  r6be  de  ehawhrt  her  hand  stained  with  Luge  reddish 
spots,    "anything  new  since   yesterday  1" 

"Nothing." 

"  Have  you  seen  Henril" 

"  Yes." 

"Willhegol" 

''  He  refuses  positively." 

"  The  knave  I  " 
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"  What  do  you  say,  Madame  1  ** 

"  I  say  that  he  will  go." 

"  You  think  80 1" 

<<I  am  sure  of  it" 

''  Then  he  escapes  usl ** 

*'  Tes,"  said  Catherine. 

*'  And  yoa  let  him  depart  1  '* 

*'  I  not  only  suffer  him,  but^  I  tell  you,  it  ia 
that  he  should  leave  the  oourL" 

*'  I  do  not  understand  you.'' 

"  Listen :  a  skilful  physician,  the  same  who  gave  me 
the  book  of  yenery  you  are  about  to  present  to  the  King 
of  Navarre,  has  told  me  that  he  ia  on  the  point  of  being 
attacked  with  consumption,  — an  incurable  disease.  Now, 
you  will  undeistand  that  if  he  be  doomed  to  die  of  so 
cruel  a  disease,  it  is  better  that  he  should  die  away  from 
us  than  under  our  eyes,  at  the  court'' 

**  Indeed,  that  would  be  too  painful  for  us." 

« Especially  for  Charles;  whereas,  if  he  die  after 
having  disobeyed  him,  he  will  look  apon  his  death  as 
a  punishment  from  heaven." 

''  You  are  right,  Mother,"  said  Fran9ois,  with  admi- 
ration; ''it  is  better  he  should  depart  But  are  yoa 
sure  he  will  got'' 

**'  All  his  measures  are  taken.  The  place  of  rendeivoas 
is  in  the  forest  of  St  Germain ;  fifky  Huguenots  are  to 
escort  him  to  Fontainebleau,  where  five  hundred  othen 
await  him." 

''  And  does  Maigot  accompany  him  1 "  asked  D'Alen^iL 

*'  Yes ;  but  upon  Henri's  death  she  will  return  to  oout, 
a  widow  and  free." 

"  Are  you  sure  that  Henri  will  die  1 " 

"  The  physician  who  gave  me  this  book  aasaxed  me 
of  it" 
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"  And  where  is  this  book  t " 

Catherine  euteied  her  cabinet,  and  letoined  instantly 
with  the  book  in  her  band. 

"  Here  it  is/'  said  she. 

I>'Alen90u  looked  at  it,  not  without  a  certain  feeling 
of  terror. 

"What  is  this  bookl"  asked  he,  shuddering. 

"  I  have  already  told  yon.  It  is  a  treatise  on  the  art 
of  rearing  and  training  Mcons,  goshawks,  and  gorMcoDs, 
written  by  a  very  learned  man,  —  Seigneur  Castmccio 
Caslrocani,  of  Lucca." 

"What  am  I  to  do  with  it  t " 

"  Give  it  to  your  good  friend  Henriot,  who,  you  told 
me,  asked  jou  for  this  book,  or  one  like  it,  that  he 
might  study  the  science  of  hawking.  As  he  ia  going  to 
hawk  this  morning  with  the  king,  he  will  not  fail  to  read 
tome  pages  of  it^  so  as  to  show  the  king  that  he  ia  follow- 
ing his  advice  and  taking  lessons.  The  main  thing  is  to 
give  it  to  him  personally." 

"  Oh,  I  dan  not  I  "  said  D'AlenQon,  shuddering. 

"Why  not)"  replied  the  queen;  "it  is  a  book  like 
any  other,  except  that  it  has  lain  by  so  long  that  the 
leaves  stick  together.  Do  not  attempt  to  read  it,  for  it 
can  only  be  read  by  wetting  the  finger,  and  turning  over 
each  leaf,  which  occasions  a  great  loss  of  time." 

"  So  that  it  will  be  read  only  by  a  niau  who  is  anxious 
to  learn  t" 

"  Exactly  so,  my  eon ;  you  underetaud  I " 

"  Oh,"  said  D'Alenfon,  "  I  bear  Henri  in  the  court. 
Give  it  to  me,  and  I  will  avail  myself  of  hie  absenoe  to 
place  it  in  his  room ;  on  his  return  he  will  find  it  then." 

"  1  sbonld  much  prefer  that  you  gave  it  to  himself;  it 
ii  more  certain." 

"  I  bare  already  tolJ  yuu  1  dare  not." 
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"  Go,  then  j  bnt  at  least  place  it  when  it  can  lie  eulj 
eeen." 

"  I  will  place  it  where  he  most  see  it  Will  it  be 
better  to  open  it  t " 

"  Yes,  open  it." 

"Give  it  to  me,  then." 

D*Alen^n  took  with  a  trembling  hand  the  book  which 
Catherine  beld  oat  to  hiiu  with  a  hand  that  did  not 
tremble. 

"  Take  it,"  said  she.  "  There  is  no  danger,  since  I  on 
handle  it ;  besides,  you  have  your  glores  on." 

D'AIen^n  wrapped  the  book  in  his  mantle,  ae  if  stiU 
afrud. 

"  Make  haste,"  continaed  the  qneen ;  "  Henri  may  eDtei 
at   any  moment." 

"You  are  right,  Madame,  I  will  go."  And  the  duke 
left  the  apartment,  trembling  with  emotion. 

We  have  often  introdaced  our  readeis  into  the  apart- 
ments of  the  K-ing  of  Navarre,  and  have  made  them 
witnesses  of  events  that  took  place  there, — joyons  or 
terrible  according  as  smiled  or  threatened  the  protecting 
angel  of  the  future  King  of  France.  Bat  thoee  walls, 
stained  with  blood  by  murder,  sprinkled  with  wine  by 
revelry,  scented  with  perfumes  by  love,  had  perhaps 
never  seen  a  fitce  so  pale  as  the  Due  d'Alen^n's  when 
be  entered  the  apartmente,  the  book  in  his  hand. 

On  the  wall  hung  Henri's  sword ;  some  links  of 
KOK    srMt^rrd    uii     tlui    fluor ,     a    well-fiUrd     pur 
a  poniard  lay  on  the  table  ;  acfi  the  li;;lit  ushus 
grate  Bhowcd   D'Alen^n  tliat  Henri  hod  put  oo  . 
of  mail,  collected  what  money  he  could,  and 
papers  that  might  com  prom  i 

"  My  mother  was  right,' 
would  betray  me." 
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Doubtless  this  conviction  gave  him  strength ;  for  after 
having  looked  into  all  the  comers  and  lifted  the  tapestry, 
after  assuring  himself  that  no  one  was  thinking  of  what 
he  might  be  doing,  he  took  the  book  from  under  his 
cloak,  placed  it  on  the  table,  and  then,  with  his  gloved 
hand,  and  with  a  hesitation  that  betrayed  his  fears,  he 
opened  the  book  at  an  engraving.  The  instant  he  had 
done  so  he  drew  off  his  glove  and  cast  it  into  the  fire ; 
the  leather  crackled,  burned,  and  was  soon  reduced  to 
a  black  and  curled  remnant.  He  waited  until  he  had 
seen  it  consumed,  and  then  hastily  returned  to  his  own 
apartments.  As  he  entered  he  heard  steps  on  the  wind- 
ing stair ;  and  not  doubting  but  that  it  was  Henri,  he 
quickly  closed  his  door.  Then  he  looked  out  of  his  win- 
dow into  the  court  below.  Henri  was  not  in  that  portion 
of  the  court  visible  from  the  window,  and  this  strength- 
ened Fran9ois's  belief  that  it  was  he  whom  he  had  just 
heard. 

The  duke  sat  down,  took  up  a  book,  and  tried  to  read. 
It  was  a  History  of  France,  from  Pharamond  to  Henri  11. 
But  the  duke  could  not  fix  his  attention  on  it ;  the  fever 
of  expectation  burned  his  veins;  the  throbbing  of  his 
temples  sounded  through  all  his  brain.  As  one  sees  in  a 
dream  or  in  a  magnetic  trance,  it  seemed  to  him  that  he 
could  see  through  the  walls.  His  eyes  appeared  to  plunge 
into  the  chamber  of  Henri,  spite  of  the  obstacles  that  sep- 
arated it  from  him.  In  order  to  drive  away  the  terrible 
object  before  his  mind's  eye,  the  duke  vainly  looked  at  his 
arms,  his  ornaments,  his  books;  every  detail  of  the  en- 
graving that  he  had  seen  but  for  a  moment  was  before 
him  stilL  It  was  a  gentleman  on  horseback,  recalling  his 
falcon,  in  a  flat  landscape ;  then  it  was  not  only  the  book 
he  saw,  but  the  King  of  Navarre  reading  it,  and  wetting 
his  thumb  in  order  to  turn  over  the  pages.     At  this  sight, 
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fictitious  and  imagixuuy  as  it  was,  D'Alen^n  staggered 
against  a  table  and  covered  his  eyee  with  his  hands,  as 
if  to  hide  the  horrible  yiaion. 

Suddenly  lyAlen^on  saw  Henri  in  the  goutL  He 
stopped  a  few  moments  to  speak  to  the  men  who  were 
loading  two  mules,  ostensibly  with  his  provisions  for  the 
chase,  but  really  with  the  money  and  other  things  he 
wished  to  take  with  him ;  then,  having  given  his  orders, 
he  advanced  towards  the  door. 

D'Alen^on  stood  motionless;  it  was  not  Henri,  then, 
be  had  heard  mount  the  stairs.  All  those  agonies,  then, 
that  he  had  suffered  in  the  last  quarter  of  an  hour  were 
groundless.  What  he  had  thought  finished,  or  nearly  so^ 
was  only  about  to  begin.  He  opened  his  door  and  lis- 
tened; this  time  there  was  no  mistake,  —  it  was  Henri. 
D'Alen9on  recogniised  his  step,  even  to  the  peculiar  jingle 
of  his  spurs.     Henri's  door  opened,  and  then  doeed. 

*'  Good  1 "  said  D'Alen9on.  "  He  has  passed  throu^ 
the  antechamber ;  he  has  entered  his  bedchamber ;  he  has 
looked  to  see  if  his  sword,  his  purse,  and  his  poniard  are 
there ;  then  he  has  seen  the  book  open  on  the  table. 
'What  is  this  bookl'  he  asks  Limselfl  'Where  has  it 
come  from  1  Who  has  brought  it  t  *  Then,  seeing  the  en- 
graving, he  tries  to  read  it  and  turns  over  the  leaves."  A 
cold  sweat  moistened  the  duke's  brow.  "  Will  he  call  for 
help  1  '*  said  he.  "  Is  the  poison  sudden  t  No ;  for  my 
mother  said  he  would  die  slowly  of  consumption." 

Ten  minutes  passed  by  in  these  horrible  reflections. 
D'Alengon  could  support  it  no  longer ;  he  rose^  and  passed 
through  his  chamber,  which  was  already  filled  with  gen- 
tlemen. "  Good-day,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  I  am  going 
to  the  king."  And  to  distract  his  attention,  to  prepare 
an  cUMf  perhaps,  D'Alen^on  descended  to  his  brother's 
apartments.     Why,  he  knew  not     What  had  he  to  say  t 
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Nothing  I    It  was  not  Charles  he  sought ;  it  was  Henri 
from  whom  he  fled. 

Francis  crossed  successively  the  salon  and  the  sleeping- 
room,  without  meeting  any  one ;  he  then  thought  Charles 
might  be  in  his  armory,  and  he  opened  the  door. 

Charles  was  seated  at  a  table  in  an  armchair  of  carved 
oak ;  his  back  was  turned  to  the  door  by  which  Francois 
had  entered.  The  duke  approached  silently.  Charles 
was  reading. 

*'  Pardieu ! "    cried    the  king,  "  what    an  admirable 
book  I    I  did  not  think  there  was  such  a  work  in  France." 
D'Alengon  listened. 

'*  Devil  take  the  leaves  I  ^  said  Charles,  as,  wetting  his 
thumb,  he  turned  them.  ''  It  seems  as  if  the  leaves  had 
been  stuck  together  purposely,  to  conceal  the  marvels 
they  contain." 

D^Alengon  bounded  forward.  The  book  Charles  was 
reading  was  the  same  that  D'Alen^on  had  taken  into 
Henri's  room.     A  cry  burst  from  his  lips. 

''  Ah,  it  is  you,  D'Alen9on ! "  said  the  king ;  "  you  are 
just  in  time  to  see  the  most  admirable  work  on  venery  in 
the  world." 

D'Alenf^n's  first  idea  was  to  snatch  the  book  from  his 
brother,  but  an  infernal  thought  nailed  him  to  his  place. 
A  frightful  smile  passed  over  his  white  lips ;  he  put  his 
hand  before  his  eyes  as  if  dazzled.  Then,  gradually  recov- 
ering himself,  but  without  moving  a  step  backward  or 
forward,  "Sire,"  he  asked,  ''how  did  this  book  come 
into  your  possession  1" 

"  Oh,  I  went  into  Henriot's  room  to  see  if  he  was 
ready,  and  found  this  treasure,  which  I  brought  down 
with  me  to  read  at  my  ease." 

And  the  king  again  moistened  his  finger,  and  again 
turned  over  the  page. 
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"  Sire,"  bltered  D'Alsu^n,  wboae  haii  stood  on  end, — 
"Sire,  I  have  come  to  tell  yon — " 

"Let  me  finish  this  chapter,  Fnn^oia,  and  then  tell 
me  what  yon  please,  X  have  raad,  or  lathar  deronred, 
fifty  pagea." 

"My  brother  has  tasted  the  poison  five-and-twenty 
timee,"  thonght  D'AlanQoa ;  "  he  is  a  dead  man  I " 

Fian^is  wiped  the  cold  dew  from  hia  brow  with  a 
trembling  band,  and  waited  in  silence,  as  the  king  bade 
biJB,  until  h«  bad  finished  the  cbapteb 
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CHAPTEE  XIX. 
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Chablbs  read  on;  he  seemed^  indeed,  to  devour  the 
pages.  And  each  leaf,  as  we  have  said,  whether  hecanse 
the  book  had  been  long  exposed  to  dampness  or  for  some 
other  reason,  adhered  to  the  leaf  next  following. 

I>'Alen9on  gazed  wildly  on  this  terrible  spectacle,  of 
which  he  alone  foresaw  the  consequence. 

**  Oh,"  mormured  he,  "  what  will  happen  now  t  Shall 
I  go  into  exile  and  seek  a  visionary  throne^  while  Henri, 
on  the  first  intelligence  of  Charles's  illness,  will  return  to 
some  fortress  near  Paris,  whence  he  may  come  hither  in 
an  hour  or  twot  so  that  before  D'Anjou  even  hears  of 
Charles's  death  the  dynasty  already  wiU  have  been 
changed.'' 

Instantly  his  plan  with  regard  to  Henri  altered.  It  was 
Charles  who  had  read  the  poisoned  book;  Henri  must 
stay.  He  was  less  to  be  dreaded  in  the  Bastille,  or  a  pris- 
oner at  Yincennes,  than  as  King  of  Navarre  at  the  head 
of  thirty  thousand  men. 

The  duke  waited  until  Charles  finished  his  chapter,  and 
then,  **  Brother,"  said  he,  **  I  waited  because  you  ordered 
me ;  but  I  have  something  of  the  greatest  importance  to 
say  to  you." 

''Ah,  the  devil  take  you!"  returned  Charles,  whose 
pale  cheeks  were  becoming  purple,  either  because  he  had 
read  with  too  muoh  fervor,  or  because  the  poison  was  be- 
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ginniiig  to  operate,  "  if  yon  come  and  wony  me,  1 11  get 
rid  of  you,  08  I  have  of  the  King  of  Poland." 

"  It  is  not  on  that  subject  I  wonld  speak  to  you.  Your 
Majeaty  has  touched  me  in  my  moot  senaitive  point, — 
that  of  my  love  for  yon  as  a  hiother,  and  my  deTotion  ta 
your  Bubject;  and  I  come  to  prove  to  you  that  I  am 
no  traitor." 

"  Wall,  well,"  said  Charles,  crossing  hi«  l^s  and  throw- 
ing hinwelf  back  on  his  chair ;  "  some  &rah  report,  aome 
new  nightman ! " 

"  No,  Sire  ;  a  certainty,  —  a  plot,  which  only  my  ndio 
nlous  delicaoy  of  sentiment  baa  prevented  my  rereaJiiig 
to  you." 

"A  plot !  let  OB  hear  tbe  plot" 

"  Sire,"  swl  Fianfoia,  "  while  yoar  Uajeaty  hawks  in 
the  plain  of  Veoinet,  the  King  of  Navarre  will  fly  into 
the  forest  of  St  Oennain,  where  a  troop  of  hia  friends 
await  him,  and  will  eeoape  with  tbea." 

"  I  expected  this  1 "  cried  Cbariee ;  "a  fraeli  olninny 
against  my  poor  Henriot  I  When  will  job  leave  him 
alone  1 " 

"Your  Miyeety  need  not  wait  long  to  know  whether 
what  I  saj  be  true  or  folae." 

"Why  not!" 

"  Beoaose  this  evening  he  will  be  go&e." 

Charles  nee.  "Listen,"  said  he;  "I  will  once  mon 
seem  to  believe  yon ;  but  mind,  it  is  for  the  last  time! 
Without  there  I  summon  tbe  King  of  Navarre  I " 

A  soldier  was  about  to  obey,  when  Francis  stopped 
him.  "  That  is  a  bad  way  to  leam  the  truth,"  aaid  he. 
"  Henri  will  deny  it,  will  give  a  signal,  all  his  aocomplioee 
will  oonoeol  themselves,  and  my  mother  and  mjeelf  will 
be  accused  of  calumny." 

Chailee  opened  the  window,  tor  the  blood  was  rusliiog 
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into  his  head  Then,  turning  to  D'Alen^on,  ''What 
would  you  do,  then)"  aaked  he. 

**  Sire,"  said  D'Alen9on9  "  I  would  surround  the  wood 
with  three  detachments  of  light-hoise,  who,  at  a  certain 
hour,  — at  eleven  o'clock,  for  example,  —  should  beat  the 
forest^  and  drive  every  one  in  it  back  upon  the  Pavilion  of 
Fran^ob  L,  which  I  would,  as  if  casually,  have  appointed 
as  the  place  for  dinner.  Then,  when  I  saw  Henri  with- 
diHW,  I  would  follow  him  to  the  rendezvous,  and  capture 
him  and  his  accomplices.'' 

"  A  good  idea  enough  1 "  returned  Charles.  "  Call  the 
captain  of  my  guards." 

D'Alen^on  drew  from  his  doubtlet  a  silver  whistle  fas- 
tened to  a  chain  of  gold,  and  whistled.  Nancey  appeared. 
Charies  gave  him  some  orders  in  an  undertone.  Mean- 
while ActflBon,  the  greyhound,  had  dragged  a  book  off  the 
table  and  begun  to  tear  it  Charles  turned  round  and 
swore  a  terrible  oath.  The  book  was  the  precious  trea- 
tise on  veneiy,  of  which  there  existed  but  three  copies 
in  the  world. 

The  chastisement  was  proportionate  to  the  offence. 
Charles  seized  a  whip  and  lashed  the  dog  soundly ;  Ac- 
taeon  yelled  and  disappeared  under  a  table  covered  with 
a  large  green  cloth.  The  king  picked  up  the  book,  and 
saw  with  joy  that  but  one  leaf  was  wanting,  and  that 
leaf  not  a  page  of  text,  but  an  engraving.  He  carefully 
placed  it  on  a  shelf  beyond  the  reach  of  Action, — 
D'Alen9on  looking  on  with  anxiety;  now  that  it  had 
fulfilled  its  fearful  task,  he  would  have  been  glad  to  see 
it  oat  of  Charles's  hands. 

Six  o  'dock  struck,  and  the  kii^  descended.  He  first 
dosed  the  door  of  the  armory,  locked  it,  and  put  the  key 
in  his  pocket,  D'Alen^on  earnestly  watching  each  move- 
ment ;  on  his  way  downstairs  he  stopped,  and  passed  his 
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hand  to  his  biow.  "  I  do  not  know  what  is  the  matter 
with  me,"   he  said,  ''but  I  feel  veiy  weak." 

D'Alen9on's  legs  trembled  not  less  than  those  of  the 
king.  "  Perhaps,''  he  faltered,  **  there  is  a  thundeMtozm 
in  the  air." 

"  A  thunder-storm  in  January !  you  are  mad,"  said 
Charles.  "No,  no;  I  feel  a  dizadness,  my  skin  is  diy. 
I  am  over-&tigued,  that's  alL"  Then  in  an  undertone 
he  added,  "They  will  kill  me  with  their  quanels  and 
their  plots.'' 

The  fresh  air,  the  cries  of  the  huntsmen,  and  the  noise 
of  the  horses  and  hounds,  produced  their  ordinary  effect 
upon  the  king ;  he  breathed  freely,  and  felt  eThilainted, 
His  first  care  was  to  look  for  Henri  and  Maigueiite,  who 
seemed,  excellent  spouses,  as  if  they  could  not  leaTe 
each  other.  On  perceiving  Charles,  Henri  spurred  his 
horse,  and  in  three  bounds  was  beside  him. 

"  Ah,  ab,  Henriot ! "  said  Charles,  "  you  are  mounted 
as  if  you  were  going  to  hunt  the  stag,  and  yet  you  know 
we  are  only  going  to  hawk."  Then  without  awaiting  a 
reply,  "  Forward,  gentlemen ! "  cried  he,  frowning  and 
with  a  voice  almost  threatening;  "we  must  be  at  the 
meet  by  nine." 

Catherine  was  watching  at  a  window,  and  only  her  pels 
£em»  could  be  seen ;  her  figure  was  concealed  by  the  curtain. 

At  Charles's  order,  the  whole  eorUge  passed  through 
the  gate  of  the  Louvre,  and  along  the  road  to  St  Germain, 
amid  the  acclamations  of  the  people,  who  saluted  their 
young  king  as  he  rode  by  on  his  horse  whiter  than  snow. 

"  What  did  he  say  to  you  1 "  asked  Maigueiite  of  Henii 

"  He  felicitated  me  on  the  stoutness  of  my  hone." 

"Is  that  alii" 

"  Yes." 

"  He  knows  something,  then." 
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•'Ifearao.'' 

**  Let  us  be  cautiona.* 

Henri's  fiice  was  lighted  up  in  leply  with  one  of  his 
cordial  smiles,  which  meant  for  Margnerite^  especial! j, 
«*Be  easy,  my  dear." 

As  for  Catherine,  when  she  bad  seen  them  all  depart, 
she  let  &U  the  curtain*  ''This  time,^  she  marmured, 
**  I  think  I  have  him/'  Then,  to  satisfy  herself,  after 
haying  waited  for  a  few  minutes  she  entered  the  King 
of  Navarre's  apartments,  using  her  pass-key.  But  she 
searched  in  vain  for  the  book. 

''D'Alen^on  has  already  taken  it  away,"  she  said; 
''that  is  prudent"  And  she  descended,  convinced  that 
this  time  her  project  had  succeeded. 

The  king  arrived  at  St.  Germain.  The  sun,  hitherto 
hidden  by  a  cloud,  lighted  up  the  splendid  cortege. 
Then,  as  if  it  had  awaited  this  moment,  a  heron  rose 
from  the  reeds  with  a  mournful  cry. 

"Haw I   haw!"   cried  Charles,  unhooding  his  falcon. 

The  falcon,  dazzled  for  a  moment  by  the  light,  de- 
scribed a  circle,  then,  suddenly  perceiving  the  heron, 
dashed  after  it.  However,  the  heron,  which  had  risen 
a  hundred  yards  before  the  beaters,  had  profited  by  the 
time  occupied  in  unhooding  the  &lcon  to  gain  a  consid- 
erable distance ;  he  was  therefore  at  least  at  a  height  of 
five  hundred  feet,  and  was  still  mounting  rapidly. 

"  Haw !  haw  I  Becnie-Fer  I "  cried  Charles,  encouraging 
Ids  fidoon ;  **  show  us  now  your  noble  blood  I  haw  I  haw  !  " 

As  if  he  had  understood  that  encouragement,  the  noble 
bird  mounted  like  an  arrow  after  the  heron,  which  had 
now  well-nigh  disappeared. 

^  Ah,  coward  I  ^  said  Charles,  putting  his  horse  to  its 
speed,  and  throwing  back  his  head,  so  as  not  to  lose  sight 
of  the  chase ;  "  courage,  Beo^e-Ferl " 
VOL.  n.  — 18 
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The  contest  was  most  carious.  The  fiedoon  was  tapidlj 
neanng  the  heron ;  the  only  question  was  which  in  that 
first  attack  should  be  uppermost  Fear  had  better  wings 
than  courage.  The  falcon  passed  underneath ;  and  the 
heron^  profiting  by  his  advantage,  dealt  him  a  blow  with 
his  long  beak.  The  fiedcon  staggered  and  seemed  as  if 
about  to  retreaty  but  soon  recovering  himself  went  after 
the  heron.  The  latter,  pursuing  his  advantage,  had 
changed  the  direction  of  his  flight  and  sought  the  forest, 
endeavoring  to  escape  by  distance  rather  than  by  height; 
but  the  falcon  followed  him  so  closely  that  the  heron  wis 
obliged  again  to  mount,  and  in  a  few  seconds  the  two 
birds  were  scarcely  distinguishable. 

"  Bravo,  Bec-de-Fer  I  "  cried  Charles,  "  see,  he  is  upper- 
most 1 " 

"  Faith  1 "  said  Henri,  ''  I  confess  I  do  not  see  the  one 
or  the  other." 

"  Nor  I,"  said  Marguerite. 

^'  If  you  can't  see  them,  you  may  hear  them,  —  at  least 
the  heron/'  replied  Charles.  ''  Hark  I  he  asks  quarter." 
As  he  spoke,  two  or  three  plaintive  cries  were  heard. 
"  Look,  look  1 "  he  cried,  '^  and  you  will  see  them  de- 
scend quicker  than  they  went  up." 

As  the  king  spoke,  the  two  birds  reappeared ;  the  fidcon 
>was  uppermost. 

"  Bec-de-Fer  has  him ! "  shouted  Charles. 

The  heron,  outflown  by  the  falcon,  no  longer  sought 
to  defend  himself ;  he  descended  rapidly,  struck  continu- 
ally by  the  falcon.  Suddenly  he  folded  his  wings  and 
dropped  like  a  stone;  but  his  adversary  did  the  same. 
And  when  the  fugitive  resumed  his  flighty  he  received  a 
stroke  that  stunned  him;  he  fell  to  the  earth,  and  the 
falcon,  uttering  a  note  of  victory,  alighted  near  him. 

"  To  the  falcon  I  to  the  falcon  I  "  cried  Charles,  gallops 
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ing  towards  the  place.  But  saddenly  he  stopped,  and  ut- 
tering a  cry,  let  fieJl  his  hridle,  and  pressed  his  hand  to 
hiB  stomach.    All  the  courtiers  hastened  up. 

"It  is  nothing,"  said  he^  with  inflamed  features  and 
haggard  eyes.  "  But  I  felt  as  if  a  hot  iron  was  passing 
through  me  just  now;  but  it  is  nothing."  And  he 
galloped  on. 

D'Alen^on  turned  pale. 

"What  is  the  matter  nowl"  inquired  Henri  of 
Marguerite. 

"  I  know  not/'  replied  she ;  "  but  did  you  see  Charles  1 
He  was  purple ! " 

"  He  is  not  so  generally,"  said  Henri. 

They  reached  the  place  where  the  two  birds  were; 
the  falcon  was  already  eating  the  heron's  brains.  Charles 
sprang  off  his  horse ;  but  on  alighting  he  was  forced  to 
seize  the  saddle  to  prevent  himself  from  falling.  The 
earth  turned  under  him ;  he  felt  a  strong  inclination  to 
sleep. 

"My  brother  I "  cried  Marguerite,  "  what  is  the  matter)" 

"I  feel,''  said  Charles,  "what  Portia  must  have  felt 
when  she  swallowed  her  burning  coals.  It  seems  as  if 
my  breath  was  flame." 

Meantime  the  &lcon  was  reclaimed,  and  all  the  suite 
gathered  round  Charles. 

"What  is  all  thist"  cried  he.  "Body  of  Christ! 
it  is  nothing,  or  at  most  only  the  sun  that  affects  me. 
Unhood  all  the  fjEiloons  1  there  go  a  whole  flight  of 
herons  1 " 

Five  or  six  falcons  were  instantly  unhooded,  while  all 
the  chase  galloped  along  the  bank  of  the  river. 

"  Well,  Madame,  what  say  you  1 "  asked  Henri. 

"That  the  moment  is  £ftvorable,  and  that  if  the  king 
does  not  look  back,  we  may  easily  gain  the  forest." 
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Heaii  called  the  atteodant  who  had  the  ftllen  heron 
ill  charge,  and  while  the  court  awept  on,  remained  hehind, 
aa  if  to  examine  the  bird.  At  this  moment,  and  as  if  to 
aid  his  planSy  a  pheasant  zoee.  Henri  slipped  the  jesses 
of  his  fidcon ;  he  had  now  the  pretext  of  a  chase  on  his 
own  account  to  assist  him. 
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CHAPTER  XX. 

THE  PAVILION   or  FBANgOlS   L 

At  the  right  of  the  A3\46  dee  Yiolettee  is  a  long  clearing, 
fo  far  that  it  cannot  he  discoveiwl  from  the  high-ioad, 
hnt  yet  the  high-raod  can  be  seen  &om  the  clearing. 

In  the  middle  of  this  clearing  two  men  vera  lying  on 
the  grass,  having  a  tnvelling-cloak  spread  beneath  them, 
and  at  the  aide  of  each  a  long  sword,  and  a  musketoon 
(then  called  a  petionel)  'with  the  muzde  turned  from 
them.  One  of  them  was  leaning  on  his  knae  and  one 
hand,  listening  like  a  bare  or  a  deer. 

"It  appeals  to  me,"  said  he,  "  that  the  hunt  draw  veiy 
close  upon  as  joat  now.  I  beard  the  cries  of  the  huntera 
as  they  cheered  on  the  fidcon." 

"And  now,"  said  the  other,  who  appeared  to  await 
events  with  much  more  philosophy  than  his  comrade,  — 
"  now  I  heat  them  no  longer ;  they  must  be  a  long  way 
off.  I  have  already  remarked  that  this  ia  a  bad  place  for 
observation.  It  is  true  one  ia  not  seen  here,  but  neither 
can  one  see." 

"  What  the  devil  would  you  have,  my  dear  Annihal  t 
We  most  wait  quietly;  the  place  hides  us  and  oar  mnlea 
and  horses  very  well ;  Mony  has  selected  a  good  spot, 
one  which  baa  all  the  concealments  and  privacy  indispen^ 
aWe  to  a  conspirator." 

"All,  good]"  said  the  other  gentleman;  "*  that's  thu 
word,  is  ill  Well,  I  expected  it.  So,  then,  we  am  eon- 
spiring  are  we  I" 
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"  We  are  not  conspiring ;  we  aie  serving  the  king  and 
queen." 

"  Who  are  conspiring ;  and  that,  so  &r  as  we  are  con- 
cerned, comes  to  the  same  thing." 

''  Coconnas,"  replied  La  Mole^  "  I  have  already  told  yon 
that  I  do  not  force  you  in  the  least  degree  to  join  me 
in  this  adventure,  which  a  private  sentiment  nnshared 
by  you  —  and  which  you  cannot  share — uiges  me  to 
undertake." 

" £h !  mordt  I  who,  then,  says  that  you  are  forcing  met 
In  the  first  place,  I  don't  know  a  man  who  could  force 
Coconnas  into  doing  what  he  did  n't  wish  to  do ;  but  do 
you  suppose  that  I  will  let  you  go  without  following  you, 
especiidly  when  I  see  you  going  to  the  devil  % " 

"  Annibal !  Annibal ! "  said  ^La  Mole,  "  I  think  I  see 
down  there  her  white  horse.  Oh  !  it  is  strange  how  the 
mere  thought  of  her  coming  makes  my  heart  beatl" 

"  Very  odd !  "  said  Coconnas,  yawning ;  "  my  heart 
doesn't  beat  at  alL" 

"  It  was  not  she ,"  said  La  Mole.  **  What  has  happened, 
then )    It  was  appointed  for  noon,  I  think." 

"  It  has  happened  that  it  is  not  noon,"  said  Cooonnas, 
^  that  is  all ;  and  it  appears  that  we  have  time  for  a  nap." 
And  so  saying,  Coconnas  stretched  himself  on  his  mantle 
like  a  man  who  is  about  to  add  practice  to  precept ;  but 
as  his  ear  touched  the  ground,  he  raised  his  finger  and 
motioned  La  Mole  to  be  silent 

Then  a  distant  sound  was  heard,  which  at  first  was 
scarcely  perceptible,  and  to  unpractised  ears  would  have 
seemed  to  be  only  the  wind,  but  to  the  cavaliers  it  was 
the  distant  galloping  of  horses. 

La  Mole  sprang  to  his  feet  in  a  moment. 

"Here  they  are  !"  said  he.     "Up  !" 

Coconnas  rose  more  quietly;  and  then  a  regular  and 
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n  dtrack  the  «v  of  lU  Iwti  ftiuiuk       1  Im 

t'iam    mck  op  their  «un ;  umI  iu  lU  iim.1  Ihui^  |u->o..l1 
Ii£     L   ^niu    shaUow   »    wunuii,    wlm,    lumlii^    |utvut>U 
L^ESL  3mde  a  particular  »uiial  ki>t|  iIIh).|.umiui|- 
'  Tba  '{uem!  "  thef  «XL'Utiuixt,  )»lti  hI  <<i>i«. 

*  Tbat  csn  thia  mean  I  "  wnl  (.'himiiiuh- 

*  Ami  ifae  did  30  with  W  »tu,"  uiil  U  M<-lu,  "  m  Lu  tt 


■••iiie  liid  so,"  aaiil  Cocunnu,  "  wl.ii.li  inDui.a,  '  ti<^l"t'' 

■'  T!ia  signal  meaiw, '  Wait  f,.r  ino  '  " 

■'  -t  mnns,  '  Away  at  oii<:«  ! '  " 

-  WeH,"  said  La  il-dn.  "  Iri  .a,.!,  ^..i  ,.i,  l.u  u-.u  u.t. 
-^cdon.     Do  50a  ff?  -    I  Will  tniiiAid." 

Ocunnas  aiiru;^-Ml  hu  *)ii>iil>lnf(  iii.il  Ui  il<>rtii  Mt  ll.u 
4iBi^  At  the  same  motnniit.  ifi  tl.o  i>j.|— tUi  >lii>-<.ii"U  l< 
-tioE  which  the  qut^n  lu-l  f'>ll..<tn>l,  I...1  ii<  it.u  uiou  1  .tl, 
^usa  paaaed  at  (:n«t  i>[.rni|  a  [(<..{,  .,t  I.  ..^.u.-.k  ivKiu 

^    two    friends    RCir^llI/l^lt    M    l'(..t.:oUl.l<.         Il,    >-     ilUJ|r 

p«ttKd  ispidlj. 

•Tate:  tbn  thing  W<.r.,K.  «..■!. ..=."  «^i  1  i : ..  .i.ii.,:., 
=BiD^     "Let  tu  K"  t'l  ll.B  l'><ii:.(.  .t  i:i^..;.u  |." 

"So,"  lepUed  U  M-.h. ;  "t,y  i. ,  u-.^f..  il  hu  -jc 
'iidcovered.  the  atu-ntcwi  '.f  it.n  ki..^  it.ll  I.-:  e<|».  .i,ill>- 
iicected  towafli  tl.n  |»vili'.'>,  ^  ti.a  la  ll.'i  ^■,i...i.A 
TendexTooa." 

"Well,  thu  timn  f^ii.-i^  >'...  iiK  Hc'-l,"  k'"'-'''-'' 
Coconius. 

Hardly  har]  Um-m  »',4'i.  U-:i.  nLu;>-I  .tt.';i.  a  ).  mv.i....i. 
paued  like  a  fUuiU  /4  L/l.'.r.:',^  *i~.  1  ti.i  iici,  ai.d  l':..|.ii.;/ 
over  ditcbe*,  h'ul.'^,  t^iut,  »...!  *u  ',i,it*.i-.«,  ik.uI.-.i  u.k 
joang  men.  Hi  h^l  a  (..^'^.i  ii>  kw.i.  t.->i„l,  »i.l  ii'.il'  I 
hi>  boTM  ID  hi*  fiifi'/-!*  '-;--;*  •.:!.  iu  kijr.*  .,i.ly, 

"M.  de  yi'.ojf  t„u.:..-A  C-aj.uuam,  ..i-w*y,  aji^J 
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now  more  on  the  alert  than  La  Mole ;  ^  M*  de  Mooy  fly- 
ing I  Is  it  a  letreaty  then  t " 

**  Quick  I  quick  I "  cried  the  Huguenot ;  **  away  with 
you !  All  is  lost !  I  have  come  round  to  tell  you  so. 
To  horse  and  away !  "* 

"  And  the  queen  1 "  cried  La  Mole. 

But  the  voice  of  the  young  man  was  lost  in  space ; 
Mouy  was  already  too  far  away  to  hear  him. 

Coconnas  had  soon  made  up  his  mind.  While  La  Mole 
remained  motionless,  following  Mouy  with  his  eyes  as 
he  disappeared  among  the  hranches,  he  hastened  to  the 
horseSy  and  leaping  on  his  own,  threw  the  bridle  of  the 
other  to  La  Mole,  and  prepared  to  dash  ofiC  ^Conie» 
come ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  let  us  be  off,  as  Mouy  advises^ 
and  Mouy  is  a  sensible  man.     Away,  away,  La  Mole!' 

«  One  moment,"  said  La  Mole ;  **  we  came  here  for 
something." 

*'  Unless  it  is  to  get  hanged,"  replied  Coconnas,  *'  I 
would  advise  you  to  lose  no  more  time.  When  M.  de 
Mouy  de  Saint-Phale  flies,  all  the  world  may  fly." 

"M.  de  Mouy  de  Samt-Phale,"  said  La  Molet,  <<is 
not  charged  to  cany  off  the  Queen  Marguerite !  M. 
de  Mouy  de  Saint-Phale  does  not  love  the  Queen 
Marguerite ! " 

*^  Mordi!  and  he  is  quite  right  too,  if  that  love  were 
to  lead  him  into  such  follies  as  I  see  you  are  meditating. 
May  five  hundred  thousand  devils  of  hell  take  the  love 
which  is  likely  to  cost  the  lives  of  two  brave  gentlemen ! 
'  Corne  de  bceuf/  *  as  King  Charles  says,  we  are  conspiiin^ 
my  dear  fellow;  and  when  men  conspire,  they  should 
make  off  at  the  right  time.     Mount,  mount,  La  Mole !  * 

"  Escape,  my  dear  fellow ;  I  do  not  hinder  you,  ^  I 
even  urge  you.  Your  life  is  more  valuable  than  mine; 
defend,  then,  your  life." 
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"It  were  hotter  to  say,  'Cooontua,  let  as  be  hanged 
together/  and  not,  '  Coconnas,  escape  alone.' " 

"  Bah  I  my  friend,"  replied  La  Hole,  "  tlie  oord  is  made 
for  Tagabonde^  and  not  for  gentlemen  like  vb." 

"  I  begin  to  think,"  said  Coconnas,  with  a  ogh,  "that 
the  precantion  I  have  taken  is  not  bad." 

"  What  is  that  t " 

"  To  make  a  friend  of  the  executioner." 

"  Yon  are  gloomy,  Coconnas." 

"  Bu^  in  shorty  what  are  we  to  do  t "  Maid  the  latter, 
impatiently. 

"  We  are  going  to  find  Uie  qaaen." 

"Where  is  she  I  " 

"  I  don't  know.    We  ate  to  find  the  king." 

"  Where  is  be  I " 

"  I  don't  know ;  but  we  shall  find  him,  and  shall  do — 
we  two  —  what  fifty  men  have  sot  been  able,  or  have  not 
dared  to  do." 

"  Yon  appeal  to  my  vanity,  Hyadnthe ;  it  is  a  bod 
sign." 

"  Well,  well,  let  ns,  then,  to  horse  and  away  I " 

"  That  'a  right" 

La  Mole  turned  roond  to  lay  his  hand  on  the  pommel 
of  his  saddle ;  bat  at  the  moment  when  he  put  his  foot 
in  the  stiirap,  a  voice  of  command  was  haaid,  saying, 
"  Halt  there  1  snrrender  I " 

At  the  same  moment  the  figure  of  a  man  was  seen  be- 
hind an  oak,  then  another,  then  thirty ;  they  were  the 
light  dragoons  dismounted,  who  were  making  their  way 
quietly,  and  seaidiing  the  forest. 

"  What  did  I  tall  yon  t "  muttered  Coconnas. 

A  muffled  groan  was  Ia  Mole's  r^ly. 

The  light  dragoons  wens  witiiin  thirty  paces  of  tbe  two 
tntads. 
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"  Welly  genttemen/'  said  the  Piedmontese^  "  what  is 
your  pleasoiet" 

The  lieutenant  ordered  his  men  to  take  aim  at  the  two 
friende. 

Coconnas  continued  in  a  low  tone,  ''Mount,  La  Mok! 
there  is  time  enough.  Jump  into  your  saddle  as  I  have 
seen  you  do  it  a  hundred  times,  and  let  us  be  ofL^  Then, 
turning  to  the  light  dragoons,  "Eh!  what  the  devil, 
gentlemen,  don't  fire ;  you  might  kill  fnenda**  Then  to 
La  Mole,  "  Through  the  trees  I  their  aim  must  be  had. 
They  will  fire,  and  miss  us." 

"  Impossible,''  said  La  Mole.  "  We  cannot  take  with 
us  Marguerite's  horse  and  the  two  mules.  That  hone 
and  those  mules  would  compromise  her,  while  by  my  an- 
swers I  will  remove  aU  suspicion.     Go,  my  Mend,  go ! " 

"Gentlemen,"  said  Coconnas,  drawing  his  sword  and 
raising  it  in  the  air,  "we  surrender.** 

The  soldiers  raised  their  muskets. 

"3ut  why  are  we  summoned  to  surrender  1  * 

"  That  you  must  ask  of  the  King  of  Navana** 

"  What  crime  have  we  committed  1 " 

"  M.  d'Alen9on  will  inform  you." 

Coconnas  and  La  Mole  looked  at  each  other.  The  name 
of  their  enemy  mentioned  at  such  a  moment  was  not  reas- 
suring. Yet  neither  of  them  made  any  resbtance.  Co- 
connas was  desired  to  alight  from  his  horse,  a  movement 
which  he  executed  without  a  word  ;  then  they  were  both 
placed  in  the  centre  of  the  light  dragoons^  and  took  the 
route  to  the  Pavilion  of  Eran9ois  I. 

"Tou  wished  to  see  the  Pavilion  of  Fmn^ois,**  said 
Coconnas  to  La  Mole,  when  they  saw  through  the  trees 
the  walls  of  a  pretty  Gothic  building;  "well,  it  seema 
that  you  are  likely  to  see  it." 

La  Mole  made  no  reply,  but  only  extended  his  hand  to 
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Coconnaa  By  the  side  of  thia  beautiful  payilion,  built  in 
the  time  of  Louis  XIL,  and  which  was  called  after  Fran- 
cois because  he  always  made  it  a  rendezvous  de  chasse,  was 
a  hat  built  for  the  huntsmen  and  prickers,  and  which  was 
now  nearly  concealed  by  the  muskets,  halberds,  and  swords 
in  firont  of  it.    The  prisoners  were  conducted  to  this  hut. 

We  wiU  now  throw  a  little  light  on  the  gloomy  position 
of  the  two  friends,  by  stating  what  had  occurred.  The 
Protestant  gentlemen  had  assembled,  as  was  agreed,  in  the 
Pavilion  of  Fran9ois  I.,  of  which  we  know  Mouy  had  the 
key.  Masters  of  the  forest,  as  they  believed,  they  had 
placed  sentinels  here  and  there,  whom  the  light  dragoons, 
having  exchanged  their  white  scarfs  for  red  ones  (a  precau* 
tion  due  to  the  ingenious  zeal  of  M.  de  Nancey),  had  laid 
hands  upon  without  striking  a  blow. 

The  light  dragoons  continued  their  quest,  keeping  a 
good  watch  over  the  pavilion ;  but  Mouy,  who,  as  we  have 
seen,  was  awaiting  the  king  at  the  end  of  the  AU^  des 
Yiolettes,  had  seen  these  red  scarfs  stealing  along,  and 
instantly  suspected  them.  He  hastily  concealed  himself^ 
and  remarked  the  vast  circle  they  made  in  order  to  beat 
the  forest  and  hem  in  the  place  of  rendezvous.  At  the 
same  moment,  at  the  bottom  of  the  principal  alloy,  he  had 
seen  the  white  aigrettes  and  bright  arquebuses  of  the 
king's  body-guard,  and  then  the  king  himself,  while  in 
the  opposite  direction  he  observed  the  King  of  Navarre. 
Then  he  had  made  a  sign  of  a  cross  with  his  hat,  which 
was  the  signal  agreed  upon  to  indicate  that  all  was  lost. 
At  this  signal  the  King  of  Navarre  turned  back,  and  rap- 
idly disappeared.  Then  Mouy,  digging  the  two  large 
rowels  of  his  spurs  into  the  sides  of  his  horse,  fled  like 
the  wind,  and  as  he  fled,  gave  those  words  of  advice  to 
La  Mole  and  Coconnas  which  we  have  mentioned. 

NoW|  the  king,  having  noticed  the  departure  of  Henri 
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and  Maiguerite,  had  come  up,  escorted  by  lyAlfln^cm,  ez« 
pectiog  to  see  them  both  oome  from  the  hat»  where  be 
had  desired  all  to  be  shut  up  who  were  found,  not  oniy 
in  the  pavilion,  but  in  the  forest. 

D'Alen^on,  fall  of  confidence,  galloped  dose  by  the 
king,  whose  severe  pain  increased  his  ill-hnmor.  Twiee 
or  thrice  he  had  nearly  fidnted,  and  once  had  vomited 
blood.  **  Quick,  quick ! "  he  said,  when  he  airived. 
^Make  haste;  I  want  to  return  to  the  Louvre.  Draw 
these  heretics  out  of  their  lair.  This  is  Saint  Blaise's 
day,  and  he  was  cousin  to  Saint  Bartholomew." 

At  these  words  of  the  king,  all  the  pikes  and  aiqu»> 
buses  were  in  motion,  and  they  compelled  the  Huguenots 
arrested  in  the  forest  or  the  pavilion  to  come  out  of  the 
hut  one  after  the  other.  But  the  King  of  Navarre^  Mar- 
guerite, and  Mouy  were  not  among  them. 

'^WeU,''said  the  king,  "where  is  Henri  1  Where  is 
Margot)  You  promised  them  to  me,  D'Alengon,  and, 
tonhosuf!    I  must  have  them  found.'' 

"  We  have  not  seen  the  King  and  Queen  of  Navaxn^* 
Sire,"  said  M.  de  Nancey. 

*'  But  here  they  come,"  observed  Madame  de  NeversL 

And  at  the  same  moment,  at  the  farther  extremity  of  a 
path  which  led  down  to  the  river  appeared  Henii  and 
Maiguerite,  both  as  calm  as  if  nothing  had  happened,  -* 
both  with  their  falcons  on  their  wrists,  and  lovingly  side 
by  side  on  their  horses,  as  they  galloped  along^  while  their 
steeds,  like  themselves,  seemed  to  be  caressing  each  other. 

It  was  then  that  D'Alen^on,  furious,  commanded  the 
forest  to  be  searched,  and  that  La  Mole  and  Coconnas  were 
discovered.  They  had  reached  the  cirele  which  the  gusids 
closed  in ;  only,  as  they  were  not  sovereigns,  they  could 
not  assume  so  cool  an  appearance  as  Henri  and  Miargue- 
rite.    La  Mole  was  too  pale^  and  Coconnas  was  too  red. 
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CHAPTER  XXL 

THS  BXAHINATIONB. 

Teb  spectacle  wbieh  pnaented  iteelf  to  the  friend^^  m 
they  enteiedy  was  one  of  those  that  are  never  £(irgott«iiy 
thoq^  seen  but  onoe  and  for  an  instant  As  we  liAva 
alieadj  said,  Charles  had  anxiooslj  obierved  each  pri«<>iM»r 
a%  one  by  one,  they  left  the  hut,  ex[)«ctin«  with  an  in- 
tensity of  interest  equal  to  that  of  D'ALi;n^;ij,  tu  utm  Um 
King  of  NaTBTxe  come  foiih«  Their  ex|XdcUti/m  was  di^ 
appointed.  Bat  that  was  not  enough ;  tii^y  u»u«t  kuow 
what  had  baeome  of  him. 

When,  therefore,  Henri  and  Kaj^u<;rlti$  wer«  M^eii  ap* 
proaehing  from  the  end  of  a  path,  a  tu'^rluJ  yulMitim  m:i/j>A 
D'AIen^on,  while  the  breast  of  Charlt3«  amt'iuMti  Uj  teaiMud  ; 
Cor  instinetiTelj  he  wibL«d  thai  all  tiiat  hui  bfvtii«*f  Wi 
constrained  him  to  do  nii;>r.lit  fall  bu4;k  on  J^'Alt^uy^u 
bimarlfr 

^He  will  eaoape  again  !  ^  »unuui«d  i'itu^</>ii<,  tuiiiiii^ 


But  at  tLi£  moment  the  kiiig  wat  t^ti/AA  wilit  utioij  «<x- 
eraciataug  paiuk,  auch  spttttUiiKii«;  h^'^uy  tiii<>tii^ituut  lii« 
teaie  thaa  pTMstdug  a  hand  oii  ea':ii  b^^a,  La;  shra;kiXi 
aloud  like  a  d«liriuufe  nmu. 

Uenxi  hastwwid  tuwaru*  iiiui ;  but  by  tiii:  tiiii*-  h«  iatd 
enased  the  spaoe  tual  miyuoiUsQ  Umw,  Uti.  \Mi**Aynw  imd 
paaed  awaj. 

^Whence;  come  T^m,  M</f««ii9<i«  V  H*<|«ii«uJ  ti*i:  k^hy,, 
with  a  sfcexuueift  ol  umuuttt  Uu$l  itt/^n^A'AMjii  M^u^^uonU.*. 
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**  Why,  from  the  chase,  my  brother/'  she  replied. 

'"The  chase  was  on  the  river-hank,  and  not  in  the 
forest" 

**  Sire,"  said  Henri,  **  my  fidcon  suddenly  stmck  dovn 
a  pheasant,  at  the  very  time  when  we  had  stopped  to  see 
the  heron.'* 

And  where  is  the  pheasant  t " 
Here  it  is.  Sire ;  a  fine  bird,  is  it  not  1 "    And  Heui, 
with  his  most  innocent  manner,  presented  to  Ghades  his 
bird  with  the  plumage  of  purple,  led,  and  gold. 

"  Ah,  ah  I "  exclaimed  Charles ;  "  but  why  did  you  not 
rejoin  me  when  you  had  secured  the  pheasant  %  " 

'*  Because  the  bird  had  directed  his  flight  towards  the 
park,  Sire ;  so  that  when  we  returned  to  the  rivei^s  side, 
we  saw  you  more  than  a  mile  ofi^  proceeding  towaids  the 
forest.  So  we  galloped  after  you,  for  since  we  belonged 
to  your  Majesty's  hunting-party,  we  didn't  like  to 
lose  it." 

"And  were  all  these  gentlemen  invited  alaot"  in- 
quired Charles. 

"  What  gentlemen )"  inquired  Henri,  casting  a  look  of 
inquiry  around  him. 

"  Pardieu  I "  exclaimed  Charles ;  **  why,  your  Huguenot 
friends.     They  certainly  have  not  been  invited  by  me." 

"  No,  Sire,"  answered  Henri,  **  but  perhaps  they  come 
at  the  bidding  of  M.  d'Alengon." 

"  Mine ) "  said  the  Due  d'Alengon. 

"  Why,  yes.  Brother,"  returned  Henri ;  '*  did  yon  not 
announce  yourself  yesterday  as  King  of  Navarre  1  Well, 
the  Huguenots  who  have  sought  you  for  their  king  have 
come  to  thank  you  for  accepting  the  crown,  and  the  king 
for  giving  it.     Is  it  not  so,  gentlemen  1 " 

"  Tes,  yes  I "  shouted  a  number  of  voices.  ''  Long  live 
the  Due  d'Alen^on  I  long  live  King  Charles  I  '* 
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<«I  am  not  King  of  the  Hugaenots ! "  said  Fnm^oia^ 
white  with  rage;  and  looking  stealthily  at  Charles,  he 
added,  **  And  trust  I  never  shall  he ! " 

"  No  matier/'  interposed  Charles ;  **  you  know,  Henri, 
that  I  look  upon  all  this  as  yeiy  strange.** 

**  Sire,"  cried  the  King  of  Navane^  firmly,  "  it  looks 
—  God  fbigive  me! — as  if  I  were  ondeigoing  an 
examination  1  '* 

And  if  it  were  so,  how  would  you  answer  t" 
That  I  am  a  king  like  younel^"  replied  Henri,  proud- 
ly, *'  for  it  is  not  the  crown,  hut  hirth,  that  confers  roy- 
alty ;  and  that  I  will  answer  to  my  hrother  and  to  my 
fnend,  hut  never  to  my  judge.'* 

*'  I  only  wish,"  muttered  Charles,  "  that  for  once  in  my 
life  I  could  hit  upon  what  it  was  right  to  da" 

**  M.  de  Mouy  is  doubtless  among  thoee  persons  se- 
cured," cried  the  Due  d'Alen^on.  "  Let  him  be  brought 
before  your  Majesty  ;  we  shall  then  know  all  we  require.** 

''Is  M.  de  Mouy  among  the  prisoners  1"  inquired  the 
king. 

Henri  felt  a  momentary  uneasiness,  and  exchanged 
glances  with  Marguerite ;  but  it  was  of  short  duration. 

No  voice  answered  to  the  inquiry  after  Mouy. 

<«He  is  not  among  the  parties  arrested,"  said  M.  de 
Nanoey ;  **  some  of  my  men  flEuicy  they  saw  him,  but  no 
one  is  certain  on  the  subject." 

An  oath  escaped  from  the  lips  of  D'Alen^on. 

''Hal"  cried  Marguerite,  pointing  to  La  Mole  and 
Coconnas,  who  had  heard  all  that  had  passed,  and  on 
whose  wit  and  intelligence  she  felt  sure  she  might  reckon ; 
^'here,  Sire,  are  two  gentlemen  in  the  service  of  M. 
d'Alen^on.     Question  them  ;  they  will  reply  to  you." 

The  duke  felt  the  blow. 

**  I  had  them  arrested  purposely,  to  he  enabled  to  prove 
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man  immediately  delivered  his  awoid  to  the  nearest  officer, 
Cocounas  following  his  Mend's  example. 

"  Has  M.  de  Mouj  been  found  f  '*  inquired  the  king. 

"  N0|  Sire/'  answered  M«  de  Nancej ;  **  either  he  wu 
not  in  the  forest,  or  he  has  escaped." 

"  So  much  the  worse,"  rejoined  Charles ;  **  but  kt  us 
return  to  Paris.     I  am  cold,  and  my  head  seems  dizzy.** 

**  'Tis  anger  that  excites  you,  Sire,"  observed  Fran^ia 

**  It  may  be ;  but  my  eyes  seem  troubled.  Where  are 
the  prisoners  ?  I  cannot  distinguish  anything.  Is  it  so 
soon  dark  t    Oh,  mercy !  help !  help  !  I  die  1  I  die  I " 

So  saying,  the  unfortunate  king  let  go  the  reins  of  bis 
horse,  and  fell  backwards,  wildly  stretching  forth  his 
hands ;  while  his  terrified  courtierai,  alarmed  at  this  sad- 
den seizure,  supported  him. 

Standing  apart  from  the  dostering  nobles,  Fran^iB 
wiped  the  cold  drops  from  his  brow ;  for  he  alone  of  all 
the  company  knew  the  cause  of  Charles's  violent  attack 
On  the  other  side^  the  King  of  Navarre,  already  under  the 
guard  of  M.  de  Nancey,  looked  on  with  increasing  astoxh 
ishment.  "  £h  I  eh  I "  he  murmured  with  that  wonde^ 
ful  intuition  which  sometimes  made  him  a  man  inspired, 
so  to  speak,  *'  am  I  to  find  myself  fortunate  in  being  a^ 
rested  in  my  flight  t "  He  looked  at  Margot,  whose  eyes, 
dilated  by  surprise,  wandered  from  him  to  the  king,  and 
from  the  king  to  him. 

This  time  the  king  became  insensible.  A  litter  was 
brought,  and  he  being  extended  on  it  was  covered  with  a 
cloak  taken  from  the  shoulders  of  one  of  his  attendants. 
The  melancholy  procession  then  proceeded  towards  Paris 
in  a  very  dififerent  frame  of  mind  from  that  in  which 
it  had  departed  thence  in  the  morning.  Then,  a  merry, 
jocund  party  had  set  forth,  consisting  of  conspiraton 
whose  hearts  beat  high  with  hope,  and  a  joyous  monarch, 


THE  EXAMINATIONS.  211 

proinL<dng  himself  many  such  days  of  princely  enjoyment ; 
their  return  displayed  a  dying  king  surrounded  hy  rehel 
prisoners. 

Marguerite,  who  throughout  all  this  had  not  for  an  in- 
stant lost  her  self-possession,  gave  her  husband  a  look  of 
intelligence,  then,  passing  so  dose  to  La  Mole  that  he  was 
enabled  to  catch  the  two  brief  words  she  uttered,  she 
said,  "Me  deide'*  ("Fear  nothing*'). 

"  What  did  she  say  1 "  asked  Coconnas. 

**  She  told  me  to  fear  nothing." 

**  So  much  the  worse,"  murmured  the  Piedmontese ; ''  so 
much  the  worse.  It  means  that  we  are  in  a  bad  predica* 
ment  Every  time  when  that  word  has  been  addressed 
to  me  encouragingly,  I  have  received  at  the  same  moment 
a  bullet  somewhere,  a  sword-thrust  in  my  body,  or  a  pot 
*  of  flowers  on  my  head.  '  Fear  nothing,'  whether  spoken 
in  Hebrew,  Greek,  Latin,  or  French,  I  always  understand 
to  mean,  '  Look  out,  down  there ! '  '* 

''Now,  gentlemen,"  exclaimed  the  captain  of  light- 
horse,  "we  are  ready  to  start," 

"  Would  it  be  a  liberty,"  inquired  Coconnas,  "  to  ask 
where  we  are  going  1" 

"  I  believe  to  Vincennes,"  replied  the  lieutenant. 

"  I  would  rather  be  going  anywhere  else,"  answered 
Coconnas ;  '*  but  people  arc  sometimes  obliged  to  do 
things  against  their  will." 

The  king  recovered  his  senses  during  the  journey,  and 
even  a  portion  of  his  strength.  He  declared  himself  equal 
to  remounting  his  horse,  but  that  was  not  permitted. 

"  Let  Maltre  Ambroise  Par^  be  immediately  summoned," 
said  Charles,  as  he  reached  the  Louvre.  Then,  descending 
from  his  litter,  he  walked  slowly  towards  his  apartments, 
leaning  on  the  arm  of  Tavannes,  and  strictly  forbidding 
any  one  to  follow  him. 
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All  bad  observed  his  extieme  gravity  of  look  and  man- 
ner. During  tbe  journey  bomewarda  be  bad  ^)peared 
lost  in  reflection,  not  addressing  a  word  to  tbose  around 
him.  Still  it  was  evident  that  tbe  recently  diacovered 
conspiracy  was  not  tbe  subject  of  bis  thoughts,  but  that  be 
was  solely  occupied  with  bis  own  illness^— a  nudady  to 
strange,  so  sudden  and  severe,  the  symptoms  of  which  re- 
minded the  spectators  of  those  observed  in  the  last  sick- 
ness of  Franjois  IL 

Arrived  in  his  chamber,  Charles  seated  himself  on  a 
species  of  lounge,  and  supported  his  head  on  the  coah- 
ions ;  then  reflecting  that  there  might  be  some  little  delay 
before  the  arrival  of  Mattre  Ambroise  Par^  he  determined 
to  utilize  his  time  while  waiting.  He  clapped  his  hands ; 
a  guard  appeared. 

"  Let  the  King  of  Navarre  be  informed  that  I  deaiie  to 
speak  with  him,"  said  Charles. 

The  man  bowed  and  departed. 

The  king  was  visited  by  a  repetition  of  the  distressing 
sufierings  he  had  previously  undergone.  His  head  fell 
back ;  bis  ideas  were  crowded  and  confused  till  he  could 
not  separate  one  from  the  other ;  a  sort  of  blood-colored 
vapor  seemed  to  float  before  his  eyes;  his  month  was 
parched,  and  he  had  already,  without  quenching  bis  thirst, 
emptied  a  carafe  of  water*  During  tbe  almost  letbargie 
state  into  which  be  bad  sunk,  a  sudden  noise  was  heard  of 
approaching  footsteps ;  tbe  door  rolled  back  on  its  binges^ 
and  Henri  entered.  M.  de  Nancey  was  following  him, 
but  remained  in  the  antechamber.  Tbe  King  of  Navarre 
waited  till  tbe  door  was  closed  behind  him,  and  then  went 
forward.    "  You  sent  for  me,  Sire,''  said  ha    '^  I  am  here." 

The  sound  of  the  well-known  voice  effiBctively  roused 
Charles,  who,  raising  his  languid  bead  mechanically,  held 
out  his  hand  to  Henri. 
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"  Siie,"  obeerred  Henri,  vbow  hands  ranaiiied  at  hia 
eidee,  "your  Majesty  foigets  tbat  I  am  no  longer  foar 
brother,  but  your  priaoner." 

"  Tmfl,  tnie,"  answered  Charles,  "  and  I  thank  joa  for 
having  reminded  tne  of  it ;  but  waa  then  not  alao  some 
promiae  on  your  part  to  answer  me  fi;anUy  when  we 
shonld  be  alone  1" 

"  I  am  ready  to  keep  that  promise.    Question  me,  8ire." 

The  king  poured  some  water  into  the  palm  of  bia  hand 
and  applied  it  to  his  tamplee.  "  First,  then,"  said  he, 
"  tell  me  truly,  Henri,  bow  much  of  the  charge  brought 
against  yon  by  the  Due  d'Alen90ii  is  tme  t " 

"  Half  of  it  only.  It  waa  M.  d'Alen^on  who  was  to 
have  fled,  and  I  who  was  to  have  accompanied  him." 

"And  why  should  you  have  done  so,  Henri  1  Are  you 
dissatisfied  with  my  conduct  towards  you  1 " 

"  Far  from  it,  Sire.  Your  Majesty  is  all  goodness ;  and 
tbat  God  who  reads  the  hearts  of  men  sees  in  mine  the 
deep  affectioD  I  bear  to  my  brother  and  my  king." 

"  Tet,"  sud  Charles,  "  it  seems  to  me  not  natural  to  fly 
from  those  we  love,  and  who  love  us." 

"  So,"  said  Henri,  "  I  was  not  flying  ^m  those  wbo 
love  me,  but  from  those  who  hate  me.  Am  I  permitted 
to  speak  openly  t " 

"  Speak,  Monsienr." 

"  Those  here  who  hate  me,  Sire,  are  H.  d'Alan^on  and 
the  queen-mother." 

"  As  for  M.  d'Alen^on,  I  will  not  say  yon  are  wrong  ; 
but  the  queen-mother  loads  you  with  attentions." 

"  And  it  is  precisely  for  that  reason  that  I  mistrOBt  her ; 
ind  a  very  good  thing  it  is  I  was  on  my  gnaid." 

"  Against  Hm  qneen-motber  t " 

"Ay,  the  queen-mother,  or  those  wli  >  ure  about  her. 
Tou  know  that  the  misfortune  of  kiogs.  ^Jrr.  is  not  olv^ — ~ 
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They  shall  be  punished  for  their  e^il  intentioiiB ;  meaih 
while,  yott  are  free." 

''  Free  to  leave  Paris  1 "  asked  Henri. 

''  No,  no !  yoQ  are  well  aware  I  cannot  possiUj  do 
without  you.  Thousand  names  of  a  devil !  I  must  have 
some  one  who  loves  me." 

**  Then  if  your  Majesty  prefers  keeping  me  with  yon,  at 
least  giant  me  one  fSetvor." 

«  What  is  that  1 " 

**  Not  to  entertain  me  as  a  firiend,  but  to  detain  me  as 
a  prisoner." 

"A  prisoner?" 

''  £h  !  yes.  Does  not  your  Migesty  see  that  it  is  your 
friendship  that  ruins  met" 

"  And  you  would  prefer  my  hatred  1 " 

"  An  apparent  hatred,  Sire.  That  hatred  will  save  me. 
Let  them  see  me  in  disgrace,  and  they  will  not  care  so 
much  to  see  me  dead." 

**  Henriot,"  said  Charles^  *'  I  don't  know  what  you 
wish,  —  I  don't  know  what  purpose  you  have  in  view; 
but  if  your  wishes  are  not  fulfilled,  if  you  CeoI  in  accom- 
plishing your  purpose,  I  shall  be  much  surprised." 

**  I  may,  then,  rely  on  the  severity  of  the  king  t " 

"  Yes." 

"Then  I  shall  be  less  uneasy.  But  what  are  your 
Migesty's  orders!" 

"  Betum  to  your  apartments,  Henriot.  As  for  me^  I 
am  suffering.     I  will  see  my  dogs,  and  go  to  bed." 

**  Sire,"  said  Henri,  "  your  Migesty  should  summoB  a 
physician.  Your  illness  is  perhaps  more  serious  tbn 
you  think." 

"  I  have  sent  for  Mattre  Ambroise  Pari." 

"  Then  I  shall  retire  more  satisfied." 

*'  Upon  my  soul,"  said  the  king,  "  I  verily  believe  that 
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of  rapeDta&ce  on  the  part  of  the  Floientiue,  a  minde  of 
goodneas  on  yonr  part.  Well,  I  Gonfees  to  your  Mi^eety 
my  fear  that  Heaven  may  grow  weary  of  working  miraclea, 
and  I  have  wished  to  flee  in  obedienoe  to  the  maxim, 
'  Help  yanrael^  and  Heaven  will  help  you.' " 

"  Why  have  you  not  told  me  thia  before,  Henri  I " 

"  Had  I  said  these  words  to  yon  yesterday,  I  should 
have  been  an  informer." 

"  And  in  saying  them  tonlay  1 " 

"  To-day  tt  is  another  matter ;  I  am  accosed,  and  I 
defend  myselt" 

"  Are  yon  sure  abont  that  first  attempt,  Henriot  t" 

"  As  sure  as  of  the  second." 

"  And  they  really  tried  to  poison  yon  1 " 

"They  attempted  H." 

"With  whati" 

"  With  an  opiate." 

"  And  how  can  any  one  poison  with  an  opiate  1 " 

"  Well,  Sin,  ask  Ren^.  They  can  poison  even  with 
glovee." 

Chailea  bent  bis  browB ;  bnt  by  degrees  the  frown  dia- 
appeared.  "  Yes,  yes,"  he  said,  as  if  talking  to  himself 
"  it  ia  the  natnre  of  created  beings  to  flee  &om  death ; 
why,  then,  should  not  intelligence  do  what  is  done  by 
intrtinctl" 

"  Well,  Sire,"  said  Henri,  "  have  I  been  bank  eaoaeh 
fur  yoQ,  and  are  yon  satiBfied  that  I  have  told  yon  all  1 " 

"  Yes,  Henriot,  yes ;  and  you  are  a  brave  fellow.  And 
jod  think,  theu,  that  yonr  enemies  have  not  given  np, 
and  that  new  attempts  will  be  made  against  yon1" 

"  Sire,  every  evening  I  am  surprised  to  find  iu\  ^.-if  «tUl 

"It  is  because  they  know  that  I  love  y    .,   l!f 
that  tbey  wish  to  kill  you;  but  make  yonieell  ^liU'  tmj* 
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CHAPTER  XXIL 

AGTJBON. 

Charles  was  alone,  and  mncb  astonished  not  to  have 
seen  either  of  his  faithful  attendants,  — his  nurse  Madelon 
and  his  greyhound  Actason. 

''  Norse  has  gone  to  sing  her  psalms  with  some  HogneDot 
of  her  acquaintance,"  he  said  to  himself;  ''  and  Actseon  is 
still  angiy  with  me  for  the  blow  I  gave  him  with  mj 
whip  this  morning." 

Charles  then  took  a  wax  candle,  and  went  into  the 
nurse's  apartment.  She  was  not  there,  and  he  passed  on 
into  his  armory ;  but  as  he  went  forward,  a  violent  illness, 
such  as  he  had  already  experienced,  suddenly  seized  him. 
He  suffered  as  if  his  entrails  were  perforated  with  a  hot 
iron ;  an  unquenchable  thirst  consumed  him,  and  seeing 
a  cup  of  milk  on  the  table,  he  swallowed  it  at  a  draoghk 
He  then  felt  somewhat  easier,  and  entered  the  armory. 
To  his  great  astonishment,  Actseon  did  not  come  to  meet 
him.  Had  he  been  shut  upl  In  that  case  he  would 
have  known  that  his  master  had  returned  from  hunting, 
and  would  have  howled  to  rejoin  him. 

Charles  called,  whistled;  the  animal  did  not  appear. 
He  advanced  four  paces,  and  as  the  light  of  the  wax 
candle  threw  its  beams  to  a  comer  of  the  cabinet,  he 
saw  a  large  mass  extended  on  the  floor.  ''  Holloa,  Ac- 
taeon,  holloa ! ''    said  he,  whistling  again. 

The  dog  did  not  move.  Charles  hastened  forward  and 
touched  him ;  the  poor  brute  was  stiff  and  cold.  From 
his  throaty  contracted  by  pain,  several  drops  of  bile  had 
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fklleii,  minglsd  with  a  foamj  and  bloody  slaver.  The  dog 
had  foiiDd  in  the  cabinet  an  old  cap  of  hia  master's,  and 
had  died  with  bis  head  neting  on  something  that  lepre- 
■eated  a  friend. 

At  this  spectacle,  which  made  bim  forget  bis  own 
aofferinga^  and  restored  to  bim  all  bis  energy,  rage  boiled 
in  Charles's  veins.  H«  would  have  cried  out,  but 
encompassed  in  theii  greatness  as  the;  are^  kings  are  not 
free  to  yield  to  that  Rrat  impulse  in  passion  or  in  danger. 
He  reflected  that  there  might  be  some  treason  here,  and 
was  silent. 

Charles  knelt  before  his  dog,  and  examined  the  dead 
carcass  with  an  experienced  eye.  The  eye  was  glassy, 
the  tongue  red,  and  covered  with  puetnlee ;  it  was  a 
strange  disease,  and  made  Chailes  shudder.  He  put  on 
his  gloves,  opened  the  livid  lips  of  tbe  dog  to  examine 
the  teeth,  and  remarked  in  the  interstices  some  white- 
looking  bagments  clinging  abont  tbe  points  of  hie  sharp 
teeth.  Ha  took  these  fragments  out,  and  at  once  saw 
that  they  were  paper;  near  wbera  the  paper  was,  the 
inflammation  was  more  violent,  the  gums  were  mora 
swollen,  and  the  skin  appeared  as  if  eaten  by  vitriol. 

Charles  looked  aiound  him  attentively.  On  the  carpet 
were  lying  several  pieces  of  paper  similar  to  that  which 
he  had  already  found  in  the  d<^s  throat;  one  of  tbe  bits, 
larger  than  the  others,  presented  the  marks  of  an  engrav- 
ing on  wood.  Charles's  hair  stood  erect  on  his  head  ;  he 
recc^ized  a  fragment  of  tbe  engraving  which  represented 
a  gentleman  hawking,  and  it  was  that  which  Acteson  had 
torn  out  of  his  hook  of  venery. 

"  Ah,"  said  he,  turning  pale,  "  tbe  book  was  poisoned  t " 
Then,  suddenly  calling  up  his  recollections,  "Thonaand 
devils  I  I  t'lticliei!  every  [mfte  with  my  finger;  and  at 
every  page  1  raisud  my  lingtr  to  my  lips  to  moiaten  ik.i 
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Tliese  faintings  —  these  pains  —  these  vomitings !  I  am 
a  dead  man  j "  He  Temained  for  an  instant  motionlefa 
under  the  weight  of  this  frightful  idea;  then,  raising 
himself  nith  a  hoarse  gi'oan,  he  went  hastily  towards  the 
door.  "  Let  some  one  go  instantly  and  with  all  despatch," 
he  cried,  "  to  Maitre  Keue,  and  bring  him  here  in  ten 
minutes.  Let  one  of  you  mount  a.  home  aud  lead  an- 
other one,  that  you  may  return  the  sooner.  If  Maltra 
Ambroise  Pai^  arrives,  desire  him  to  waiL" 

A  guard  started  off  on  the  run  to  obey  the  king's 
commands. 

"Ah,"  muttered  Charles,  "if  I  put  everybody  to  the 
torture,  I  will  learn  who  gave  this  book  to  Henriot  I  "  and 
with  the  perspiration  on  his  brow,  his  hands  clinched,  his 
breast  heaving,  Charles  remained  with  his  eyes  fixed  on 
the  body  of  his  dead  dog.  Ten  minutes  afWwards,  the 
Florentine  rapped  timidly  and  with  some  uneasiness  at 
the  king's  door.  There  are  certain  consciences  to  which 
the  sky  is  never  clear. 

"  Enter ! "  said  Charles. 

The  perfumer  appeared.  Charles  went  towards  him  with 
an  imperious  air  and  compressed  lip. 

"  Your  Majesty  desired  to  see  me,"  said  Bene, 
trembling. 

"  You  are  a  skilful  chemist,  are  you  notl" 

"Sire  —  " 

"And  know  all  that  the  most  skilful  doctors  know!" 

"  Your  Majesty  is  pleased  to  flatter  me." 

"  No,  my  mother  tells  me  so  ;  and,  besides,  I  have  con- 
fidence in  you,  and  would  rather  consult  you  than  any 
one  else.  Look  I "  he  continued,  pointing  to  the  carcass 
of  the  dead  dog ;  "  I  beg  you  to  look  at  that  animal's 
mouth,  and  tell  me  of  what  death  he  has  died." 

Wlule  Ren^,  with  a  wax  candle  in  his  liand,  was  stoop- 
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ing  down  to  the  ground,  as  macfa  to  bids  hu  emotion  u 
to  obnf  the  king,  Charles,  Htanding  up,  with  hia  eyes  fixed 
on  him,  awaited  with  a  fsTenab  expeotatioii  easily  to  be 
imagined  the  reply  which  would  be  hia  aentence  of  death 
or  his  assnnnce  of  safetj. 

Ren^  drew  &  kind  of  scalpel  from  hia  pocket,  opened  it, 
ttnd  with  the  point  detwjhed  from  the  dog's  mouth  the 
morsels  of  paper  adhering  to  the  gams,  looking  long  sod 
attentively  at  the  lule  and  blood  exuding  from  the  sore 

SpOtA. 

"  Sire,"  he  said  io  a  tremulous  voice, "  here  ore  vwy 
sad  eymptoma." 

Charles  felt  an  icy  shudder  run  thtoogb  hia  vsina,  and 
to  his  Tety  heart.  "  Yee,"  he  exclaimed ;  "  the  dog  has 
been  poisoned,  baa  be  not  1 " 

"  I  fear  so.  Sire." 

"  And  with  what  sort  of  poison  t " 

"  I  think  a  mineral  poison." 

"  Can  you  ascertain  to  a  certainty  whether  or  not  be 
baa  been  potsoned  1 " 

"  Yes,  on  opening  and  examining  the  stomach." 

"  Open  it,  then ;  I  wish  the  matt«r  to  be  settled  be- 
yond doubt" 

"  I  roust  call  some  one  to  aasist  me." 

"  I  will  aseist  yon,"  said  Charies.  "  If  be  has  been  pots- 
oned, what  symptoms  shall  we  find  %  " 

"  Red  blotches  and  herborizations  in  the  stomach." 

"  Come,  then,  to  work  1 " 

Ben^  with  one  stroke  of  the  Bcalpel,  opened  the  honnd's 
body,  while  Charles,  with  one  knee  on  the  ground,  held 
the  light  with  a  clinched  sod  eonrnlsive  hand. 

"See,  Sire,"  said  Etii^  ;  "  w«,  here  are  eviJtiit 
Here  are  the  red  blotches  I  mentioned;  and  these  vaifi^ 
tnrgid  with  blood,  resembling  the  roota  of 
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are  what  I  meant  by  herborizations.    I  find  here  every 
symptom  I  anticipated." 

**  So  the  dog  was  poisoned  t " 

*'  Unqaestionablji  Sire." 

"  With  mineral  poison  t " 

''  According  to  every  appearance." 

**  And  what  would  be  a  man's  symptoms  who  by  acci- 
dent had  swallowed  such  poison!" 

*'  Great  pains  in  the  head,  a  feeling  of  boming  in  the 
stomach,  as  if  he  had  swallowed  hot  coals»  pains  in  the 
bowels,  and  vomiting." 

"  Would  he  be  thirsty  t "  asked  Charle& 

"  Parchingly  thirsty." 

"  Tis  so,  then  ;  't  is  so,  then,"  muttered  the  king. 

''Sire,  I  search  in  vain  for  the  object  of  all  these 
inquiries." 

''Why  search  for  iti  Ton  have  no  need  to  know. 
Only  answer  my  questions." 

"Let  your  Miyesty  question  me" 

"  What  is  the  antidote  to  administer  to  a  man  who  had 
swallowed  the  same  substance  as  my  dog  1 " 

Ren^  reflected  an  instant.  "There  are  many  mineFal 
poisons,"  he  replied ;  "  and  I  should  like  to  know  precisely 
to  what  poison  the  inquiry  relates.  Has  your  Majesty  any 
idea  of  the  mode  in  which  the  poison  was  conveyed  to 
the  dog?" 

"  Tes,"  said  Charles ;  "  he  has  eaten  the  leaf  of  a  boc^** 

"The  leaf  of  a  book  t" 

"Yes." 
And  has  your  Majesty  that  book  t " 
Here  it  is,"  was  Charles's  answer,  taking  the  hunting- 
book  from  the  shelf  where  he  had  placed  it,  and  handing 
it  to  Ren&    Ren^  gave  a  start  of  surprise^  which  did  not 
escape  the  king's  notice. 
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"Ha  basmten  Bleaf  of  this  book  t"  atammered  Iten^ 

"  Tea,  tiiis  one ; "  and  Charles  pointed  out  the  torn 
letL 

"  Allow  me  to  tear  out  another,  Sire." 

"  Do  to." 

Ben4  tore  out  a,  leaf  and  held  it  to  the  wax  candle. 
When  it  waa  lighted  a  strong  smell  of  garlic  diffosed  itself 
throngh  the  apartment.  "  He  has  been  poisooed  with  a 
preparation  of  aisenic,"  he  said. 

"  You  are  sure  1 " 

"  As  if  I  had  prepared  it  mysall" 

"  And  the  antidote  1 " 

Ben^  shook  hia  head. 

"  What ! "  said  Charles,  in  a  hoarse  Toice, "  do  you  know 
no  remedy  %  " 

"  The  best  and  most  efficacious  is  white  of  eggs  beaten 
in  milk  ;  but  —  " 

"  But  what  t " 

"  It  must  be  instantly  administered ;  if  not  —  " 

"If  not  — " 

"  It  is  a  terrible  poison,  Sire,"  replied  Ren^. 

"  Yet  it  does  not  kill  at  oncel"  said  Charles. 

"  No,  but  it  kills  surely,  —  no  matter  bow  long  the  per- 
son is  in  dying,  though  sometimes  that  may  be  reducoi] 
to  a  calculation." 

Charles  leaned  on  the  marble  table.  "  Now,"  said  he, 
touching  Een^  on  the  shoulder,  "you  know  this  book." 

"  I,  Sire  I"  replied  Ren£,  turning  pale, 

"  Yes,  you ;  for  you  betrayed  yourself  when  you  saw 
iL" 

"  Sire,  I  Bweai  to  you —  " 

"  Listen  to  me,  fien^  and  listen  attentively.  You  pen- 
ioned  the  Queen  of  Navarre  with  gloves;  yon  poisoned 
the  Prince  de  Poician  witli  tiic  .'^nn.ke  .f  a 
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tried  to  poison  M.  de  Cond^  with  a  scented  apple.  Bene, 
I  will  have  your  fleeh  torn  off  your  bones,  shied  by  shred, 
with  red-hot  pincers,  if  you  do  not  tell  me  to  whom  this 
book  belongs." 

The  Florentine  saw  that  he  mnst  not  tnfla  with 
Charles's  anger,  and  resolved  to  reply  with  aodadty. 
"  And  if  I  tell  the  troth,  Sire,  who  will  gnaantea  bm 
fh>m  not  being  more  craelly  tortured  than  if  I  hold  mj 
tongue  1 " 

"  I  will." 

"  Will  you  give  me  your  royal  word  1 " 

"On  my  honor  as  a  gentleman,  your  life  shall  be 
spared/'  said  the  king. 

"  Then  this  book  belongs  to  me.'* 

"  To  you  f "  replied  Charles,  starting,  and  gasiiig  oa 
him  with  bewildered  eya 

"  Yes,  to  me." 

"  And  how  did  it  leave  your  hands  1 " 

"Her  Majesty  the  Queen«mother  took  it  from  mj 
house." 

"  The  queen*mother  1 "  exclaimed  Charles. 

«  Yes." 

**  And  with  what  intention  t " 

"  With  the  intention,  as  I  believe,  of  having  it  sent  to 
the  King  of  Kavarre,  who  had  asked  the  Due  d'Alen- 
9on  for  a  book  of  this  description,  that  he  might  study 
hawking.'' 

"Ah  1 "  said  Charles,  "and  is  that  iti  I  understand  it 
alL  TUs  book,  indeed,  was  in  Henriot's  chamber.  There 
is  a  destiny,  and  I  submit  to  it." 

At  this  moment  Charles  was  seized  with  a  dry  and 
violent  cough,  followed  by  another  attack  of  psin  in  the 
stomach ;  he  uttered  two  or  three  stifled  groans^  and  fell 
back  inhiachaix. 
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^  What  ails  you,  Sire  t"  aaked  Ren^  alarmed. 

** Nothing,"  said  Charles^  ''except  great  thirst  Give 
me  something  to  drink." 

Ren^  poured  out  a  glass  of  water,  and  presented  it  to 
Charles,  who  swallowed  it  at  a  draught.  "  Now/'  said  he, 
taking  a  pen,  and  dropping  it  into  the  ink, ''  write  in  this 
book." 

"  What  shall  I  write ! '* 

"  What  I  dictate :  '  This  hook  on  hawking  was 
given  by  me  to  the  queen-mother,  Catherine  de  M^ 
dicis.    Rbn^.'  " 

The  Florentine  wrote  and  signed  as  he  was  commanded* 

"  You  promised  my  life  should  be  saved,''  said  Rend 

"  And  on  my  part,  I  will  keep  my  word." 

"  But,"  said  Ren^,  ''  as  to  the  queen-mother  t " 

**  Oh,"  replied  Charles,  *'  that  I  have  nothing  to  do 
with.     If  you  are  attacked,  defend  yourselfl" 

"Sire,  may  I  quit  France  when  I  find  my  life 
menaced  1 " 

"  I  will  reply  to  that  in  two  weeks," 

**But  in  the  mean  time  — " 

Charles  bent  his  brows,  and  placed  his  finger  on  hia 
livid  lips. 

**  Rely  on  me,  Sire,"  said  Ren^  who,  too  happy  to  es* 
cape  so  well,  bowed,  and  left  the  room. 

On  Rent's  departure  the  nurse  appeared  at  her  cham- 
ber door.  '*  What  is  the  matter,  my  Chariot ) "  she 
inquired. 

"  Nurse,  I  have  been  walking  in  the  dew,  and  it  has 
made  me  ill." 

**  You  look  very  pale,  Chariot" 

*'  And  feel  very  weak.  Give  me  your  arm.  Nurse,  as 
far  as  the  bed ; "  and  leaning  on  her,  Charles  went  to 
his  chamber. 

VOL.  II.  — 16 
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**  Now,**  said  Chailes,  "  I  will  put  myaelf  to  bed  with- 
oat  aaBigtaace." 

*'  And  if  Mattre  Ambroise  Pai^  comes  t  *' 

''Ton  must  tell  him  I  am  better  and  do  not  want 
him." 

"  Bat  meanwhile  what  will  you  take  t  ** 

''  Oh,  a  very  simple  medicine,  —  whites  of  eggs  beaten 
in  milk.  By  the  way,  Nurse,  poor  Actseon  is  dead ;  to- 
morrow morning  have  him  buried  in  a  comer  of  the  gar^ 
den  of  the  Louvre.  He  was  one  of  my  best  fiienda^  and 
I  will  raise  a  tomb  over  him,  —  if  I  have  tima" 
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CHAPTER  XXIIL 

TINCnriTBS. 


AoooBDDia  to  tbe  order  given  by  Charles  tlL,  Henri 
wu  the  nine  evening  conducted  to  Yincennee,  that 
fiunons  CMtle  of  which  only  e  fragment  now  renuina,  — 
«  fragment  colonal  enough  to  give  aa  idea  of  ito  past 
grandeur. 

At  tbe  postern  of  the  prison  they  stopped.  M.  de 
Nancey  alighted  from  his  horse,  opened  the  gate  closed 
with  a  padlock,  and  respectfully  inrited  the  king  to 
follow  him.  Henri  obeyed  without  a  word  of  reply. 
Every  abode  seemed  to  him  safer  than  the  Louvre,  and 
ten  doon  cloaiug  on  him  were  ten  doore  between  him 
and  Catherine  de  M^cis. 

The  royal  prisoner  crossed  tbe  drawbridge  between  two 
aoldien^  passed  the  three  doon  on  the  gronnd-door  and 
tbe  three  doon  at  the  foot  of  the  staircase,  and  then,  still 
preceded  by  M.  de  Nancey,  went  up  one  flight  of  stairs. 
Arrived  there,  the  captain  of  the  guards,  seeing  that 
Henri  was  about  to  ascend  still  higher,  said  to  bim, 
"  Honseignenr,  halt  I " 

"  Ah,  ah  I  "  said  Henri,  pausing  ;  "  it  seems  they  will 
honor  me  with  a  place  on  the  first  floor." 

"  Sire,"  said  M.  de  Ndncey,  "  you  will  be  treated  as  a 
crowned  king." 

"The  devil  I"  said  Henri  to  himself;  "two  or  three 
stories  higher  would  have  been  no  humiliation  to  •—     ' 
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shall  be  too  comfortable  here.  They  will  surely  suspect 
something." 

*'  Is  your  Majesty  willing  to  follow  mel "  said  M.  de 
Nancey. 

"  VetUre-9ainl-gr%8  I "  said  the  King  of  Navane,  "  Mon- 
sieur,  here  there  is  no  question  of  what  I  wish  or  do  not 
wish;  the  question  is,  what  does  my  brother  ObarleB 
order)    Does  he  order  me  to  follow  you!" 

"  Yes,  Sire.'' 

**  In  that  case  I  follow  you.  Monsieur." 

They  entered  a  sort  of  corridor,  at  the  extremity  of  which 
was  a  very  large  and  gloomy  chamber ;  Henri  looked  round 
him  with  considerable  disquietude.  ^ Where  aie  wet* 
he  inquired. 

"  In  the  chamber  of  torture,  Monseigneur." 

"  Ah,  ah  1 "  replied  the  king ;  and  he  looked  around 
with  more  interest. 

There  was  a  little  of  everything  in  this  chamber,  — 
pitchers  and  trestles  for  the  torture  by  water;  wedges 
and  mallets  for  the  torture  of  the  boot ;  moreoyer, 
there  were  stone  benches  for  the  unhappy  wretches 
who  awaited  the  torture^  nearly  all  round  the  cham- 
ber ;  and  above  these  seats,  below  them  and  on  a 
level  with  them,  were  iron  rings  mortised  into  the 
walls. 

''Ah,  ah!**  said  Henri;  ''shall  we  soon  reach  mj 
apartment  t " 

"  Yes,  Monseigneur ;  and  here  it  is,"  said  a  6gure  in  the 
dark,  who  approached  and  became  distinguishable. 

Henri  thought  he  recognized  the  voice,  and  advancing, 
said,  "  Ah,  is  it  you,  Beaulieut  And  what  the  devil  are 
you  doing  herel" 

"Sire,  I  have  just  been  appointed  governor  of  the 
fortress  of  Yincennes." 
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**  Well,  1117  dear  friend,  your  dibut  does  yon  honor ;  a 
king  for  a  priaoner  is  no  bad  beginning." 

"Pardon  me.  Sire,  but  before  I  received  you  I  had 
already  received  two  gentlemen." 

"Who  may  they  hoi  Ab,  yonr  pardon!  Perhaps  I 
commit  an  indiscretion)" 

"  Monseignenr,  I  have  not  been  bound  to  secrecy. 
They  are  M.  de  la  Mole  and  M.  de  Coconnas." 

"  Ah,  it  is  true ;  I  eaw  them  arrested,  those  poor 
gentlemen.    And  how  do  tbey  sustain  their  great  mis- 


*'  Very  differently,  Sire ;  the  one  is  gay,  the  other  sad, 
—  one  sings,  the  other  groane." 

"  And  which  of  them  groans  1 " 

"  M.  de  la  Mole,  Sire," 

"  Faith  I "  said  Henri.  "  I  understand  better  him 
who  groane  than  him  who  sings.  After  what  I  have  seen 
of  it  the  prison  does  n't  seem  to  me  very  gay.  And  in 
what  story  are  they  lodged  1 " 

"  High  up  ;   on  the  fourth  floor." 

Henri  sighed.     It  was  there  he  wished  to  be. 

"  Now,  then,  M.  de  Beaulieu,"  said  Henri,  "  have  the 
kindness  to  show  me  my  chamber.  I  am  desirous  of 
reaching  it,  as  1  am  very  much  iatigued  with  my  day's 
toil." 

"Here,  Monseignenr,"  said  Beaulien,  showing  Henri 
an  open  door. 

"  No.  2  !  "  said  Henri,  "  and  why  not  No.  It" 

"  Because  it  is  reserved,  Monseignenr." 

"  Ah,  ab  !  It  appears,  then,  that  yon  expect  a  pris- 
oner of  higher  liiiik  tlijii  mil].;." 

"  I  have  lint  sail!,  M  on  seigneur,  that  it  is  a  prisoner." 

"And  who  is  it,  theni" 

"  I  beg,   Wonaeignour,  that  you  will  nob  iBm$t  y  tert 
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shall  be  compelled  to  fidl,  by  keeping  silenoey  in  the 
obedience  which  I  owe  you." 

"Ahf  that  is  another  thing,''  said  Henri,  and  be  be> 
came  even  more  pensive.  He  wondered  who  was  to 
occupy  No.  1. 

The  governor,  with  a  thousand  apologies,  instsllwd 
Henri  in  his  apartment^  made  many  ezcnses  lor  bU 
deficiencies^  and  placing  two  soldiers  at  the  door,  letized. 

''  Now,"  said  the  governor,  addressing  the  turnkey,  ''let 
us  visit  the  others." 

The  turnkey  preceded  him,  and  traversing  the  baU  of 
inquisition,  they  again  passed  through  the  corridor,  and 
reached  the  staircase.  M.  de  Beaulieu  followed  bis  guide 
up  three  pairs  of  stairs.  On  reaching  the  fourth  story  the 
turnkey  opened  successively  three  doors,  each  ornamented 
with  two  locks  and  three  enormous  bolts.  He  bad 
scarcely  touched  the  third  door  when  they  heard  a  joyous 
voice  which  exclaimed,  "  Eh,  mordi  I  open,  if  it  be  only 
to  give  us  a  little  air  I  Tour  stove  is  so  warm  that  it 
stifles  me  here."  And  Goeonnas,  whom  the  reader  baa 
recognized  by  his  fiivorite  oath,  made  a  bound  to  the 
door. 

''  One  moment^  my  gentleman,"  said  the  turnkey ;  '^  I 
have  not  come  to  let  you  out^  but  to  come  in  to  you  with 
the  governor.'' 

**  Monsieur  the  Governor  does  me  great  honor,**  replied 
CoconnaSy  ''and  is  most  welcome." 

M.  de  Beaulieu  then  entered,  and  extinguished  Cooon- 
na8*8  cordial  smile  by  one  of  those  icy  politenesaes  which 
belong  to  governors  of  fortresses,  jaOersy  and  exeeutionera. 

'*  Have  you  any  money,  Monsieur  1 "  he  inquired  <^  his 
prisoner. 

"11"  replied  Goeonnas.    "  Not  a  crown." 

"  Jewels  t" 
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•*  I  have  a  ring." 

"  Allow  me  to  ooMch  yoo." 

"  Mordi  I "  cried  Coconnu,  reddenii^  irith  anger. 

"  We  murt  suffer  eveiTthing  for  the  aervioe  of  the 
king  t " 

"Hamphl"  replied  the  Piedmontoae,  "they  who  rob 
on  the  Pont  Nenf  are,  then,  like  yoo,  ia  the  aerrice  of  the 
kin^  Monti/  I  have  been  onjiut,  Mansiear;  for  until 
now  I  had  takes  them  for  thieves." 

"  MonsieDF,  good-day  t "  said  fieoitlieii.  "  JaUer,  lock 
the  door  I " 

The  governor  went  away,  taking  with  him  the  ring^  — 
a  beantifal  emeiald  which  Madame  de  Novers  had  givea 
to  Cooonnaa  to  remind  him  of  the  color  of  het  eyes, 
"  Now  for  the  other,"  he  said,  as  be  went  ont 

They  crcaaed  an  empty  apartment,  and  the  game  of 
three  doors,  six  locks,  and  nine  bolts,  was  played  all  over 
again.  The  last  door  being  opened,  a  sigh  was  the  Snt 
sonnd  that  saluted  the  visitors.  The  chamber  was  even 
moie  gloomy  than  the  one  which  M.  ds  Beanlien  had  just 
lefL  La  Mole  was  seated  in  a  comer,  his  head  testing 
on  his  hand,  and  in  spite  of  the  visit  and  the  visitors^ 
was  as  motionlees  ss  if  he  did  not  observe  them. 

'*  Oood-evening,  M.  de  la  Mole,"  said  BeanliaD. 

The  yonng  man  taised  his  head  slowly. 

"  Good-evening.  Honsianr,"  he  replied. 

« Uonaeor,"  continned  Beanlisu,  "  I  have  oome  to 
search  yon." 

"  It  is  nseleis,"  replied  Ia  Hole ;  "  I  will  give  yon  all 
I  have." 

"What  have  yoo  1" 

"About  three  huiiilred  crowns,  these  jewels,  tb(»e 
lings."  La  Mole  turned  out  his  pockety  stripped  his 
fiogeta,  and  took  the  clasp  out  of  bto  hit 
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"  Have  you  nothing  more  t " 

«  Not  that  I  know  of." 

**  And  that  silk  cord  round  your  neck,  what  may  that 
hef  aaked  the  governor. 

"  Monsieur,  it  is  not  a  jewel ;  it  is  a  relic** 

"  You  must  give  it  to  me." 

"  What  I    You  require  —  " 

''  I  am  conmianded  to  leave  you  only  your  gannent8» 
and  a  relic  is  not  a  garment.'' 

La  Mole  made  a  movement  of  anger,  which,  in  contnst 
with  the  melancholy  and  dignified  manner  which  distin- 
guished him,  was  especially  impressive  to  those  men 
accustomed  to  boisterous  emotions.  But  he  recovered 
himself  almost  immediately.  "  Very  well.  Monsieur,"  he 
said, "  you  shaU  see  the  thing  you  have  demanded ;"  then 
turning  away,  as  if  to  approach  the  lights  he  un£utened 
the  pretended  relic,  which  was  in  fact  a  medallion  contain- 
ing a  portrait  The  latter  he  took  out  of  its  case,  prosaed 
it  to  his  lips,  and  having  kissed  it  many  times,  pretended 
to  drop  it  accidentally,  and  placing  the  heel  of  his  boot 
upon  it,  crushed  it  to  atoms. 

**  Monsieur ! "  said  the  governor,  and  he  stooped  to 
see  if  he  could  save  from  the  ruin  the  unknown  object 
which  La  Mole  sought  to  keep  from  him ;  but  the  por- 
trait was  literally  in  powder. 

**  The  king  wished  to  have  that  trinket,**  said  La  Mole, 
^  but  he  had  no  right  to  the  portrait  which  it  contained. 
Here,  then,  is  the  medallion ;  take  it" 

''  Monsieur,"  said  Beaulieu,  '*  I  shall  complain  to  the 
king."  And  without  taking  leave  of  his  prisoner  in  a 
single  word,  he  withdrew,  so  angry  that  he  left  the 
turnkey  to  fasten  the  doors.  The  jailer  took  a  few  steps 
as  if  to  go  out,  and  observing  that  M.  de  Beaulieu  had 
already  descended  several  stairs,  he  said,  turning  to  La 
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Mol^  "  Faith,  Monsieur,  it  was  veiy  well  yoa  gave  me 
the  hundred  crowns  at  once,  for  which  I  am  to  give  yon 
leave  to  see  and  talk  vith  your  companion ;  for  if  70a 
had  not,  the  governor  woald  have  token  tbem  with  the 
other  three  hundred,  and  my  conscience  would  then  not 
have  allowed  me  to  do  anything  for  you.  But  I  have 
been  paid  in  advance,  and  have  promised  you  shall  see 
your  comrade,  and  an  honest  man  always  keeps  his  word. 
Only  if  you  can  avoid  it^  for  your  own  sake  as  well  as 
mine,  do  not  talk  politics." 

La  Mole  came  forth  from  his  apaitntent^  and  found 
himself  face  to  face  with  Cooonnas,  who  was  walking  up 
and  down  the  flags  of  tho  intermediate  chamber.  The 
two  friends  threw  themselves  into  each  other's  anus. 
The  jailer  pretended  to  wipe  the  comer  of  his  eye,  and 
then  withdrew,  to  see  that  the  prisoners  were  not  snr^ 
inised  by  any  one,— or  rather,  to  see  that  he  himself 
was  not  surprised. 

"  Ah,  here  you  are  I "  said  Coconnas.  "  flos  that 
brute  of  a  governor  visited  you  1 " 

"  Yea,  and  you  too,  1  presume  I  " 

"  And  taken  everything  &om  you  t " 

"  And  from  you  too,  eh  1 " 

"  Oh,  I  had  not  much,  —  only  a  ring  Henriette  gave 
me." 

"  And  money  1 " 

"  I  had  given  all  I  possessed  to  that  brave  jailer  to  in* 
dnce  him  to  procure  us  this  interview." 

"  Ah  ! "  said  La  Mole,  "  it  eeems  that  he  receives  with 
both  handft," 

"  V"U  liavi;  also  paid  liiuil  " 

"  1  liavo  paid  him  a  hundred  crowns." 

"  Better  for  us  that  our  jailer  aliguld  bo  n  raercunaty 
wietch." 
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''Certainly,  we  can  make  him  do  as  we  please^  for 
money ;  and  that,  I  trust,  will  not  he  lacking." 

"  Have  you  any  idea  what  has  happened  1 " 

''  Perfectly ;  we  have  been  betrayed." 

**  By  that  scoondrelly  Due  d'Alen^on.  I  should  bame 
been  right  to  twist  his  neck,  you  see." 

**  And  do  you  think  our  position  is  sertoos  f  ** 

"  I  am  afraid  so." 

"  Then  we  may  have  to  anticipate  —  the  toiioiet " 

*'  I  will  not  hide  from  you  that  I  have  already  thought 


so/' 


« 
« 


"And  what  shall  you  do  in  that  easel" 
And  you  1 " 

I  shall  be  silent^"  replied  La  Mole,  with  a  feverad 
blush,  « if  I  can." 

"  And  I,"  said  Coconnas, "  will  tell  them  a  few  things* 

"  What  things ) "  asked  La  Mole^  eagerly. 

"  Oh,  be  easy ;  things  that  will  prevent  M.  d'AkD90ii 
from  sleeping  quietly  for  some  time." 

La  Mole  was  about  to  reply,  when  the  jailer,  who  no 
doubt  heard  some  noise^  came  suddenly  into  the  ohamber, 
and  pushing  each  into  his  lesnective  dungeon,  locked 
them  in  again. 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

THB  FiaURB  OF  WAX. 

Fob  a  week  Charles  was  confined  to  his  hed  by  a  slow 
fever,  interrupted  by  fits  like  epilepsy.  During  these  at- 
tacks his  cries  were  terrible ;  then,  when  they  were  over, 
he  sank  back  exhausted  into  the  arms  of  his  nurse. 
Henri  was  shut  up  in  his  chamber  at  the  prison,  and  at 
his  own  request  to  Charles,  no  one  was  allowed  to  see 
him,  not  even  Marguerite.  It  was,  in  the  view  of  all, 
a  complete  disgrace.  Catherine  and  D'Alen^on  breathed 
more  freely,  thinking  him  lost,  and  Henri  ate  and  drank 
more  at  his  ease,  hoping  he  was  forgotten.  At  court  no 
one  suspected  the  real  cause  of  the  king's  illness.  Mattre 
Ambroise  Par^  and  Mazille,  his  colleague,  believed  it  to 
be  inflammation  of  the  coats  of  the  stomach,  and  had  pre- 
scribed a  regimen  which  aided  the  operation  of  the  drink 
prescribed  by  Ren^,  and  which  Charles  received  thrice  a 
day  from  the  hands  of  his  nurse ;  it  was  the  only  nourish- 
ment he  took. 

La  Mole  and  Coconnas  were  at  Vincennes  in  close  con- 
finement. Marguerite  and  Madame  de  Nevers  had  made 
several  attempts  to  see  them  or  to  send  them  a  letter,  but 
in  vain. 

One  morning  Charles  felt  rather  better,  and  ordered 
that  the  court  should  be  admitted.  The  doors  were  ac- 
cordingly opened;  and  it  was  easy  to  see  by  his  pale 
cheeks  and  the  feverish  glare  of  his  eyes  what  great  rav- 
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ages  disease  had  made  on  the  yooi^  hing.  The  royal 
chamber  was  soon  filled  with  coortieray  curious  &nd 
interested. 

Catherine,  D*Alen9on,  and  Marguerite  were  informed 
that  the  king  gave  audience.  They  entered  nearly  at  the 
same  time,  —  Catherine  calm,  D'Alen^on  smiling  Mar- 
guerite dejected.  Catherine  sat  down  by  the  side  of  the 
bed  without  remarking  the  look  Charles  gave  her ; 
D'Alen^on  stood  at  the  foot ;  Marguerite  leaned  against  a 
table.  On  seeing  her  brother  thus  worn  by  illness,  she 
could  not  repress  a  sigh  and  a  tear. 

Charles,  whom  nothing  escaped,  saw  the  tear  and  heard 
the  sigh,  and  made  a  motion  of  his  head  to  Maiguerite, 
unseen  by  all  but  her.  This  sign,  slight  as  it  was,  gare 
courage  to  the  poor  queen,  to  whom  Henri  had  not  had 
time  or  perhaps  had  not  chosen  to  say  anything.  She 
feared  for  her  husband ;  she  trembled  for  her  lover.  For 
herself  she  had  no  fear ;  she  knew  La  Mole  too  well  not 
to  feel  that  she  might  fully  rely  upon  him. 

**  Well,  my  dear  son,"  said  Catherine^  *'  how  are  you 
now  1 " 

**  Better,  Madame,  better." 

*'  And  what  say  the  physicians  t " 

"  Oh,  my  physicians,  they  are  very  clever  fellows,"  cried 
Charles,  bursting  into  a  discordant  laugh  ;  "  I  have  great 
amusement  in  listening  to  their  discussions  about  my 
malady." 

"  What  my  brother  wants,"  observed  Fran9ois,  "  is  to 
take  the  fresh  air.  The  chase,  which  he  is  so  fond  o( 
would  do  him  good." 

''And  yet," replied  Charles,  with  a  singular  smiley  ''the 
last  did  me  a  great  deal  of  harm.'' 

Then,  with  an  inclination  of  his  head,  he  signified  to 
the  courtiers  that  the  audience  was  at  an  end.     D'Alenfon 
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bowsd  and  vithdiew.  Marguerite  seized  Charlea's  wasted 
hand  and  kissed  it  tenderly,  then  left  the  apartment. 

"  Dear  Margot  1 "  mnrmaied  Cbarlea. 

Catherine  remained ;  and  Charles,  seeing  her  alone  with 
him,  recoiled  as  if  from  a  serpent.  He  knew  to  whom  and 
to  what  hia  death  was  attributable.  "  Whjr  do  you  stay, 
Madame  1 "  asked  he,  with  a  shudder. 

"  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  of  important  matters,  my  son," 
returned  Catherine. 

"  Speak,  Madame,"  said  Charles. 

"  Sire,  yoa  said  just  now  that  your  doctors  are  very 
skilfuL" 

"  I  say  so  still." 

"  But  what  bare  they  done  since  you  have  been  ill  1 " 

"  Nothing,  that  is  true ;  but  if  you  could  have  heard 
what  they  have  said  I  In  fact,  Madame,  one  might  wish 
to  be  ill  only  to  have  the  opportunity  of  hearing  so 
learned  dissertations." 

"  Well,  I  snspect  that  clever  as  tbey  ar^  they  know 
nothing  at  all  about  your  disorder." 

"  Really,  Madame  1 " 

"  And  that  they  treat  the  symptoms,  instnad  of  treating 
the  cause." 

"  Od  my  soul,"  replied  Charles,  astonished,  "  I  think 
you  are  right !  " 

"  Well,  my  son,"  continued  Catherine,  "  as  it  is  essen* 
tial  for  my  happiness  and  for  the  wel&ro  of  the  kingdom 
that  you  should  be  cured  as  speedily  as  possible,  I  have 
assembled  all  the  men  skilled,  not  only  in  curing  the 
diseases  of  tlie  body,  but  those  of  the  mind." 

"  What  was  the  result  1 " 

"  That  which  I  expected ;  I  have  the  remedy  that  will 
cure  not  only  your  body,  but  your  mind." 

Charles  trembled ;  he  thoiij^iic  that  his  mother  intcuiiad 
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to  give  him  a  fresh  poiaon,  finding  Uie  Bts^  too  daw  in 
operation. 

**  Where  is  this  remedy  1 "  asked  he. 

**  In  the  disease  itselL'' 

**  Where  is  that  situated  1  ** 

''Listen,  my  son/'  said  the  queeiL  ''Did  yon  never 
hear  of  secret  enemies^  who  from  a  distance  aasassiDate 
their  victim)" 

"  By  steel,  or  by  poison  t"  demanded  Charles,  without 
for  an  instant  losing  sight  of  his  mother's  impassive  fiiee. 

^  Noy  by  other  means,  sure  but  terrible." 

«*  Explain  yoursell" 

"  My  son,"  asked  the  Florentine, ''  do  yon  believe  in 
magic)" 

''Fully,"  returned  Charles,  repressing  a  smile  of 
incredulity. 

"  Well,  then,"  continued  Catherine,  "  from  magic  i»o- 
ceed  all  your  sufferings.  An  enemy,  who  dared  not 
attack  you  openly,  has  done  so  in  secret;  a  terrible 
conspiracy,  the  more  terrible  that  it  was  without  ac- 
complices, has  been  directed  against  your  Migeaty." 

"Oh,  nol"  said  Charles,  shocked  by  that  depth  of 
cunning. 

"  Examine  well,  my  son ;  recall  certain  projects  of 
escape  which  might  have  assured  the  safety  of  your 
murderer." 

"  Murderer  I "  cried  Charles ;  "  murderer^  do  you  say  1 
Has  any  one,  then,  tried  to  kill  me)" 

"Tes,  my  son.  Ton  doubt  it  perhaps^  but  I  have 
gained  certain  knowledge  of  it" 

''I  never  doubt  what  you  tell  me,"  replied  the  king, 
sarcastically.  "  I  am  curious  to  know  how  they  have 
sought  to  kill  me." 

"  By  magic." 
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*'  Expkdn  youxself,  Madame  1 " 

''If  the  oonspiiator  I  mean,  and  whom  your  Majesty 
sospectB  abeady  in  your  mind,  ^- after  having  arranged 
his  batteries,  sore  of  success,  —  had  managed  to  slip  away, 
perhaps  no  one  ever  would  have  known  the  cause  of  your 
Majesty's  sufferings.  But,  happily.  Sire,  your  brother 
watched  over  you." 

"  What  brother  1 " 

«  D'Alen^on." 

"  Ah,  true !  **  said  Charles,  with  a  bitter  laugh ;  *'  I  foi^ 
got  I  had  a  brother.     Well,  continue,  Madame.** 

''He  very  fortunately  discovered  the  clew  to  the 
conspirator.'' 

"Ah I  I  suppose  you  mean  the  King  of  Navarre, 
Mother  1"  replied  Charles,  wishing  to  see  how  far  her 
dissimulation  would  go. 

Catherine  hypocritically  cast  down  her  eyes. 

"  I  have  had  him  arrested  and  sent  to  Yincennes  for 
his  escapade,"  continued  the  king.  "Is  he  more  cul- 
pable than  I  suspected,  thent" 

"Do  you  feel  the  fever  that  oonsomes  youf  asked 
Catherine. 

"  Yes,  to  be  sure,'^  replied  Charles,  his  brow  darkening. 

"  Do  you  feel  the  fire  that  bums  your  stomach  t " 

"  Ay,  Madame,*  said  Chades,  with  incnasing  gloom. 

"  Do  you  ioA  the  shooting  pains  in  your  head  1" 

^  Yes,  yes,  Madame.  Oh,  I  leel  all  that  t  How  well 
you  describe  my  illness!" 

"Well,  look  here."  And  she  drew  from  under  her 
mantle  a  little  figure.  The  figure  was  of  yellow  wax, 
about  ten  inches  high,  dothed  in  a  lobe  covered  with 
golden  stan»  also  of  wax^  and  orer  this  a  royal  mantle 
of  the  same  msteriaL 

"What  is  this  statue  1"  asked  Charles. 


240  HARQUERITE  DB  VALOIS. 

"  See  what  it  has  on  the  headi**  said  Catherine. 

"  A  crown/'  replied  Charles. 

'<  And  in  the  heart  —  " 

"  A  needle." 

"  Well  —  " 

**  Well,  do  yon  recognize  yourself  t" 

"  Myself  I  '• 

'*  YeSy  yoorselfy  in  your  royal  robes,  with  the  crown  on 
your  head.** 

"And  who  made  this  figure,"  asked  the  king,  weary 
of  the  miserable  faroe,— ''the  King  of  Nayaire,  of 
course  1 " 

«  No,  Sire." 

'*  No  1  then  I  do  not  understand  you.** 

''I  say  no/'  replied  Catherine,  << because  you  perhaps 
ask  the  question  literally ;  had  you  put  it  in  a  different 
manner,  I  should  have  answered  yes." 

Charles  made  no  answer.  He  tried  to  read  the  thoughts 
of  that  dark  soul  which  ever  closed  itself  before  him  at 
the  moment  he  thought  he  was  about  to  read. 

*'  Sire,"  she  continued,  "  this  statue  was  found  by  the 
procureur^4niral,  Laguesle,  in  the  apartment  of  the  man 
who  led  a  horse  for  the  King  of  Navarre  on  the  day  of 
the  hawking  party." 

«  M.  de  la  Mole  % " 

**  Himself.  Now  look  at  the  needle  in  the  hearty  and 
the  name  written  on  the  label  attached  to  iV* 

''  I  see  an  i/,"  returned  Charles. 

''  That  means  '  Mort  *  [Death] ;  it  is  the  magic 
formula." 

"  So,  then,  the  person  who  seeks  to  kill  me  is  M.  de  la 
Molel"  said  Charles. 

**  Yes,  he  is  the  poniard ;  but  behind  the  poniard  is  the 
hand  that  directs  it." 
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''Tliis^  then,  is  the  cause  of  my  illness  1  The  day  the 
charm  is  destroyed  my  illness  will  cease  1  Bat  what  is  to 
be  done  about  iti  for  you  know  that,  unlike  you,  I  know 
nothing  of  charms  and  spells.'* 

''  The  death  of  the  conspirator  destroys  the  charm.  Its 
power  ceases  with  his  life.'' 

"  Eeally  I "  said  Charles,  with  an  air  of  astonishment 

"  Did  you  not  know  that  1 " 

"  I  am  no  sorcerer." 

"But  now  you  are  convincedi  are  you  not,  of  the 
cause  of  your  illness?" 

"  Completely." 

"  You  do  not  say  so  out  of  complaisance  1 " 

"  Oh,  no !  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart." 

''  Heaven  be  praised  I "  said  Catherinci  as  if  she 
believed  in  God. 

"Yes,  Heaven  be  praised!"  repeated  Charles,  ironi- 
cally. "  I  know  now  the  cause  of  my  illness,  and  whom 
to  punish." 

"  And  we  will  punish  —  " 

"  M.  de  la  Mole ;  you  say  he  is  the  guilty  party  % " 

*'  I  say  he  is  (he  instrument." 

"Well,  we  will  begin  with  him;  and  if  he  has  an 
accomplice,  he  will  confess." 

"  If  he  does  not,"  muttered  Catherine,  "  I  have  infalli- 
ble means  of  making  him.  You  will  then,  Sire,  permit 
the  process  to  begin?" 

"  I  desire  it,  Madame,  and  the  sooner  the  better." 

Catherine  pressed  her  son's  hand,  without  understand- 
ing its  nervous  trembling  as  he  pressed  her  own,  and  left 
the  apartment  without  hearing  his  sardonic  laugh,  or  the 
terrible  imprecation  which  followed  that  laugh.  The 
king  asked  himself  whether  it  was  prudent  to  allow  that 
woman  her  freedom,  since  in  a  few  hours  she  could  do 
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eyil  beyond  remedy.    At  tluB  moment  he  heard  a 
noise,  and  taming  round,  saw  Marguerite  lifting  the  tap- 
estry of  the  door  opening  into  the  nurse's  apartments. 

"Oh,  Sire,  Sire !''  cried  Marguerite^  ''you  know  what 
she  says  is  false. " 

<<  She  f    Who  1 "  said  Charles. 

"  Oh,  Charles  !  it  is  terrible  to  accuse  one's  mother.  1 
suspected  that  she  was  staying  only  to  persecute  them ; 
but  upon  my  life,  upon  your  own,  upon  both  our  soula^  I 
tell  you  that  she  lies !  ** 

"  Persecute  them  !  whom  does  she  persecute  t  ^ 

Both  of  them  instinctively  spoke  in  a  low  tone;  it 
would  seem  that  they  were  afraid  to  hear  each  other. 

"  Henri,  in  the  first  place,  your  Henriot^  who  loyes  yon, 
and  is  devoted  to  you.*' 

"  You  think  so,  Margot  r 

"  I  am  sure  of  it." 

"  Well,  and  so  am  I." 

**  Why,  then,  did  you  arrest  himi  and  send  him  to 
Yincennesf"  said  Marguerite. 

"  Because  he  himself  requested  it" 

"  He  requested  it.  Sire  !  " 

"  Oh,  he  has  singular  ideas,  — perhaps  he  is  wrong,  pe^ 
haps  he  is  right ;  but  he  thought  he  should  be  more  safe 
in  disgrace  than  in  favor,  away  from  me  than  near  me^ 
at  Vincennes  than  in  the  Louvre." 

''  Ah !  I  understand.     He  is  safe,  then  )  " 

''As  safe  as  a  man  can  be  for  whose  life  Beaolieu 
answers  with  his  own." 

"Oh,  thanks!  but—" 

"  But  what  1 '' 

"There  is  another  person  in  whose  welfiue  I  am 
interested." 

"  Who  is  this  person  t" 
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"Sin, spue  me;  I  acaioe  daie  name  him  to  my  brollieri 
much  less  to  my  king." 

''M.delaMQle^iBitnott'* 

**  Alas,  Sire,  you  wished  onoe  before  to  kill  him ;  and 
he  escaped  only  by  a  miracle.** 

**  He  had  committed  but  one  crime  then^  now  he  has 
coinmitted  two." 

''  Ah  1  he  is  not  guilty  of  the  second." 

''But  did  you  not  hear  what  our  good  mother  said| 
poor  Margotl" 

**  I  have  already  told  you  that  what  she  said  is  fklse.'* 

**  Perhaps  you  do  not  know  that  a  figure  of  wax  has 
been  seised  at  La  Mole's  1" 

"  Yes,  my  brother,  I  know  it." 

''  That  this  figure  is  pierced  to  the  heart  by  a  needle, 
and  that  the  needle  carries  a  small  banner  inscribed  with 
an  Mf" 

**  I  know  that  also." 

"  That  this  figure  has  a  royal  robe  on  its  shoulders,  and 
a  royal  crown  on  its  head  1  ^ 

"  I  know  all  that.'* 

"  Well,  then,  what  have  you  to  sayl" 

''I  have  to  say  that  this  small  image,  which  beais  a 
royal  robe  on  its  shoulders,  and  a  royal  crown  on  its  head, 
is  the  representation  of  a  woman  and  not  of  a  man.'' 

'^Bah  I"  said  Charles;  ''and  that  needle  piercing  the 
heart  r' 

"  It  was  a  charm  to  win  that  woman's  love,  and  not  a 
spell  to  doom  a  man  to  death." 

"But  that  letter  ir/" 

"  It  does  not  mean  '  i/oft,'  as  the  queen-mother  says.^ 

"  What,  then,  does  it  mean  f  "  ssked  Charles. 

"  It  means^^it  means  the  name  of  the  womaa  loved  by 
M.  da  la  Mole." 
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"And  that  woman'a  n&me  is — " 

"  MABorKBiTE !  "  cried  the  qneen,  falling  on  her  kmes 
at  Charles'a  bedude^  and  bathing  his  hand  with  tears. 

"Silence,  Margot!"  aaid  CbarlcB,  "yon  may  in  your 
tnm  be  overheard." 

"  Oh,  no  matter  t "  cried  the  qneen.  "  If  all  the  irodd 
were  present  to  hear  me,  I  wonid  declare  it  in&mooB  to 
abuse  the  love  of  a  gentleman  by  staining  his  repotatioii 
with  a  chaige  of  murder." 

"  Maigot,  what  if  I  should  tell  yon  that  I  know  as  vdl 
as  you  do  who  is  guilty  and  who  is  noti" 

"  My  brother  I " 

"  What  if  I  should  tell  you  that  Ia  Mole  is  innocent  I" 

"You  know  iti" 

"What  if  I  shoold  tell  yon  that  I  know  the  real 
culprit  1 " 

"  The  real  culprit  I "  cried  Marguerite.  "  A  crime  hM 
heen  committed,  then  1 " 

"Yes;  intontionally  or  unintentionally,  a  eriaw  has 
heen  committed." 

"  TJpon  you  t " 

"  TJpon  me." 

"Impossible!" 

"  Impossible  1    Look  at  me,  Margot" 

Marguerite  obeyed,  and  shuddered  aa  she  saw  him  ao 
pale. 

"Margot,  I  have  not  llin-.?  numthg  to  live!" 

"  You,  my  brother,  my  t'liarlos  1 " 

"Margot,  1  am  poisoned  !  " 

Marguerite  screamed. 

"  Silence  1 "  said  GfaarlL's ;  "  it  must  be  tbooghl  tkkt  1 
die  by  magic" 

"  You  know  who  ia  guilty." 

"Yes." 
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"  Toa  hftve  said  that  it  was  not  La  Molel " 

"  No,  it  is  not  he." 

"And  certainly  it  cannot  be  Henri-—  Great  Ood! 
can  it  be  — " 

"Whor 

"  Mj  brother-—  D'Alen^on  1 "  murmured  Marguerite. 

"  Perhaps." 

**  Or/'  Maiguerite  whispered,  as  if  alarmed  at  what  she 
was  going  to  say,  "  our  mother  1 " 

Charles  remained  silent.  Marguerite,  however,  read  the 
answer  in  his  eye,  and  sank  into  a  chair. 

*'  My  Grod  I "  murmured  she.     "  It  is  impossible  I  " 

"  Impossible?"  said  Charles,  with  a  forced  laugh.  "It 
is  a  pity  Ren4  is  not  here ;  he  could  tell  you  my  story." 

"  Ren^  1 " 

''Yes;  he  would  tell  you,  for  example,  that  a  woman 
to  whom  he  dared  refuse  nothing,  came  to  him  to  ask  for 
a  book  on  hunting  from  his  library ;  that  a  subtle  poison 
has  been  poured  upon  every  page  of  that  book ;  that  the 
poison,  destined  for  some  one,  I  know  not  for  whom,  fell 
—  by  caprice  of  chance,  or  by  chastisement  of  Heaven  — 
into  other  hands  than  those  for  which  it  was  intended. 
But  since  Ren6  is  not  here,  if  you  wish  to  see  the  book,  it 
is  there  in  my  cabinet;  and  you  will  see,  in  the  hand- 
writing of  the  Florentine,  that  that  book,  which  still  con- 
tains in  its  leaves  the  death  of  twenty  persons,  was  given 
by  him  to  his  compatriot." 

"Silence,  Charles;  in  your  turn,  silence  1"  said 
Marguerite. 

**  You  now  see  clearly  that  it  must  be  believed  that  I 
die  by  magic.** 

"  But  it  is  monstrous  1 "  exclaimed  Marguerite.  "  Par- 
don 1  pardon  t    You  know  he  ia  innocent ! " 

Yes,  I  know  it;  but  the  world  must  believe  him 
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guilty.  Permit^  then,  the  death  of  your  lover;  it  is  a 
small  price  to  pay  to  save  the  honor  of  the  house  of 
France.    I  myself  die  that  the  aectet  may  be  pieserred." 

Marguerite  saw  that  her  only  hope  lay  in  her  own 
resooices,  and  withdrew,  weeping. 

Meantime  Catherine  had  lost  not  an  instant^  bnt  had 
written  to  Lagaesle  the  following  historical  letter,  which 
we  giye  word  for  word,  and  which  throws  oonnidetaMe 
light  on  this  bloody  drama :  — 

MoNBDEUB  LB  Pbocubbub,  —  I  have  this  cTening  been 
informed  for  certain  that  La  Mole  has  committed  sacrilege; 
many  evil  books  and  papers  have  been  found  in  his  apaitments 
in  Paris.  See,  therefore,  the  chief  president)  and  inform  liiin 
as  soon  as  possible  of  the  whole  affidr, — of  the  waxen  figure 
meant  for  the  king,  and  which  they  have  pierced  to  the  hesrt. 
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CHAPTER   XXV. 

tBM  nnnsiBLB  buckleb& 

Tb%  day  after  that  on  wbich  Catherine  had  written  thie 
letter,  the  goTemor  entered  Goconnas'e  cell  with  an  impoe- 
ing  eorUffe  of  two  halberdieis  and  four  Uack-gowned  men. 
Coconnas  was  invited  to  descend  into  the  room  where 
Lagaesle  and  two  judges  waited  to  interrogate  him  accord- 
ing to  Catherine's  instructions. 

DnriDg  the  week  he  had  passed  in  prison  Coconnas 
had  reflected  deeply ;  besides  that,  he  and  La  Mole,  seeing 
each  other  daily,  had  agreed  on  the  conduct  they  were  to 
pursue,  which  was  to  persist  in  an  absolute  denial ;  and 
they  were  persuaded  that  with  a  little  address  the  afiair 
would  take  a  more  fayorable  turn.  The  charges  could 
not  weigh  more  heavily  against  them  than  against  the 
others.  Henri  and  Marguerite  had  made  no  attempt  at 
flight ;  and  he  and  La  Mole  could  not  be  compromised  in 
an  afGur  the  principals  in  which  were  at  liberty  (Cocon- 
nas was  ignorant  that  Henri  was  in  the  same  prison  with 
themselves).  Furthermore,  the  complaisance  of  his  jailer 
apprised  him  that  over  his  head  there  was  extended  a 
protection,  which  he  called  '' invisible  bucklers.'' 

Up  to  this  time  the  interrogations  had  been  confined  to 
the  designs  of  the  King  of  Navarre,  his  projects  of  flight, 
and  the  part  the  two  friends  had  borne  in  these  projects. 
Coconnas  had  constantly  replied  in  a  way  more  than 
vague,  and  much  more  than  adroit ;  he  was  ready  still  to 
reply  in  a  similar  manner,  and  had  prepared  beforehand 
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all  bis  little  lepaitees,  when  he  suddenly  found  that  the 
subject  of  interrogation  was  changed.  The  questions  were 
now  directed  to  several  visits  made  to  Reu^  and  one  or 
more  waxen  figures  made  at  La  Mole's  instigation.  Pre- 
pared as  he  was,  C!oconnas  believed  that  the  accusation 
had  lost  much  of  its  intensity,  since  it  was  no  longer  in 
reference  to  having  betrayed  a  king,  but  to  having  made 
a  figure  of  a  queen,  and  this  queen  not  more  than  from 
eight  to  ten  inches  high  at  most.  He  therefore  replied 
with  much  vivacity  that  neither  he  nor  his  friend  had 
played  with  a  doll  for  many  years;  and  he  saw  with 
much  satis&ction  that  his  replies  more  than  once  made 
the  judges  smile.  His  interrogatoiy  concluded,  he  went  up 
to  his  chamber  singiog  so  merrily  that  La  Mde,  for  whom 
he  made  all  this  noise,  drew  from  it  the  brightest  angmies. 

La  Mole  was  brought  down  from  his  tower,  as  Coconnss 
had  been,  and  saw  with  equal  astonishment  the  new  turn 
which  the  investigation  took.  He  was  questioned  as  to 
his  visits  to  Ren^.  He  replied  that  he  had  only  onoe 
visited  the  Florentine.  Then  they  asked  him  if  he  had 
not  ordered  a  waxen  figure.  He  replied  that  Een^  had 
showed  him  such  a  figure  ready-made.  Then  he  was 
asked  if  this  figure  did  not  represent  a  man.  He  re- 
plied that  it  represented  a  woman.  Then  they  inquired 
if  the  purpose  of  the  charm  was  not  to  cause  the  death 
of  this  man.  He  replied  that  the  purpose  of  the  charm 
was  to  cause  himself  to  be  beloved  by  the  woman. 

These  questions,  put  in  a  hundred  different  waja,  were 
always  replied  to  by  La  Mole  in  the  same  manner.  The 
judges  looked  at  one  another  with  a  kind  of  indecision, 
not  knowing  veiy  well  what  to  say  or  do,  when  a  note 
brought  to  the  procureur^inirctl  solved  the  difficulty.  It 
was  in  these  words:  — 

If  the  accused  denies,  put  him  to  the  torture.  C 
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Hie  proemreur  put  the  note  in  his  pocket,  smiled  at 
La  Mole,  mnd  politely  diBmiaiied.  him.  La  Mole  retained 
to  his  dungeon  almost  as  assured,  if  not  as  joyoii%  as 
Cooonnas.     *'  I  tliink  all  will  now  go  well,"  he  said. 

An  hour  afterwaids  he  heard  footsteps,  and  saw  a  note 
which  was  slipped  under  his  door,  without  seeing  the 
hand  that  moved  it.  He  took  it  up  with  a  tremhling 
hand,  and  almost  died  with  joy  as  he  recognueed  the 
writing. 

**  Courage  !  "  said  the  hillet.  "  I  am  watching  over  you.'* 

**  Ah !  if  she  is  watching,"  cried  La  Mole,  kissing  the 
note  which  a  hand  so  dear  had  touched,  —  ''if  she  is  watch- 
ing I  am  saved  !  *' 

In  order  that  the  reader  may  understand  La  Mole's 
confidence  in  that  note^  and  the  trust  leposed  hy  him  and 
hy  Ck>conna8  in  what  the  Piedmontese  called  their  **  in- 
visihle  hucklers,"  we  must  conduct  him  to  that  small 
house  and  to  that  chamber  where  so  many  scenes  of 
intoxicating  enjoyment,  so  many  perfumes  hanily  evap- 
orated, so  many  sweet  remembrances  now  changed  to 
griefe,  weighed  upon  the  heart  of  a  woman  lying  back  on 
a  divan  covered  with  velvet  cushions. 

^  To  be  a  queen  —  powerful,  young,  rich,  beauti(\il  — 
and  suffer  what  I  suffer  1"  she  exclaimed;  ''oh,  it  is 
impossible ! " 

Then  in  her  agitation,  she  rose,  paced  up  and  down, 
suddenly  paused,  pressed  her  burning  forehead  against 
the  ioivcold  marble,  rose,  pale  and  her  face  covered  with 
teaiSy  wrung  her  hands  in  agony,  and  fell  back,  fainting, 
into  the  nearest  chair. 

Suddenly  the  tapestry  which  separated  the  apartment 
in  the  Rue  Cloche  Perc^e  from  the  apartment  in  the 
Rue  Tizon  was  lifted  up,  and  the  Duchc^M  de  Neven 
appeared. 
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''  Ah !  '*  exclaimed  Maigaeiite,  **  is  it  you  t  With  what 
impatience  I  have  awaited  you.    Well,  what  news  1 " 

''Bad  news — bad  news,  my  dear  friend  I  Catherine 
herself  is  honying  on  the  trial,  and  is  at  this  moment  at 
Vincennes.*- 

"  And  Rene  t  ** 

"  Is  arrested." 

"  And  our  prisoners  1  ** 

"  The  jailer  informs  me  that  they  see  each  other  daily. 
The  day  before  yesterday  they  were  searched;  and  La 
Mole  broke  your  miniature  to  atoms  rather  than  let  them 
have  it.** 

"  Dear  La  Mole ! '' 

"  Annibal  laughed  in  the  teeth  of  the  inquisitors." 

"  Worthy  Annibal  1    And  what  more  1 " 

"  They  were  this  morning  interrogated  as  to  the  fli^t 
of  the  kin^  his  projects  of  rebellion  in  Nayaire ;  and 
they  have  told  nothing." 

"  Oh,  I  knew  they  would  keep  silence ;  but  silenoe 
will  kill  them  just  as  much  as  if  they  spoke."* 

"  Yes,  but  we  must  save  them." 

"  You  have  thought  over  our  plan,  then  t " 

"  I  have  occupied  myself  with  it  since  yesterday.* 

"Weill" 

"  I  have  come  to  terms  with  Beaulieu.  Ah,  my  dear 
queen,  what  a  hard  and  greedy  man  1  It  will  cost  a 
man's  life  and  three  hundred  thousand  crowns." 

"  Only  the  life  of  a  man  and  three  hundred  thousand 
crowns  1    Why,  it  is  nothing ! '' 

"  Nothing  1  three  hundred  thousand  crowns  I  Why, 
all  your  jewels  and  all  mine  will  not  be  enough." 

"  Oh,  that 's  nothing !  The  King  of  Navane  will  pay 
somethingi  the  Due  d'Alen^on  pay  somethings  my  bioUier 
Charles  must  pay  something,  or  if  not  —  " 
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"Ob,  jm  RMcn  IDat  m  iviL      I  have  tben^ — IM 
thrao  kinkdmd  t^imsukd  CJiwii&.'' 
•*Tocf» 

•*  Aikd  bc*w  bsTe  irnni  proccTEid  iLesn  t  • 
•"Ah,  that 's  leiliiiir :  • 
**  Is  it  m  BecTBi  ?  • 
•"For  all  tbe  trocid  e^fxspt  toil* 

"OLy  flKHi  Z^iemf^  laid  Mazgaeri^<b,  »"^^^Tig  tlm)i2gh 
her  tare,  '^hare  tou  ss^jkaa  them?^ 
•  Tou  sbaH  JQQgfc.** 

-  Tou  remeiL  tier  that  honible  ^'&lItoln^et  t " 
•*  The  ridi  ftiliow,  the  UBurer ?** 
•"  If  TOU  aul  hJm  bo." 

^  Well,  one  daj  seemg  a  oeitain  woman  pass,  of  blond 
oamplezion,  green  ej^sb,  her  hair  dreftbed  with  tliree  nibiea, 
ODe  on  her  brow,  and  the  two  othen:  on  her  tempiefi, «— a 
coifigrt  very  becoming  to  her, -^  that  rich  feliow,  that 
nauTor,  not  knowing  that  ahe  was  a  duchess,  callt^d  out, 
'  For  three  kifisee  I  will  replace  those  three  rubies  with 
three  diamonds  worth  one  hundred  thousand  crowna 
each-*** 

*^¥rell,  Henriette^" 

^  Well,  my  dear,  the  diamonds  are  Bold  and  delivered." 

•*  Oh,  Henriette,    Henriette  ! "   murmured  Marguerite. 

**  Hold  !  **  cried  the  duchess,  with  an  accent  of  sham^ 
laameaB  at  once  naive  and  aublime,  re>vealii)g  both  the 
waaux  and  the  age,  ''  hold  !   I  love  Annihal !  " 

^  It  18  tme,*^  said  Marguerite,  suiihug  and  blushing  at 
the  aame  time,  ^  you  love  him  much  ;  you  even  love  him 
too  much  ; "  and  nevertheless  she  pressed  her  hand. 

**  15ow  then,*'  continued  Henriette,  •*  thanks  to  our  three 
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diamondfly  the  three  handled  thotuiand  crowns  and  the 
man  axe  ready.'' 

''The  man  I  what  manf  " 

"  The  man  who  must  he  killed,  to  he  sore.  Hare  yon 
already  forgotten  that  there  is  a  man  to  he  killed  f '' 

**  And  you  have  found  the  man  you  need  1 " 

"  Precisely  so/' 

"  At  the  same  price  1 "  asked  Maiguerite,  with  a  smile. 

''At  that  price  I  could  have  found  a  thousand,"  replied 
Henriette ;  *'  no,  no,  for  five  hundred  crowns." 

"  You  have  found  a  man  who  is  willing  to  he  killed  for 
five  hundred  crowns  1 " 

"  Certainly ;  one  must  live  somehow." 

"  My  dear  friend,  I  no  longer  understand  yon.  Come, 
speak  plainly ;  riddles  take  too  much  time  in  our  present 
situation." 

"  Well,  listen.  The  jailer  who  has  La  Mole  and  Cooon- 
naa  in  keeping  is  an  old  soldier,  who  knows  what  a  wound 
amounts  to.  He  would  willingly  help  in  saving  our 
firiends,  hut  does  n't  want  to  lose  his  place.  A  poniaid- 
hlow  skilfully  placed  will  do  the  hiisiness.  We  shall  give 
him  a  reward,  the  State  an  indemnity.  In  that  way  the 
worthy  fellow  will  receive  with  hoth  hands ;  he  vrill  re- 
new the  fahle  of  the  pelican." 

"  But,"  said  Maiguerite,  "  a  wound  with  a  poniard  —  " 

"  Be  easy ;  it  is  Annihal  who  will  give  it" 

"  True,"  said  Marguerite,  smiling ;  "  he  gave  La  Mole 
three  wounds  with  sword  and  poniard,  and  La  Mole  is 
not  dead.    There  is,  then^  room  for  hope." 

*' Wretch  1  you  deserve  that  I  should  drop  the  whole 
affair." 

"Oh,  no,  no ;  tell  the  rest^  I  heg  of  you.  How  are  we 
to  save  them!" 

"  Well,  this  is  the  plot.     The  chapel  is  the  only  place 
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in  the  fortiesB  when  women  not  being  prisonen  are  ad- 
mitted. We  shall  hide  behind  the  altar ;  under  the  cloth 
will  be  laid  two  daggera.  The  door  of  the  sacriaty  will 
be  previooaly  opened.  Cocounaa  will  strike  the  jfuler, 
who  will  fiiU  down  as  if  dead ;  we  shall  then  appear,  and 
each  cast  a  cloak  oveT  the  shouldeis  of  oar  friend.  We 
shall  then  fly  with  them  by  the  small  door  of  the  eacristy, 
and  as  we  shall  have  the  paas-word,  we  shall  get  out  with- 
out difficulty." 

"  And  once  out  1 " 

"  Two  bones  will  be  in  waiting  at  the  door ;  they  will 
jump  on  them,  leave  Fiance,  and  reach  Lorraine,  whence 
tbc^  wiD  occasionally  return  incognito." 

"  Ob,  you  restote  me  to  life  I "  said  Maigoerite.  "  Thus, 
then,  we  shall  aave  them  1 " 

"  I  almost  would  warrant  it." 

"Andsoonl" 

"  In  three  or  four  days  ;  Beaulien  is  to  let  ns  know." 

"  But  if  you  were  recognized  in  the  vicinity  of 
Vincenne^    all    our   plans   might   be   marred." 

"  How  could  any  one  recognize  me  1  I  go  as  a  nun, 
with  a  large  hood  over  my  foce ;  so  that  no  one  sees  even 
the  end  of  my  nose." 

"  We  cannot  take  too  many  precautions." 

"I  know  that  wall  enough,  'mordi/'  as  poor  Annibal 
wonld  Bay." 

"  Have  yon  any  news  of  the  King  of  Navarre  t " 

"Yes,  he  was  never  happier,  it  appears.  He  laug^, 
singB,  and  eats,  drinks,  and  sleeps  well ;  all  he  asks  is  to 
be  well  guarded." 

"  He  is  righL     And  my  inDtbert" 

"  I  have  told  yon  that  eIi>:  pLi^lius  on  tliu  trial  as  faat  as 
possible.'' 

"  Yea,  but  does  she  suspect  auytLiug  in  regard  to  us  t " 
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How  do  you  think  she  oonld  suspect  anything  1  AH 
who  are  in  the  secret  are  interested  to  keep  it  Ah !  I 
have  learned  that  she  notified  the  judges  of  IViiis  to  hdd 
themselves  in  readiness." 

**  Let  us  act  quickly,  Henriette.  K  our  poor  captiyes 
should  change  their  prison  all  must  be  begun  again*" 

''Be  easy;  I  am  as  eager  as  you  are  to  see  them  at 
liberty." 

''  Oh,  yes,  I  know  it ;  and  thanks,  thanks  a  hundred 
times  for  what  you  have  done ! " 

"Adieu,  Marguerite!  I  am  going  to  take  the  fidd 
again." 

"  Are  you  sure  of  Beaulien  t " 

"  I  think  so." 

"  Of  the  jailer  1 " 

^*  He  has  promised*'^ 

"  Of  the  horses  r' 

''  They  will  be  the  best  in  the  Due  de  Nevers's  stablee." 

^  Henriette,  I  adore  you  1 "  And  Marguerite  threw  her 
arms  around  her  friend's  neck;  after  which  the  two 
women  separated,  promising  to  see  each  other  again  next 
day  and  every  day,  at  the  same  place  and  hour.  These 
were  the  two  charming  and  devoted  creatures  whom 
Coconnas,  with  so  much  reason,  called  the  ^inviaihle 
bucklers." 
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HEM  TRIAL. 

^WsLLy  my  brave  friend,"  said  Cocoimas  to  La  Mole^ 
when  they  met  after  the  examination  in  which  for  the 
fiiBt  time  the  wax  figure  had  been  introdaoed,  "every- 
thing seems  going  on  as  favorably  as  we  could  wishy  and 
we  shall  ere  long  be  at  liberty." 

**  No  doubt,"  answered  La  Mole  ;  "  and  then  the  com- 
plaisance with  which  our  jailers  treat  us  abundantly  proves 
that  our  noble  friends  are  at  work  for  us." 

"  To  be  sure  they  are,"  rejoined  Cocounas ;  **  and  how 
could  a  queen  or  a  princess  better  employ  her  riches  than 
in  procuring  our  freedom  f  Now  let  us  go  over  our  lesson 
a  little.  We  are  to  be  conducted  to  the  chapel,  where  we 
shall  be  left  in  charge  of  our  turnkey ;  we  each  find  a 
dagger  in  the  place  indicated.  I  make  a  hole  in  the  body 
of  our  guide  —  " 

"Oh,  not  in  the  body  I— -you  would  rob  him  of  his 
five  hundred  crowns;  in  the  arm." 

"  Ah,  yes,  in  the  arm !  That  would  ruin  him,  poor 
man  I  it  would  be  dear  enough  that  he  was  in  collusion 
with  us.  No,  no,  —  in  the  right  side,  slipping  skilfully 
along  the  ribs ;  it  is  a  veritable  wound,  and  harmless.** 

"  Well,  so  much  for  that ;  then  —  " 

**  Then  we  barricade  the  door  of  the  chapel  by  piling 
up  the  benches  against  it,  while  our  two  prinoesses  emerge 
horn  their  hiding-places  behind  the  altar,  and  Henriette 
opena  the  small  side  door!'* 
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"  And  then,*'  said  La  Mole,  with  that  qnivering  Tixioe 
which  sounds  like  made  from  the  lips,  — ''  and  then  we 
gain  the  forest  A  good  kiss  to  each  makes  us  joyous  and 
strong.  Do  you  see  us,  Annibal,  leaning  forward  on  our 
fast  horses,  and  hearing  light  hurdens  of  anxiety)  Oh, 
what  a  pleasant  thing  is  fear  !  —  fear  in  the  open  air, 
when  one  has  at  his  side  a  good  sword  unsheathed,  when 
one  cries,  '  Hurrah  1 '  to  his  horse  driven  by  the  spur,  who 
at  each  cry  hounds  and  flies !  ^ 

*'  Tesy"  said  Coconnas ;  **  but  fear  between  four  walls, 
—  what  do  you  say  to  that,  La  Mole  1  I  can  speak  of  it, 
for  I  have  experienced  something  like  that.  When  Beau- 
lieu  put  his  sallow  face  into  my  chamber  for  the  first 
time,  in  the  shade  behind  him  I  saw  the  gleaming  of 
partisans,  and  there  was  the  sinister  sound  of  steel  strik- 
ing against  steel.  I  swear  to  you,  I  thought  at  once  of 
the  Due  d'Alen^on,  and  expected  to  see  his  yillanous  £u6 
between  the  viUanous  heads  of  two  halberdiers.  I  was 
mistaken,  and  that  was  my  only  consolation.'* 

"So,"  said  La  Mole,  who  followed  his  own  growing 
thoughts  instead  of  attending  his  friend  in  his  excursions 
through  the  field  of  fancy, — "so  they  have  provided  eveiy- 
thing,  even  the  place  of  our  retreat.  We  are  going  to 
Lorraine,  dear  friend.  In  fact,  I  should  have  pivferred 
Navarre ;  in  Navarre  I  should  be  near  her.  But  Navarre 
is  too  remote ;  Nancey  is  better.  Besides,  there  we  shall 
be  only  eighty  leagues  from  Paris.  Do  you  know,  Anni- 
bal, in  leaving  here  I  bear  with  me  one  regret" 

"  Ah,  faith  I  no,  indeed  1  As  for  me,  I  confess  that  I 
leave  all  mine  here." 

"  Well,  it  is  that  we  are  not  able  to  take  our  worthy 
jailer  with  us,  instead  of—" 

"But  he  wouldn't  be  willing,"  said  Coconnas;  ''it 
would  cost  him  too  much.     Think  of  it;  five  hundred 
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crowna  ftova  oa,  a  lecotnpetiM  from  the  Oovemmetit,  pro- 
motion perhaps.  How  happily  that  fellow  will  live  when 
I  shall  have  killed  him  !    Bat  what  ia  the  matter  I " 

"  Xothinj;,  —  an  idea  that  occarred  to  me." 

"  Xot  a  comical  idea,  appareotly,  for  yon  hare  turned 
frightfoUy  pale." 

"  I  waa  wondering  why  we  aie  taken  to  the  chapel." 

"Why,"  said  Coconnas,  "to  leoeive  the  ■acramenta ; 
and  in  good  time,  it  seems  to  me." 

"  But,"  answered  La  Mole,  "they  take  to  ih«  cha|i«il 
only  those  who  are  condemned  to  death  or  to  tortnre." 

"  Tmly,"  replied  Coconnas,  becoming  pale  in  his  tnm, 
"  this  deaerres  oar  attention  ;  let  xu  sjieak  to  the  wirthy 
fellow  1  am  to  carve  tny  name  npon  with  my  Aii(Ci(>n. 
Here,  I  say,  tomkey  !  " 

**  Did  yon  call  1 "  Mid  the  man,  who  had  he«n  hfrfAntf 
watch  at  the  top  of  the  staim 

"Come  heiB," 

"Hew  I  am." 

"  It  is  lettlad  that  we  are  to  malcA  mt  ewjrp«  trr/n  %h*i 
chipel,  ia  il  not  I' 

"HaahE"  aaiii  tlw  CiiTnksy,  l(y.iimi[  tmmi  h\r»  ^',^'u 

"  Don't  he  frici-.wnft'l.  —  no  -^n*  hsm  h«a*  ytn  ;  np^lc 

**  Te^  MoTisienr,  fir.m  the  Thnpfii." 

"IVy  wili  cakft  nn  M  chu  ^,hap«L,  Chun  t" 

"CertaialT.  ic  ia  ;he  niintnm.'' 

**  Ic  ia  dia  enfiT>'im  '  " 

"Tea;  sfcw  a-  rtnn'WinaKino  cn  ii.>ath,  if,  '»  th*  ••nt- 
b)iB  Bo  allow  Cbe  <vinilt-nin>-'t  Ci>  iT>'nd  Chn  nit^ht  in 
the  chopeL' 

Coccnma  and  La  Mikle  ^Ti^lianqcl  ioolrii  >f  wit'^-^'i-  \^,\ 
alarm. 

VOL.  ov — ly 
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"Tou  think,  then,  that  we  shall  be  condemned  to 
death)" 

"  Whji  yon  think  so  yooraelyes,  don't  yooy  —  ebe  why 
take  the  trouble  to  make  anangemente  for  your  fli^tl" 

"  There  is  reason  in  what  he  says,"  said  Cooonnas. 

"  We  are  playing  a  critical  game,  it  seems^''  replied  La 
Mole. 

"  And  do  I  risk  nothing  1 "  said  the  jailer.  **  Suppose, 
in  the  excitement  of  the  moment^  Monsieur  were  to  wound 
me  in  the  wrong  place." 

^*Mard%  I  **  exclaimed  Cooonnas, "  I  only  wish  we  could 
change  places,  and  I  had  nothing  more  to  fear  than  yoa 
have.'* 

'' Condemned  to  death ! "  said  La  Mole;  "but  that  is 
impossible  1 " 

**  Lnpoesible  I ''  said  the  jailer,  naively ;  ''and  why  t" 

**  Hush  ! "  said  Goconnas ;  ''  I  believe  the  door  is  open- 
ing down  there." 

''  Oh,  pray,  pray,  gentlemen,  get  into  your  cells  1  make 
baste  1 " 

^  And  when  will  our  trial  take  place  t  ** 

'^ To-mono w  at  latest;  but  don't  be  uneasy, — the 
friends  who  are  interested  for  you  shall  be  duly 
informed." 

'^Then  let  us  bid  adieu  to  each  other,  and  to  these 
walls." 

The  friends  exchanged  an  affectionate  embrace^  and 
each  retired  to  his  place  of  confinement,  —  La  Mole  sigh* 
ing,  Goconnas  humming  an  air.  Nothing  unusual  occurred 
until  seven  o'clock  in  the  evening.  Night  descended, 
dark  and  rainy,  on  the  donjon  of  YincenneSy-^just  such 
weather  as  would  have  favored  an  escape.  Cooonnas^a 
supper  was  brought,  and  eaten  with  his  ordinary  appetite; 
and  he  had  well-nigh  composed  himself  to  sleep,  while 
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liBiening  to  the  loud  murmnrs  of  the  wind  and  the 
splashing  rain  as  it  drove  heavily  against  the  walls,  When 
he  was  roused  by  a  sound  of  persons  passing  to  and  firo 
&om  the  chamber  of  La  Mole. 

In  vain  did  Goconnas  strain  his  listening  powers ;  he 
could  distinguish  nothing.  The  time  passed  on ;  no  one 
came  near  hira.  "Strange,"  murmured  he,  "that  La 
Mole  should  receive  so  many  visits,  while  I  seem  quite 
forgotten  1  perhaps  La  Mole  felt  himself  suddenly  taken 
il]|  and  called  out  for  assistance.     What  can  it  meanV 

Three  hours  slowly  passed  away,  and  Coconnas,  not- 
withstanding his  anxieties,  was  beginning  again  to  sleep, 
when  a  turning  of  the  lock  startled  him. 

"  Oh,  oh  !  "  he  said,  "  it  is  already  time  for  us  to  set 
out,  and  they  are  coming,  no  doubt,  to  conduct  us  to  the 
chapel  without  any  previous  condemnation.  Mordi  !  the 
night  is  most  favorable,  —  dark  as  a  pit;  I  only  hope 
the  horses  they  give  us  will  be  able  to  find  their  way." 
He  was  about  to  ask  some  jocular  question  of  the  turn- 
key, who  had  by  that  time  entered,  when  he  saw  the  man 
put  his  finger  to  his  lips,  and  roll  his  eyes  in  a  significant 
manner. 

Goconnas  then  perceived  a  dim  outline  of  persons  fol- 
lowing tne.  jailer,  and  quickly  distinguished  two  figures 
wearing  helmets,  on  which  the  smoking  candle  cast  a 
yellow  light  "  Oh  ! "  said  he,  in  a  low  tone,  "  what  is 
the  meaning  of  all  this  1    Where  are  we  going,  then "{ ^ 

The  jailer  replied  only  with  a  sigh,  which  resembled  a 
groan. 

"  Follow  the  halberdiers.  Monsieur,"  said  a  voice,  which 
at  once  made  Coconnas  aware  that  the  soldiers  were  ac- 
companied by  an  officer  of  some  kind. 

"And  where  is  M.  de  la  Molel"  inquired  the  Pied- 
montese.     "What  has  become  of  himl" 
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**  Follow  the  halberdiers !  **  repeated  the  aame  Toke 
that  had  pievioosly  spoken. 

Theie  was  nothing  for  him  but  to  obey ;  withont  an- 
other wordy  therefore,  Coconnas  b^^n  to  descend  the 
spiral  staircase.  At  the  first  floor  the  guards  stopped ; 
the  door  was  opened,  and  a  number  of  persons  arrayed 
as  judges  and  seated  in  judicial  order  presented  them- 
selves, while  in  the  background  Coconnas  discerned  the 
dim  outline  of  a  man  with  naked  arms  and  a  look  that 
made  a  cold  dew  start  to  his  forehead. 

Still,  concealing  his  alarm,  he  entered  the  chamber  with 
an  easy  air,  his  head  thrown  a  little  on  one  side,  and  his 
hand  on  his  hip,  after  the  most  approved  manner  of  oouit 
gallants.  As  Coconnas  advanced,  he  perceived  La  Mole 
sitting  on  a  bench  near  the  judges  and  officials.  The 
guards  led  Coconnas  to  the  front  of  the  tribunal ;  arrived 
there,  he  stopped,  turned  round,  and  smilingly  nodded  to 
La  Mole,  then  remained  in  a  waiting  attitude. 

<<  What  is  your  name ) "  inquired  the  president. 

'' Marc-Annibal  de  Coconnas,"  replied  the  Piedmon- 
tese,  with  gentlemanly  grace,  ''Comte  de  Montpantier, 
Chenaux,  and  other  places ;  but  our  titles  are  known, 
I  presume." 

"  Where  were  you  bom  1 " 

'<  At  St.  Colomban,  near  Suza.** 

*'  How  old  are  you  1 " 

'*  Twenty-seven  years  and  three  months." 

''  Good  !  "  answered  the  president. 

*'  He  seems  to  be  pleased  with  my  account  of  myself** 
murmured  Coconnas. 

*'  Now,  then,**  continued  the  president, ''  what  was  your 
motive  in  leaving  the  service  of  the  Due  d'Alen^ont" 

**  To  rejoin  my  friend,  M.  de  la  Mole,  who,  when  I  left 
M.  d'Alen^on,  had  also  left  him  some  days  previously.** 
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"  And  what  were  you  doing  when  arrested,  tbe  day  of 
the  chase  t " 

"  Why,  hunting,  of  couree  I "  replied  Coconius. 

"  The  king  waa  also  present  at  that  chaae,  and  theie  he 
waa  fiiat  attacked  with  the  malady  fiom  which  he  now 
saffen." 

"  I  know  nothing  about  that ;  I  was  not  near  the 
king  ni7Bel(  and  I  did  not  even  know  he  had  been 
Uken  ill" 

The  judges  looked  at  one  another  with  an  ait  of 
incredulity. 

"  Oh  I  you  were  ignmant  of  his  Ucgeaty's  illness,  were 
you)" 

"Tea,  completely  so,  and  I  regret  to  hear  of  it;  for 
though  the  King  of  Franca  is  not  my  king,  I  have  a 
great  deal  of  sympathy  for  him." 

"  Really  t" 

"  On  my  honor.  I  don't  say  as  much  for  his  brother, 
the  One  d'Alenfon,  for  there,  I  most  confess  —  " 

"  We  hare  nothing  to  do  with  the  Duo  d'Alen^ou, 
Monsieur;  our  business  relates  to  his  Majesty  — " 

"  Whose  Tsry  humble  servant  I  have  already  told  you 
I  am,"  answered  Coconnas. 

"  Then,  being  his  servsut,  as  you  say,  be  pleased  to  tell 
OS  what  you  know  relative  to  a  certain  wax  figure." 

"  Oh  I  what,  we  are  going  over  that  stoiy  again,  are  we  t " 

"  If  you  have  no  objection." 

"  Pardieu  t  on  the  contrary,  I  prefer  it ;  go  on." 

"  How  came  this  statue  to  be  fmind  in  M.  ile  la  Moit'a 
possession  1" 

"  M.  de  la  Mole's  I  Ho,  uu,  you  mean  in  Rent's 
possession." 

"Then  you  acknowledge  thu  existence  of  such  an 
image  t" 
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**  I  don't  know  whether  it  exists  or  not ;  I  could  tell 
yon  better  if  I  saw  it" 

"  Here  it  is.    Is  it  the  one  you  have  pieyiously  seen  1 " 

« It  is." 

"  Write  down/'  said  the  judge,  **  that  the  accused  re- 
cognises the  statue  as  the  one  he  has  heretofore  seen  in 
the  possession  of  M.  de  la  Mole.^' 

"  No,  no,  no  I "  interposed  Coconnas,  "  do  not  let  us 
mistake  one  another;  write  that  I  say  it  is  the  same 
figure  I  saw  at  Rent's." 

"  Well,  be  it  so, — at  Rent's ;  and  on  what  day  1 " 

"The  only  day  La  Mole  and  myself  ever  were  at 
Rene's." 

''You  admit,  then,  having  been  there  with  M.  de  la 
Mole?" 

"  Why,  I  never  denied  it,  did  1 1 " 

"  Write  down  that  the  accused  admits  having  gone  to 
Rent's  to  work  certain  colourations — " 

**  Holloa,  ho  1  gently,  gently.  Monsieur  President ! 
Moderate  your  enthusiasm,  I  beg;  I  have  not  said  one 
word  of  all  that." 

''Tou  deny  having  gone  to  Bend's  house  to  work 
conjurations  1 " 

''  I  do ;  the  conjuration  that  took  place  was  by  chance, 
and  wholly  unpremeditated." 
But  still  it  took  pkce ) " 

Certainly ;  I  cannot  deny  that  something  resembling 
the  working  of  a  charm  did  occur." 

**  Write  down  that  the  accused  admits  having  gone 
to  Rent's  for  the  sake  of  obtaining  a  charm  against  the 
king's  life." 

''  What  1  against  the  king's  life ! "  exclaimed  Goconnas. 
*'  It  is  an  in&mous  lie ;  no  such  charm  was  ever  made  or 
sought  for." 
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**  There,  gentlemen  I  ^  said  La  Mole,  "  you  hear ! " 

"  Silence  !  '*  vociferated  the  president ;  then,  turning 
towards  the  clerk,  he  said,  ''  Against  the  king's  life. 
Have  you  written  itl" 

** No,  no  I "  cried  Coconnas ;"l  said  no  such  thing,  and 
then  the  figure  is  not  that  of  a  man,  hut  of  a  woman." 

"  What  did  I  tell  you,  gentlemen  V  inquired  La  Mole. 

"  M.  de  la  Mole/'  said  the  president,  *'  reply  when  you 
are  questioned,  but  do  not  interrupt  the  interrogation  of 
others." 

'^You  say  that  the  figure  is  that  of  a  woman  1"  re- 
sumed the  judge. 

"  Certainly  I  say  iV 

**  Why,  then,  does  it  wear  a  royal  crown  and  mantle  1 " 

*'  Pardieu  I  for  a  very  simple  reason, — because  the  fig- 
ure was  meant  for —  " 

Here  La  Mole  rose,  and  placed  a  finger  on  his  lips. 

''  True  ! "  said  Coconnas ;  ''  I  was  beginning  to  relate 
matters  with  which  these  gentlemen  have  nothing  at 
all  to  do." 

<<  You  persist,  then,  in  your  assertion  that  this  waxen 
image  was  intended  to  represent  a  woman)" 

"Yes,  certainly,  I  persist." 

"  And  you  refuse  to  say  who  the  woman  was ) " 

"  A  woman  in  my  own  country,"  said  La  Mole,  **  whom 
I  lovedy  and  by  whom  I  was  desirous  of  being  beloved." 

''  You  are  not  the  person  interrogated,  M.  de  la  Mole," 
exclaimed  the  president ;  ''  either  be  silent,  or  I  shall  be 
obliged  to  have  you  gagged." 

"  Gag  I "  said  Coconnas.  "  What  are  you  saying  there, 
Monsieur  in  the  black  robe  ?  You  will  gag  my  friend  !  — 
a  gentleman  I     Come,  now  ! " 

'^  Bring  in  Ren^  I "  said  the  proeureur^hihxU, 

"  Yes,  yes,  by  all  means,  bring  Ren^,"  said  Coconnas, 
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*' bring  him  in ;  we  shall  soon  see  who  is  ri^t, — you 
three,  or  we  two." 

Bene  entered,  pale,  shmnken,  and  so  altered  that  the  two 
young  men  could  hardly  recognize  him.  The  wretched 
old  man  appeared  more  conscience-stricken  and  bowed 
down  by  the  weight  of  the  crime  he  was  about  to  commit 
than  by  those  he  had  already  perpetrated. 

^'Mattre  Ren^I"  said  the  judge,  "do  you  know  the 
two  accused  persons  here  present)" 

''  I  do,"  answered  Ren^,  in  a  voice  which  betrayed  his 
emotion. 

"  As  haying  seen  them  where  1 " 

''  In  various  places,  but  more  especially  at  my  own 
house.'* 

"  How  frequently  at  your  house  1 " 

"  Only  once." 

As  Ben^  proceeded,  the  countenance  of  Coconnas  grew 
brighter ;  La  Mole,  on  the  contrary,  as  though  warned  bj 
some  presentiment  of  evil,  looked  graver  than  before. 

"  And  on  what  occasion  did  they  pay  yon  a  visit  f 

fien^  seemed  to  hesitate  a  moment,  then  said,  "To 
order  me  to  make  a  small  waxen  figure." 

**  Mattre  Een^,''  interrupted  Coconnas,  "  permit  me  to 
tell  you  that  you  are  making  a  litUe  mistake." 

'*  Silence,  I  command ! "  cried  the  president ;  then, 
turning  towards  Ren^,  he  said,  "  And  pray  was  this  figoie 
to  represent,  a  man  or  a  woman  1 " 

"  A  man,"  answered  Ren^. 

Coconnas  sprang  up  as  though  he  had  received  an  elec- 
tric shock.     "  A  man  ! "  he  said. 

"A  man,"  responded  Ren^,  but  in  so  feeble  a  voice 
that  the  president  could  scarcely  hear  him. 

"  And  why  was  this  statue  clad  in  a  royal  mantle,  with 
a  crown  on  its  head  1 " 
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**  Becanae,**  replied  Ren<$,  **  it  represented  a  king." 

«<  Infiunous  liar  1"  cried  Coconnas,  infuriated. 

''Hold  your  peace,  Goconnas!"  interposed  La  Mola 
"  Let  the  man  talk ;  every  one  has  a  right  to  destroy  his 
souL" 

**  Bat  not  the  bodies  of  others,  mordi  /  " 

''And  what  is  the  signification  of  the  needle  found 
sticking  in  the  heart  of  the  image,  with  a  small  banner 
bearing  the  letter  M  at  the  end!" 

^  The  needle  is  emblematical  of  the  sword  or  dagger, 
and  the  letter  If  stands  for  MoH!* 

Coconnas  sprang  forward  as  though  to  strangle  Ilen6, 
but  was  held  back  by  the  guards. 

"  That  will  do  I "  said  the  officer ;  ''  the  tribunal  is  in 
possession  of  all  it  desires  to  know.  Let  the  prisoners  be 
reconducted  to  the  waiting-room." 

''  But,^  exclaimed  Coconnas,  "  it  is  quite  impossible  to 
hear  one's  self  accused  of  such  crimes  without  protesting 
against  them." 

"  Protest,  Monsieur;  no  one  hinders  you.  Guaixls,  take 
the  prisoners.'' 

The  officials  seized  upon  La  Mole  and  Coconnas,  and 
led  them  away,  each  by  a  separate  door.  The  procureur^ 
genital  then  signed  to  the  man  with  bare  arms,  whom 
Coconnas  had  observed  on  entering,  and  said,  "  Do  not 
go  away,  my  good  fellow,  there  will  be  work  for  you  be- 
fore the  night  is  over." 

"Which  shall  I  begin  with?''  said  the  man,  respect- 
fully raising  his  cap. 

"  With  that  one  I  "  answered  the  president^  pointing  to 
La  Mole,  whom  they  could  still  perceive,  like  a  shadow 
between  his  two  guards;  then,  approaching  Ren^,  who 
stood  in  trembling  expectation  of  being  ordered  back  to 
his  place  of  confinement  in  the  Ch4telet^   "You  have 
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well  spoken,  my  fiiend,"  he  said  to  him;  "be  UMlet 
no  alarm.  Both  the  kiog  and  the  queen  afaall  be  made 
acquainted  that  it  is  to  you  they  are  indebted  foi  ctMung 
at  the  real  truth  of  this  affiur." 

But  this  promise,  instead  of  restoring  Ren^  to  strength, 
seemed  to  teirify  him ;  and  he  teplied  only  by  a  deqt 
sigh. 


THE  TOBTUBE  OF  THE  BOOT.  267 


CHAPTER  XXVII. 

THE  TORTURE  OF  THE  BOOT. 

It  was  only  when  he  had  been  conducted  to  hb  new 
cell,  and  the  door  was  closed  upon  him^  that  CoconnaSy 
left  to  himself,  and  no  longer  sustained  by  his  contention 
with  the  judges  and  his  wiath  against  Ren6,  fell  into  a 
train  of  sad  reflections.  "It  seems  to  me,"  he  said, 
"  that  the  affair  is  taking  a  bad  turn,  and  that  it  is  time 
to  go  for  a  little  while  to  the  chapel.  I  distrust  condem- 
nations to  death  ;  for  unquestionably  they  are  condemning 
us  to  death  at  this  moment.  I  distrust  especially  condem- 
nations to  death  pronounced  secretly  in  a  fortified  castle 
before  faces  as  ugly  as  are  all  those  that  surround  me. 
They  seriously  intend  to  cut  off  our  heads,  —  hum  1  hum  1 
I  return  to  what  I  said ;  it  is  time  to  go  to  the  chapel." 

These  words,  uttered  in  a  low  tone,  were  followed  by 
silence ;  and  that  silence  was  broken  by  a  dull,  stifled, 
wailing  cry  which  was  not  like  that  of  a  human  being. 
It  seemed  to  pierce  the  thick  wall  and  to  vibrate  on  the 
iron  bars. 

Coconnaa  shuddered  with  terror,  although  he  was  so 
brave  that  his  courage  was  nearly  allied  to  that  of  wild 
beasts.  He  stood  motionless,  doubting  whether  what  he 
had  heard  was  not  the  wind,  when  he  heard  it  again ;  and 
this  time  he  was  convinced  not  only  that  the  voice  was 
human,  but  that  it  was  the  voice  of  La  Mole.  At  this 
voice,  the  Piedmontese  forgot  he  was  himself  a  prisoner 
confined  by  two  doors,  three  gates,  and  a  wall  twelvf^ 
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feet  tbick ;  be  rosbed  forward^  cxying,  '^  They  aze  muidep- 
ing  some  one  beie ! '' 

But  be  encountered  the  wall  so  violently  that  the  shock 
threw  him  back  on  a  stone  bench. 

^Ob,  they  have  killed  him !"  he  repeated;  '^it  is  abom- 
inable! and  to  be  without  arms!" 

He  reached  out  his  hands  on  every  side.  ''Ah,  that 
iron  ring!  be  said;  ''I  will  pull  it  from  the  wall,  and 
then  woe  to  him  who  comes  near  me ! "  He  rose,  seized 
the  iron  ring,  and  with  his  first  effort  shook  it  so  violently 
that  it  was  evident  that  by  two  such  efforts  he  would 
secure  it.  But  suddenly  the  door  opened,  and  the  light 
of  two  torches  invaded  bis  cell* 

The  same  voice  that  before  had  been  so  disagreeable  to 
him  said,  **  Come,  Monsieur,  the  court  awaits  you." 

''Good!"  said  Coconnas;  "to  hear  my  sentence,  I 
suppose." 

"Yes,  Monsieur." 

"  I  breathe  again ;  go  on,  Monsieur."  And  be  followed 
the  officer,  who  went  in  front,  his  black  wand  in  bis  handi 

Spite  of  his  expressed  satisfaction,  Coconnas  glanced 
anxiously  on  either  side.  **  Ob,"  murmured  he,  '^  I  do 
not  see  my  worthy  jailer;  I  wish  he  were  here." 

On  entering  the  chamber,  Coconnas  perceived  the  pro- 
cureur^Mral,  who  had  conducted  the  prosecution  with 
most  palpable  animosity,  for  Catherine  had  charged  him 
to  carry  on  the  affair  earnestly.  A  curtain  was  drawn 
back  and  exposed  the  recesses  of  this  chamber ;  so  terri- 
ble were  these  recesses,  thus  lighted  up,  that  Coconnas  felt 
his  knees  tremble,  and  he  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  num  Dieul** 

The  sight  before  him  was  indeed  alarming.  The  poi^ 
tion  of  the  apartment  which  had  been  concealed  during 
the  examination  by  a  curtain,  now  raised,  seemed  like  the 
vestibule  of  helL     ''  Oh  I"  said  Coconnas,  "the  chamber 
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of  torture  is  prepared,  and  only  awaits  the  victim.     What 
does  this  mean  1 " 

"  Kneel  down,  Maro-Annihal  de  Coconnas,''  said  a 
Yoice ;  "  kneel  down,  and  hear  your  sentence." 

Against  a  summons  of  that  kind  the  whole  person  of 
Coconnas  instinctively  rebelled.  But  before  he  had  time 
to  collect  his  thoughts,  two  strong  hands  laid  hold  of  him, 
and  forced  him  to  his  knees. 

The  voice  continued :  ''  Sentence  of  the  court  sitting  at 
Yincennes  on  Marc-Annibal  de  Coconnas,  accused  and 
convicted  of  the  crime  of  high  treason ;  of  an  attempt  to 
poison ;  of  sacrilege  and  magic  against  the  person  of  the 
king;  of  a  conspiracy  against  the  State;  and  of  having 
driven  a  prince  of  the  blood  into  rebellion  by  his  per- 
nicious counsels." 

At  each  of  these  charges  Coconnas  shook  his  head. 

The  judge  continued  :  "  In  consequence  of  which,  the 
aforesaid  Marc-Annibal  de  Coconnas  will  be  taken  from 
pnson  to  the  Place  St.  Jean  en  Grbve,  to  be  there  decapi- 
tated ;  his  property  will  be  confiscated,  his  woods  cut 
down,  his  ch&teau  destroyed,  and  a  post  planted,  with  a 
copper-plate  bearing  an  inscription  recording  his  crime 
and  punishment." 

**  As  for  my  head,"  said  Coconnas,  "  that  I  know  is  in 
jeopardy;  but  as  for  my  woods  and  chftteaux,  I  do  not 
fear  for  them  in  the  least,  and  I  defy  all  your  hatchets 
and  pickaxes  to  harm  them." 

''  Silence  ! "  said  the  judge,  and  he  continued  :  "  And, 
moreover,  the  aforesaid  Coconnas  —  " 

"  What  I "  interrupted  Coconnas,  "  will  they  do  any- 
thing more  after  cutting  my  head  off?  Oh,  that  seems 
to  me  rather  severe  i " 

"  No,  Monsieur,"  replied  the  judge,  "  before,*^ 

He  continued  :  "  And  the  aforesaid  Coconnas  will  un- 
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deigo,  before  the  execution  of  this  eentenoo,  the  extraor- 
dinary torture,  consisting  of  ten  wedges  — " 

Coconnas  started,  and  looked  with  flashing  eyes  at  the 
judge.  **  For  whati "  cried  he,  finding  only  those  simple 
words  to  express  the  flood  of  thoughts  that  rose  upon 
his  mind. 

The  torture  was,  in  reality,  ruin  to  Coconnas's  hopes. 
He  would  not  be  taken  to  the  chapel  until  after  the  tor- 
ture, and  the  torture  often  occasioned  death.  It  was  es- 
pecially likely  to  be  fatal  where  the  sufferer  was  brave 
and  firm ;  for  to  him  it  would  seem  cowardly  to  yield  a 
confession,  and  so  long  as  he  did  not  confess  the  torture 
would  be  not  only  continued,  but  increased. 

The  judge  made  no  reply,  but  continued :  *'  In  order  to 
compel  him  to  name  his  accomplices  and  to  confess  his 
plots  and  machinations  in  detail'' 

"Mordi/**  cried  Coconnas,  "  this  is  infamous  !  this  is 
cowardice ! " 

The  judge,  accustomed  to  the  indignant  protestations  of 
the  victims,  made  a  sign.  Coconnas,  seized  by  the  1^ 
and  arms,  was  overpowered  and  bound  to  the  rack  before 
he  could  even  see  who  were  the  authors  of  this  violence. 

''  Wretches ! "  shouted  Coconnas,  shaking  in  a  parox- 
ysm of  fury  the  rack  and  the  trestles  in  such  a  manner 
that  his  tormentors  recoiled  in  alarm.  '<  Scoundrels  !  tor- 
ture me,  shatter  me,  tear  me  in  pieces,  —  you  will  learn 
nothing,  I  swear  to  you  I  Ah !  you  think  that  with  bits 
of  wood  and  with  bits  of  iron  you  will  compel  a  gentle- 
man  of  my  name  to  speak.  Come  on,  I  defy  you  1 " 
Clerk,  prepare  to  write,"  said  the  judge. 
Yes,  prepare  to  write,"  cried  Coconnas;  "and  if  you 
write  all  I  tell  you,  you  scoundrel,  you  will  have  some- 
thing to  do  I " 

**  Will  you  confess  V  asked  the  judge. 
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*'  No,  not  one  word ;  go  to  the  devil ! " 

''You  may  change  your  mind,  Monsiear,  during  the 
preparations.     Come,  Maltre,  fit  the  boot  to  Monsieur." 

At  these  words,  a  man  holding  a  cord  in  his  hand  ad- 
vanced towards  him.  It  was  MaStre  Caboche.  A  painful 
astonishment  appeared  on  Coconnas's  &ce ;  but  instead  of 
crying  out,  he  remained  motionless  and  silent,  unable  to 
withdraw  his  eyes  from  that  forgotten  friend  who  reap- 
peared at  such  a  moment.  Caboche,  without  moving  a 
muscle  of  his  fiice,  or  appearing  to  recognize  Coconnas, 
placed  two  planks  between  his  legs,  then  two  more  out- 
side, and  bound  them  together  with  a  cord.  This  formed 
what  was  called  the  "boot."  In  the  "ordinary"  torture, 
six  wedges  were  used,  which  crushed  the  flesh;  in  the 
"  eztraordinaiy "  torture  ten  were  employed,  which  not 
only  crushed  the  flesh,  but  broke  the  bones  also. 

Maltre  Caboche  introduced  the  wedge  between  the 
planks,  and  then,  with  his  mallet  in  his  hand,  looked  at 
the  judge. 

Will  you  confess  1 "  asked  the  latter. 
Never ! "  returned  Coconnas,  although  he  felt  a  cold 
damp  all  over  his  brow. 

**  Proceed,"  said  the  judge. 

Caboche  raised  his  heavy  mallet,  and  struck  a  tremen- 
dous blow  on  the  wedge.  Coconnas  did  not  utter  the 
slightest  sound  at  this  first  wedge,  which  usually  extorted 
a  groan  from  the  most  resolute.  On  the  contrary,  his 
countenance  expressed  the  greatest  wonder,  and  he  gazed 
in  astonishment  at  Caboche,  who,  his  arm  raised,  stood 
ready  to  repeat  the  blow. 

''What  was  your  intention  in  concealing  yourself  in  the 
forest  1 "  demanded  the  judge. 

"  To  enjoy  the  fresh  air  " 

"  Proceed,"  said  the  judge. 
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Caboche  etrnck  again.  Coconnas  did  not  stir,  bat  kept 
his  eyes  fixed  on  the  executioner  with  the  same  expieaaioB 
of  surprise.     The  judge  frowned. 

"  He  is  indeed  detennined  I  "  muttered  he.  "  Hu  the 
wedge  entered,  Maltret" 

Caboche  stooped  as  if  to  examine  it,  and  whispered  to 
Coconnas,  "  Cry  out !  cry  out  I "  Then  rising,  "  Up  to 
the  bead.  Monsieur,"  said  he  to  the  judge. 

"  Second  wedge  !  "  said  the  judge,  quietly. 

The  words  of  Caboche  explained  all  to  Coconnas ;  the 
vrorthy  executioner  was  rendering  him  the  greatest  Berrice 
in  his  power.  He  was  sparing  him  not  only  pain,  but 
moreover  the  shame  of  a  confession,  by  driving,  in  place 
of  oak  wedges,  wedges  of  leather,  with  the  top  only  of 
wood ;  be  thus  left  bim  all  his  strength  to  mount  the 
scaffold  manfully. 

"Oh,  excellent  Cabocbel"  muttered  Coconnas,  "fear 
nothing ;  I  will  cry  out  loud  enough." 

Caboche  had  introduced  a  second  wedge,  larger  than  the 
first,  Find  at  a  sign  from  the  judge  struck  as  if  he  were 
going  to  demolish  the  donjon  of  Vincennes  at  a  blow. 

"  Ah  I  ah  I  Aou  /  hou  !  "  roared  Coconnas,  with  a  gnat 
variety  of  intonations,  "  take  care  1  you  are  breaking  my 
hones  I " 

"Ah,"  said  the  judge,  smiling,  "the  second 
take  effect." 

Coconnas  piinted  like  the  bellows  of  a  forge. 

"  What  were  ytiu  iloinj;  in  the  forest  ) "  repeated  the 
judge. 

"Eh,  mordi!  I  have  already  told  you.     I 
ing  the  fresh  air." 

"Proceed," 

"Confess,"  wliisppred  Cal 

"Whatl" 
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'Anftbing;  only  con&si." 

And  he  dealt  another  blow  on  the  wedge. 

".Oh,  ohl"  cried  Cocomus.  "What  do  yon  wish  to 
know,  Monuenr  t   By  whose  order  I  wae  in  the  forest  I " 

"Yes." 

"B;  the  Older  of  H.  d'Alenjon." 

"  Write  that,"  said  tlia  judga 

"  If  I  laid  a  snare  for  the  King  of  Navarre,"  continaed 
Cocannas,  "  I  only  obeyed  my  master's  orders." 

The  clerk  applied  himself  to  writing  down  the 
confession. 

"Ah,  you  doDOunced  me,  tallow-fsce  I "  thought  Co- 
oonnas ;  "  I  will  be  even  with  you."  And  he  related  the 
visit  of  Francois  to  the  King  of  Navarre,  the  interviews 
between  Uouy  and  D'Alen^on,  and  the  history  of  the  red 
mantle.  He  gave  precise,  terrible,  iocootestable  evidence 
•gainst  D'Alen^on,  making  it  seem  all  the  while  as  though 
hia  statements  were  extorted  from  him  only  by  the  inteo- 
sity  of  hia  sufferings,  —  be  grimaced,  roared,  and  com- 
plained so  naturally  and  in  ao  many  different  tones ;  and 
the  judge  at  last  became  terrified  himself  at  having  to 
record  details  so  compromising  to  a  prince  of  the  blood. 

"  Ah,"  said  Caboche,  "  here  is  a  gentleman  to  whom  it 
ian't  necessary  to  speak  more  than  once;  and  he  gives 
the  clerk  enough  to  do.  What,  then,  would  he  have  said 
if  the  wedges  had  been  of  wood  1 " 

The  last  wedge  of  the  extraordinary  was  omitted ;  but 
,  Ihal  uiiiu  Ij:.i1  bam  uf-id  on  O-l-ohuj^,  wlittli 
would  hftV"  Iwpii  aulficieut  to  reduce  Lis  legs  to  a  jelly, 
Tlu  judge  withdmw,  aci»Tdiug  so  much  silvaiiti^a  to 
Coewuuu  by  roasou  of  Iiis  confession,  and  left  him  alone 

■.tfir,  "how  do  you  fiud  yourself, 
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"  Ah,  excellent  Gaboche,  I  shall  never  foiget  what  joa 
have  done  for  me  ! " 

*'  You  are  right ;  for  if  they  knew  what  I  have  done  for 
you,  I  should  soon  take  your  place,  and  they  would  not 
amuse  me  with  leathern  wedges." 

''  But  how  came  you  to  think  I  ^ 

**  I  will  tell  you,"  said  Gaboche,  twisting,  for  the  sake 
of  appearances,  bandages  of  bloody  linen  about  Coconnas's 
legs.  **  I  knew  you  were  arrested,  that  Queen  Catherine 
wished  to  kill  you ;  I  guessed  you  would  be  put  to  the 
torture,  and  I  took  my  measures  accordingly." 

''  At  the  risk  of  what  might  happen  to  yourself  f  ** 

"  Monsieur,"  replied  Gaboche,  **  you  are  the  only  gentle- 
man who  has  ever  given  me  his  hand,  and,  executioner  as 
I  am,  I  have  a  heart ;  you  shall  see  how  I  will  peifoim 
my  office  to-morrow." 

"  To-morrow  ?  " 

"  Gertainly,  to-morrow." 

"  What  office  1 " 

Gaboche  stared.  ''You  ask  what  office!  Have  you, 
then,  forgotten  the  sentence)" 

"  Ah,  true,  I  had  foigotten  all  about  that." 

He  had  not  forgotten  it ;  but  he  was  thinking  of  the 
chapel,  the  knife  concealed  beneath  the  napkin,  of  Hen- 
riette  and  the  queen,  of  the  door  of  the  sacristy,  the  two 
horses  that  awaited  them ;  of  liberty,  of  the  fresh  air,  of 
happiness  and  security  beyond  the  bounds  of  Francei 

"  Now,"  said  Gaboche,  "  I  must  get  you  from  the  rack 
to  the  litter.  Do  not  forget  that  both  your  legs  are 
broken,  and  that  the  least  movement  pains  yon." 

"  Ah  I  oh  1 "  cried  Goconnas,  as  the  two  assistanta 
advanced. 

"  Take  courage,"  said  Gaboche ;  "  if  you  ciy  so  now 
what  will  you  do  presently)" 
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''Maltie  Gaboche,"  replied  CooonnaSy  "I  piay  yon  lift 
me  yoaiael^  as  I  do  not  wish  your  two  estimable  acolytes 
to  toach  me/* 

**  Place  the  litter  near  the  rack/'  said  Caboche. 

The  two  assistants  obeyed.  Caboche  then  raised  Gocon- 
nas  in  his  arms  as  if  he  had  been  an  infant,  and  placed 
him  on  the  litter ;  but  notwithstanding  all  his  care,  Co- 
oonnas  uttered  ferocious  cries. 

The  jailer  then  appeared  with  a  lantern.  "To  the 
chapel,''  said  he. 

The  bearers  and  Coconnas  started,  after  Cooonnas  had 
again  given  his  hand  to  Caboche.  The  former  grasp  had 
been  too  useful  to  him  for  him  to  find  any  difficulty  in 
repeating  it 
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CHAPTER  XXVUL 

THE  OHAPBL. 

Thb  moamfdl  oorUge  crossed  in  silence  the  two  draw- 
bridges of  the  fortress  and  the  coartyard  which  leads  to 
the  chapely  through  the  windows  of  which  a  pale  light 
colored  the  white  faces  of  the  apostles  in  red  lobeB. 

Coconnas  eagerly  breathed  the  night  air,  although  it 
was  heavy  with  rain.  He  looked  at  the  darkness,  and 
rejoiced  to  see  that  eyeiything  conspired  to  &yor  the 
flight  of  himself  and  his  companion.  It  required  all  his 
resolution,  prudence,  and  self-control  to  restrain  him  fiom 
leaping  off  his  litter  when  on  entering  the  chapel  he  saw 
in  the  choir,  and  at  three  paces  from  the  altar,  a  mass  of 
something  Wrapped  in  a  laige  white  mantle.  It  was 
La  Mole. 

''  Since  we  are  once  more  reunited,"  said  Coconnas,  in 
a  Yoice  of  affected  languor,  "  carry  me  to  my  Mend.'' 

The  porters,  having  no  orders  to  the  contrary,  readily 
obeyed  that  request. 

La  Mole  was  gloomy  and  pale;  his  head  reclined 
against  the  marble  wall,  and  his  black  hair,  bathed  vith 
profuse  perspiration,  which  gave  to  his  countenance  the 
paleness  of  ivory,  seemed  to  have  stood  up  on  his  head 
and  stiffened  so. 

On  a  sign  from  the  turnkey,  the  two  valets  went  to  seek 
the  priest  whom  Coconnas  had  asked  for.  Thia  was  the 
signal  agreed  upon. 


iHB  cbaho^  err 

Cooonim  followed  th«m  with  MixtoxM  «^t^  (  \s\\\.  \\\% 
vas  Dot  the  only  eident  look  tix^nt  on  thi^m*  T^i'Hh't^ly 
had  they  diaappeaied  when  two  w\)itien  miKhtHl  f\ym  \m^ 
hind  the  altar,  and  hastened  rapidly  townntii  ih«»  i«hoi^ 

Margnerite  hurried  towards  La  Mole  and  9^\mi  him  Ih 
her  arm&  La  Mole  uttered  a  terrihio  dry,  -  a  (M\y  llki> 
those  which  Coconnas  had  heanl  in  hin  opII. 

''My  God!  what  is  the  mattor^  then,  Ija  Mnlitl**  fiiilil 
Marguerite,  recoiling  in  terrort 

La  Mole  uttered  a  deep  groan,  and  pnt  IHm  tinrid  Im  IiM 
eyes  as  if  to  avoid  seeing  Margiinriti*.  Mnr\iiu»t\^**  wm 
eyen  mors  alarmed  hy  that  sil(*7i(i<9  and  ilmt  ^<'«ffiM*  Hinm 
hy  his  cry  of  pain.  "Oh  I"  sho  vrM^  "  whni  In  fU 
matter,  then  t    Ton  are  cort^tul  with  blo^l  f  ^' 

Cooonnasy  who  had  aW>  m^li'*^]  t^/war'U  tff«*  ulUf,  l^\tMf 
up  the  dagger,  and  liarl  h'm  arm  Vf^tw\  U'^uru-i^**^*  wmM^ 
turned  suddenly, 

•*  Get  up  ! "  said  MA^fMrnt*? ;  ''  ^**t  n;/,  I  Hf^f**^i  ^*m  ' 
You  see  the  iLora*:T.t   >>;*»  «ff)7*/J/' 

A  smile,  awfi]  in  ru  •w'tp^jw,  yum/Kf}  ^rr^^  i^  yA^Af*^ 
psle  lip*.  wLiih  ^^^^x^m  w  V^/^/S  V^/  irv».'l  f»'-/'*y  *-*-  .a 
again- 

a  crisft,     I  ia"''^  "^^n  y,t  *a  "*  v^'  •*'•     •- 7  -•-."»  »«« 
en  i:je  -.->i^.  -   -  •-  ir 

^  ^W      __        • _*  •*  M  M       '       '  3  * 
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Toa  gave  him  your  hand  on  the  day  of  our  visit ;  I  foigot 
that  all  men  were  biothersi  and  was  diadainfuL  God 
punishes  me  for  my  pride.     €rod  be  praised ! " 

La  Mole  clasped  his  hands.  Coconnas  and  the  two 
ladies  exchanged  a  look  of  indescribable  horror. 

"  Come,  come,"  said  the  jailer,  who  had  been  to  the 
door  to  listen,  and  had  returned ;  "  come  along !  Do  not 
lose  any  time,  my  dear  M.  de  Coconnas.  Give  me  my 
blow  with  the  dagger,  and  manage  it  like  a  worthy,  kind 
gentleman,  for  they  will  soon  be  here." 

Marguerite  was  kneeling  beside  La  Mole,  like  one  of  the 
reclining  figures  on  a  tomb,  made  after  the  likeness  of  that 
which  the  tomb  encloses. 

''Come,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Coconnas;  " courage! 
I  am  strong,  and  will  carry  you.  I  can  place  you  on  your 
horse,  or  hold  you  on  my  own,  if  you  cannot  keep  your- 
self erect  in  the  saddle.  Come,  let  us  go  1  let  us  go ! 
You  understand  what  the  good  fellow  says  :  our  lives  are 
at  stake." 

La  Mole  made  a  superhuman,  a  sublime  effort  ''  True," 
he  said,  "  your  life  is  at  stake ; "  and  he  tried  to  rise.  An- 
nibal  placed  his  arms  under  him  and  raised  him  up.  La 
Mole  during  this  time  uttered  only  a  low  moaning ;  but 
at  the  moment  when  Coconnas  left  him  to  go  to  the 
turnkey,  and  the  sufferer  was  supported  only  by  the  arms 
of  two  women,  his  legs  bent  under  him,  and  in  spite  of  all 
the  efforts  of  the  weeping  Marguerite,  he  fell  like  an  inert 
mass,  and  the  piercing  shriek  he  could  no  longer  repress 
made  the  chapel  echo  through  all  its  gloomy  vaults. 

''You  see,"  said  La  Mole,  in  an  agony  of  distresB; 
"  you  see,  my  queen ;  so  leave  me,  —  leave  me  with  one 
last  adieu.  I  have  not  told  anything,  Marguerite ;  pur 
secret  is  hidden  in  my  love,  and  will  die  with  me.  Adieu, 
my  queen,  adieu  1 " 
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Maigneritey  almost  lifeless  herself,  thiew  her  arms  roand 
that  beautiful  head,  and  imprinted  on  his  brow  a  kiss 
that  was  almost  holy. 

"  You,  Annibal,"  said  La  Mole,  —  "  you  who  have  been 
spared  these  agonies,  who  are  young  and  may  escape,  fly, 
fly,  my  friend,  and  give  me  the  consolation  of  knowing 
that  you  are  in  safety ! " 

**  The  hour  is  passing,"  exclaimed  the  jailer.  **  Come, 
gentlemen,  make  haste  I  ** 

Henriette  endeavored  to  lead  Annibal  gently  away ; 
while  Marguerite  was  on  her  knees  before  La  Mole,  her 
hair  dishevelled,  and  eyes  overflowing  with  tears. 

**  Fly,  Aunibal ! "  repeated  La  Mole ;  "  fly,  and  do  not 
afford  our  enemies  the  joyful  spectacle  of  the  death  of 
two  innocent  men.'' 

Coconnas  quietly  disengaged  himself  from  Henriette, 
who  was  urging  him  towards  the  door,  and  with  a  gesture 
so  solemn  as  to  be  majestic,  said,  '*  Madame,  first  give 
the  five  hundred  crowns  we  have  promised  to  this  man." 

''  Here  they  are,"  said  Henriette. 

Then  turning  towards  La  Mole  and  shaking  his  head 
sorrowfully,  he  said,  ''As  for  you,  La  Mole,  you  have 
done  me  an  injury  in  thinking  for  one  moment  that  I 
would  leave  you.  Have  I  not  sworn  to  live  and  die  with 
you  1  But  you  are  so  great  a  sufferer,  poor  friend,  that  I 
forgive  you."  And  he  seated  himself  with  a  resolute  air 
near  his  friend,  towards  whom  he  leaned  his  head,  and 
whose  forehead  he  touched  with  his  lips.  Then  he  drew 
gently  to  him,  with  the  tenderness  of  a  mother  towards 
her  child,  the  head  of  his  friend,  which  glided  from  the 
wall,  and  rested  on  his  breast. 

Mai^i^erite  was  gloomy  ;  she  had  picked  up  the  poniard 
which  Coconnas  had  let  falL 

'^  Oh,  my  queen  I "  cried  La  Mole,  extending  his  hands 
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as  he  comprehended  her  porpoeoy  '*do  not  foiget  that  I  die 
in  order  to  destroy  the  sUghtest  aospicion  of  our  loye." 

'*  Whaty  then,  can  I  do  for  yon/'  exclaimed  Marguerite^ 
in  despair,  '*  if  I  must  not  die  with  you  I " 

**  You  can  do  that/'  replied  La  Mole,  "  which  will  make 
death  pleasant  to  me,  so  that  it  will  approach  me  almost 
with  a  smiling  face." 

Marguerite  clasped  her  hands,  and  looked  inquiringly 
at  him. 

'*  Do  you  rememher  the  evening,  Marguerite,  when  in 
exchange  for  the  life  I  offered  you  then,  and  to-day  lay 
down  for  you,  you  made  me  a  sacred  promise  t** 

Marguerite  started. 

*'Ah,  you  do  rememher!**  said  La  Mole,  ^'for  you 
shudder." 

^'Yes,  yes,  I  rememher,"  said  Marguerite;  ''and  on 
my  soul,  Hyacinthe,  I  will  keep  that  promise."  She  ex- 
tended her  hand  towards  the  altar,  as  if  a  second  time 
to  call  on  God  to  witness  her  oath. 

La  Mole's  &ce  b'ghted  up  as  if  the  vaulted  roof  of  the 
chapel  had  opened  and  a  celestial  light  had  descended 
upon  him. 

''  They  are  coming  I "  exdairoed  the  jailer. 

Marguerite  uttered  a  cry,  and  hastened  towards  La  Mole, 
hut  for  fear  of  increasing  his  agony,  she  paused  trembling 
before  him. 

Henriette  pressed  her  lips  on  Coconnas's  brow,  and  said 
to  him,  ^*  I  understand  you,  my  Annibal,  and  I  am  prond 
of  you.  I  know  the  heroism  that  makee  you  die,  and  I 
luve  you  for  that  heroism.  Before  God,  I  will  always  love 
you  more  than  anything  living !  and  what  Marguerite  has 
sworn  to  do  for  La  Mole,  although  I  know  not  what  it 
is,  I  will  also  do  for  you."  And  she  held  out  her  hand 
to  Marguerite. 
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**  It  18  good  in  yoa  to  saj  that ;  thank  yon,"  leplied 
Coconnas. 

'*  Before  yon  leave  me,  my  qneen,"  said  La  Mole,  **  one 
last  favor ;  give  me  some  sonvenir,  that  I  may  kiss  it  as  I 
monnt  the  scaffold." 

''  Ah,  yes ! "  cried  Maiguerite,  **  here,  take  this  1  **  And 
she  untied  from  her  neck  a  small  reliquary  of  gold,  fas- 
tened to  a  chain  of  the  same  metal  "  Here,"  she  said, 
'*  is  a  holy  relic  which  I  have  worn  from  my  childhood. 
My  mother  pnt  it  round  my  neck  when  I  was  very  little, 
and  while  she  still  loved  me.  It  was  given  by  onr  unde^ 
Pope  Clement,  and  has  never  left  me.     Take  it  1  ** 

La  Mole  took  it,  and  kissed  it  eagerly. 

''They  are  opening  the  door,"  said  the  jailer.  "Fly, 
ladies,  fly  1 " 

The  two  women  hastened  behind  the  altar,  and  disap- 
peared.   At  the  same  moment  the  priest  entered. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

THB  PLAOB  ST.  JBAN  EN  OR&YB. 

It  was  seven  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  and  the  crowd  was 
waiting,  dense  and  riotous,  in  the  squares,  the  streets,  and 
upon  the  quays. 

At  six  o'clock  in  the  morning  a  tumbril  —  the  same  in 
which  the  two  friends  after  their  duel  had  been  conveyed 
half  dead  to  the  Louvre — had  set  forth  from  Yincennes 
and  slowly  followed  the  Rue  St.  Antoine.  On  its  route, 
the  spectators,  so  huddled  together  that  they  crushed  one 
another,  seemed  like  statues,  with  their  eyes  fixed  and 
their  mouths  open  in  wonderment  There  was  this  day 
a  heart-rending  spectacle  offered  by  the  queen-mother  to 
all  the  people  of  Paris. 

In  the  tumbril  we  have  mentioned  as  making  its  slow 
way  from  Yincennes  were  lying  on  some  straw  two  young 
men,  bareheaded  and  entirely  clothed  in  black,  leaning 
against  each  other.  Coconnas  supported  on  his  knees  La 
Mole,  whose  head  appeared  above  the  cross-bare  of  the 
tumbril,  and  whose  eyes  looked  vaguely  around  him. 

The  crowd,  eager  to  see  even  to  the  bottom  of  the 
vehicle,  pressed,  drove,  heaved,  lifted  itself  upon  stones, 
dung  to  angles  of  the  walls,  and  appeared  satisfied 
when  it  contrived  to  gain  a  look  at  the  two  bodies 
which  were  going  from  suffering  to  destruction. 

It  had  been  roported  that  La  Mole  would  die  without 
having  confessed  one  of  the  charges  imputed  to  him; 
while  on  the  contrary,  Coconnas,  it  was  asserted,  could  not 
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endure  the  torture,  and  had  disclosed  eyeiything.  So 
there  were  cries  on  all  sides :  "  Look  at  the  red  one !  It 
is  he  who  confessed  I  It  is  he  who  owned  everything  I 
He  is  the  coward  who  caused  the  death  of  the  other,  who 
is  a  braye  fellow,  and  would  not  confess  anything  1 " 

The  two  young  men  heard  all  this,  —  the  one  the 
piaiseSy  and  the  other  the  insults,  which  accompanied 
their  funereal  journey ;  and  while  La  Mole  pressed  the 
hands  of  his  'friend,  a  sublime  expression  of  disdain  over- 
spread the  features  of  the  Piedmontese,  who  from  the  foul 
tumbril  gazed  on  the  stupid  mob  as  if  he  were  looking 
down  from  a  triumphal  car.  Misfortune  had  done  its 
heavenly  work,  —  had  ennobled  the  countenance  of  Co- 
connas,  as  death  was  about  to  render  divine  his  souL 

*'  Are  we  nearly  there  1  **  asked  La  Mole ;  **  for  I  can 
endure  this  no  longer,  my  friend,  and  I  feel  as  if  I  should 
faint." 

**  Rouse  thee,  rouse  thee.  La  Mole  I    We  are  passing  by 
the  Rue  Tizon  and  the  Rue  Cloche  Perc^e.    Look,  look  1  " 
*^  Oh,  raise  me,  raise  me,  that  I  may  once  again  behold 
that  blessed  house  1 " 

Coconnas  touched  the  executioner  on  the  shoulder,  as 
he  sat  on  the  tumbril  and  drove  the  horse.  **  Maltre,"  he 
said,  **  do  us  the  kindness  to  pause  a  moment  in  front  of 
the  Rue  Tizon." 

Caboche  bowed  his  head  in  token  of  assent,  and  stopped. 
La  Mole  raised  himself  with  a  great  effort^  aided  by  Co- 
connas, and  gazed  with  tearful  eyes  at  the  small  hou$>e, 
now  closed  and  silent  as  the  tomb.  A  groan  burst  from 
his  overcharged  breast,  and  he  said  in  a  low  voice, 
**  Adieo,  adieu,  youth,  love,  life !  ^  And  his  bead  fell 
on  his  breast. 

"  Cooiage !  **  said  Coconnas ;  "  we  may  perchance  find 
an  this  abover 
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«  Do  you  think  boI  '*  monnnred  La  Mole. 

'*  I  think  so  because  the  priest  told  me  so,  and  more 
especially  because  I  hope  so.  But  do  not  fiiint,  my  friend, 
or  these  wretches  will  laugh  at  us.** 

Caboche  heard  these  last  words,  and  whipping  hia  horse 
with  one  hand,  he  extended  the  other — unseen  by  any 
one — to  Coconnas.  It  contained  a  small  sponge  saturated 
with  a  stimulant  so  powerful  that  after  having  smelt  it 
and  having  it  rubbed  over  his  brow.  La  Mole  felt  himsdf 
revived'  and  reanimated.  ^' Ah  I "  he  said,  ''  I  am  bom 
again/*  And  he  kissed  the  reliquary  suspended  from  his 
neck. 

When  they  reached  the  quay  they  saw  the  scaffold, 
which  was  elevated  considerably  above  the  ground. 

"  My  friend,"  said  La  Mole,  "  I  wish  to  die  firsf 

Coconnas  again  touched  the  beadsman's  shoulder. 
**  Maitre,"  said  he,  ''  my  friend  has  suffered  more  than  I 
have,  and  therefore  has  less  strength  than  L  He  says  it 
would  pain  him  too  much  to  see  me  die  first ;  and  besides, 
if  I  were  to  die  before  him  he  would  have  no  one  to  sup- 
port him  on  the  scaffold." 

"  Grood,  good  !  '*  said  Caboche,  wiping  away  a  tear  with 
the  back  of  his  hand ;  "  be  easy,  it  shall  be  as  you  desire." 

"  And  with  one  blow,  eh  1 "  said  the  Piedmonteee,  in 
a  low  tone. 

"  Yes,  with  one  blow.*' 

''  'T  is  well ;  if  you  have  to  repeat,  repeat  upon  me.** 

The  tumbril  stopped.  They  had  arrived.  Coconnas 
put  on  his  hat.  A  murmur  like  that  of  the  waves  of  the 
sea  reached  the  eara  of  La  Mole.  He  tried  to  rise,  but  his 
strength  failed  him  ;  and  Caboche  and  Coconnas  were 
compelled  to  support  him  under  his  arms. 

The  place  was  paved  with  heads,  and  the  steps  of  the 
H6tel  de  Yille  seemed  an  amphitheatre  peopled  with  spee- 
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taton;  each  window  was  fiUed  with  animated  counte- 
nanoes.  When  they  saw  the  handsome  young  man  who 
ooold  no  longer  support  himself  on  his  hgjB^  bruised  and 
broken,  make  a  supreme  effort  to  go  unassisted  to  the 
scaffold,  a  vast  sound  was  heard,  like  a  ciy  of  univeisal 
desolation;  the  men  groaned,  and  the  women  uttered 
plaintive  sighs. 

''He  was  one  of  the  grandest  dons  at  the  court^'' 
said  one. 

''How  handsome  he  is!  How  pale  he  looks!"  said 
the  women.     "  He  is  the  one  who  would  not  confess ! " 

"  My  friend,"  said  La  Mole,  "  I  cannot  support  myselfl 
Carry  me ! " 

'*  Stay  a  moment,**  replied  Coconnaa. 

He  made  a  sign  to  the  executioner,  who  moved  aside ; 
then,  stooping,  he  lifted  La  Mole  in  his  arms  as  if  he  had 
been  an  in&nt,  and  went  up  the  steps  to  the  scaffold  with 
unfieJtering  foot,  bore  his  burden  firmly  on  to  the  platform, 
and  put  him  down  amid  the  frenzied  shoutings  and  ap- 
plause of  the  multitude.  Coconnas  returned  the  greeting 
by  raising  his  hat  from  his  head,  and  then  threw  it  down 
on  the  scaffold  beside  him. 

'*Look  round,"  said  La  Mole.  "Do  you  see  them 
anywhere  1 " 

Coconnas  glanced  deliberately  around  him,  and  when 
his  eyes  reached  a  certain  spot,  paused.  Then,  without 
turning  his  eyes,  he  touched  his  friend  on  the  shoulder, 
ttying,  "  Look,  look,  at  the  window  of  that  little  tower !  ** 
With  his  other  hand  he  pointed  out  to  La  Mole  the  small 
building  which  still  exists  at  the  comer  of  the  Rue  de  la 
Yannerie  and  the  Rue  Mouton,  — a  remnant  of  past  ages. 
Two  women,  clothed  in  black,  were  leaning  on  each  other, 
somewhat  retired  from  the  window. 

'^Ah!'*  said  La  Mole,  "  I  had  but  one  fear,  and  that 
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waa  to  die  withoat  again  aeeing  her.  I  have  aeen  her 
again,  and  now  I  can  die."  And  with  his  eyes  ateadfiutlj 
fixed  on  the  small  window,  he  lifted  the  reliquary  to  hia 
lipsy  and  covered  it  with  kisBes. 

Coconnas  sainted  the  two  women  with  as  much  giaoe 
as  if  he  were  in  a  drawing-room,  and  they  replied  to  the 
two  devoted  men  hy  shaking  their  handkerchief  bathed 
in  tears. 

Caboche  then  touched  Coconnas  on  his  shoulder,  and 
looked  at  him  significantly.  The  Piedmonteee  replied, 
"  Yes,  yes.**  Then,  turning  to  La  Mole,  he  said  to  him, 
^  One  last  embrace,  dear  friend,  and  die  like  a  man  I 
That  will  not  be  difficult  for  you,  who  are  so  brave." 

**  Ah,"  replied  La  Mole,  "  there  will  be  no  merit  in  me 
to  die  well,  suffering  the  torments  I  do.^ 

The  priest  approached  and  extended  the  crucifix  to  La 
Mole,  who  smiled  and  pointed  to  the  reliquary  he  held  in 
his  hand. 

"  Ko  matter,"  replied  the  priest,  **  still  pray  for  strength 
ftom  Him  who  suffered  what  you  are  about  to  suffer." 

La  Mole  kissed  the  feet  of  the  crucifix.  '*  I  am  ready," 
said  he. 

"Can  you  hold  your  head  upright  1**  asked  Caboche^ 
coming  with  his  drawn  sword  behind  La  Mole^  who  was 
now  on  his  knees. 

**  I  hope  so,**  was  the  reply. 

"  Then  all  will  go  welL" 

''But  you,"  said  La  Mole,  "will  not  forget  what  I 
requested  of  you;  this  reliquary  will  open  the  doon 
for  you." 

"Make  yourself  quite  easy;  and  now  tiy  and  hold 
your  head  up." 

La  Mole  held  his  neck  erect,  and  looking  towards  the 
little  tower,  said,  "  Adieu,  Marguerite  I  bless  —  " 
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He  did  not  finish;  with  one  stroke  of  his  keen  and 
flailing  sword  Caboche  severed  from  the  body  the  head 
of  La  Mole,  which  rolled  to  Coconnas's  feet.  The  body 
fell  gently  back,  as  if  going  to  rest 

One  ciy  arose  from  the  lips  of  a  thousand  human  be- 
ings ;  and  among  them  Coconnas  fancied  he  heard  a  shriek 
more  piercing  than  all  the  rest. 

**  llianks,  good  friend,  thanks  !  **  said  Coconnas,  extend- 
ing his  hand  for  the  third  time  to  the  executioner. 

*'My  son,"  said  the  priest  to  Coconnas,  ''haye  you 
nothing  you  would  confess  to  Godl" 

**  Faith !  no^  Father/'  replied  the  Piedmontese, ''  all  I 
had  to  say  I  said  to  you  yesterday."  Then,  turning  to 
Caboche,  he  said,  **  Now  then,  headsmaui  my  last  friend, 
one  more  service  ! " 

Before  he  knelt  he  turned  on  the  multitude  a  look  so 
calm,  so  full  of  resignation  that  a  murmur  of  admiration 
came  to  soothe  his  ear  and  flatter  his  pride.  Then,  taking 
in  his  hands  the  head  of  his  dear  friend,  and  impressing 
a  kiss  on  the  purple  lips,  he  gave  one  more  look  towards 
the  little  tower,  and  kneeling  down,  still  holding  the  be- 
loved head  in  his  hands,  he  cried,  "  Now !  ** 

He  had  scarcely  uttered  the  word  when  Caboche  with 
a  sweep  of  his  arm  had  cut  his  head  from  his  body. 

« It  IB  time  it  was  all  over,"  said  the  worthy  creature, 
trembling  all  over,  ''poor,  poor  fellow  1" 

He  took  with  some  difficulty  from  the  clinched  fingers 
of  La  Mole  the  reliquary  of  gold,  and  threw  his  cloak  over 
the  sad  remains,  which  the  tumbril  had  yet  to  convey 
to  his  abode. 

The  spectacle  was  over;  the  crowd 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

THE  HBADSXAN'b  TOWKB. 

NiOHT  spread  her  mantle  over  the  city,  stUl  shuddering 
under  the  recollection  of  this  spectacle,  the  details  of 
which  passed  from  mouth  to  mouth,  to  sadden  in  eveij 
home  the  happy  hour  of  the  &mily  supper. 

In  contrast  to  the  city,  which  was  silent  and  mournful, 
the  Louvre  was  joyous,  noisy,  and  illuminated.  There 
was  a  grand  fl^te  at  the  palace,  —  a  fSte  commanded  hy 
Charles  IX. ;  a  {%te  which  he  had  ordered  for  that  even- 
ing at  the  same  time  he  had  oidered  the  execution  for 
the  morning. 

The  Queen  of  Navarre  had  received  on  the  previons 
evening  the  king's  orders  to  he  present;  and  in  the  hope 
that  La  Mole  and  Coconnas  would  escape  in  the  nighty  in 
the  conviction  that  all  measures  had  heen  well  taken  for 
their  safety,  she  had  promised  her  hrother  to  comply  with 
his  desire.  But  when  she  had  lost  all  hope  after  the  tei^ 
rible  scene  in  the  chapel ;  after  she  had,  from  a  last  im- 
pulse of  that  deep  love  which  was  the  most  decided  and 
enduring  of  her  life,  been  present  at  the  execution, «—  she 
had  firmly  resolved  that  neither  prayers  nor  threats  should 
compel  her  to  go  to  a  boisterous  festival  at  the  Louvre 
the  same  day  on  which  she  had  witnessed  so  terriUe  a 
scene  at  the  Gr^ve. 

The  king  had  on  this  day  exhibited  another  proof  of 
that  power  of  will  which  no  one  perhaps  ever  displayed 
more  eneigetically  than  Charles  IX.    In  bed  for  a  fori- 
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nighty  weak  as  a  dying  man,  ghastly  as  a  corpse,  he  yet 
arose  at  five  o'clock,  and  was  attired  in  his  gayest  habili- 
ments. It  is  true  that  daring  his  toilet  he  had  fainted 
three  times.  About  eight  o'clock  he  inquired  after  his 
sister,  if  any  one  had  seen  her  or  knew  where  she  was. 
No  one  could  answer  satisfactorily,  for  the  queen  had 
gone  to  her  apartments  about  eleven  o'clock,  and  refused 
admittance  to  everybody. 

But  there  was  no  refusal  for  Charles.  Leaning  on  the 
arm  of  M.  de  Nancey,  he  proceeded  to  the  Queen  of 
Navarre's  apartments  and  entered  suddenly  by  the  secret 
door.  Although  he  expected  a  melancholy  sight,  and  had 
prepared  himself  for  it,  that  which  he  beheld  was  even 
more  distressing  than  he  had  anticipated. 

Marguerite,  half  dead,  was  lying  on  the  sofa,  her  head 
buried  in  the  cushions.  She  neither  wept  nor  prayed; 
ever  since  her  return  she  had  been  groaning  in  bitterest 
anguish.  At  the  other  comer  of  the  chamber,  Henriette 
de  Nevers,  that  daring  woman,  lay  stretched  on  the  car- 
pet, without  consciousness.  On  returning  from  the  Greve, 
her  strength  had  &iled,  as  had  Marguerite's;  and  poor 
GiUonne  went  from  one  to  the  other  without  daring  to 
speak  a  word  of  consolation* 

Charles  desired  Nancey  to  await  him  in  the  corridor, 
and  entered,  pale  and  trembling.  Neither  of  the  women 
saw  him.  GiUonne  alone,  who  was  at  the  moment 
endeavoring  to  revive  Henriette,  rose  on  her  knee  and 
looked  at  the  king  in  terror.  He  made  a  sign  with 
his  hand,  whereupon  she  rose,  made  an  obeiBance,  and 
retired. 

Charles  approached  Maiguerite,  looked  at  her  for  a 
moment  in  silence,  and  then  in  a  tone  of  which  his  harsh 
voice  might  have  been  thought  incapable,  said,  "  Maigoty 
my  sister  1" 
VOL.  n.  — 19 
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The  queen  started  and  turned  roimd«  ''  Tour  Mijesty ! " 
she  said. 

'*  Ck)mey  Sister,  courage  1 " 

Maiguerite  raised  her  eyes  to  heaven. 

**  Yes,"  said  Charles ;  "  I  know  all ;  but  listen  to  me.** 

The  queen  made  a  sign  that  she  listened. 

"  You  promised  me  to  come  to  the  bally"  said  Charles. 

''IT'  exclaimed  Marguerite. 

"  Yes ;  and  after  your  promise,  you  are  expected,  and 
therefore  if  you  do  not  corae^  everybody  will  be  surprised 
at  not  seeing  you." 

"Excuse  me,  Brother,"  replied  Maiguerite;  "you  see 
how  much  I  suffer." 

"  Exert  yourselfl" 

Marguerite  endeavored  for  a  moment  to  summon  cour- 
age, and  then  suddenly  giving  way  i^ain,  fell  back  upon 
the  cushions.     "  No,  no,  I  cannot  go ! "  she  said. 

Charles  took  her  hand,  seated  himself  beside  her  on  the 
sofa,  and  said,  "  You  have  just  lost  a  dear  friend,  Maigot, 
I  know  full  welL  But  look  at  me,  have  not  I  lost  all  my 
friends,  and,  moreover,  my  mother)  You  have  time  to 
bewail  as  you  now  do ;  but  I,  in  the  midst  of  my  severest 
griefs,  am  always  forced  to  smile.  You  suffer,  but  look  at 
me  I  I  am  dying.  Well,  then,  Margot,  come,  courage  ! 
I  demand  it  of  you,  my  sister,  in  the  name  of  our  gloiy  ! 
Let  us  bear  like  a  cross  of  suffering  the  fame  of  our  house ; 
let  us  bear  it  as  the  Lord  bore  his  cross  to  the  Mount  of 
Calvary.  And  if  on  the  way  we  fiJter  like  him,  let  us 
like  him  become  again  courageous  and  resigned/' 

''  Oh,  mon  Dim  !  mon  Dieu  /  "  exclaimed  Marguerite. 

**  Yes,"  said  Charles,  answering  her  thought,  "  yes,  the 
sacrifice  is  severe,  my  sister  ;  but  every  one  has  his  trials, 
—some  of  their  honor,  others  of  their  life.  Do  you 
suppose  that  I,  with  my  twenty-five  years,  and  the  most 
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splendid  throne  in  the  world,  do  not  regret  dying  1  Well, 
then,  look  at  me  I  Mj  eyes,  my  complexion,  my  lips  are 
thoee  of  a  dying  man;  yet  my  smile  —  would  not  my 
smile  make  all  the  world  helieve  that  I  still  hope  f  But 
in  a  week,  a  month  at  most,  you  will  weep  for  me,  my 
sister,  as  you  do  for  him  who  died  to-day." 

^My  hrotherl"  cried  Marguerite,  throwing  her  arms 
roand  Charles's  neck. 

''  Come,  dress  yourself,  dear  Marguerite,"  said  the  king ; 
"hide  your  paleness,  and  appear  at  the  halL  I  have 
desired  that  they  should  hring  you  some  new  jewels 
and  ornaments  worthy  of  your  heauty.** 

''Oh,  what  are  jewels  and  ornaments  to  me  nowl'* 
exclaimed  Marguerite. 

**  Life  is  long,  Marguerite ! "  said  Charles,  with  a  smile, 
"  at  least,  for  you." 

"No!  no!" 

"  Sister,  recollect  one  thing  .*  it  is  sometimes  by  stifling, 
or  rather  dissimulating,  our  suffering  that  we  show  most 
honor  to  the  dead." 

"Well,  Sire,"  said  Marguerite,  shuddering,  "I  will 
attend  the  ball." 

A  tear,  rapidly  dried  upon  his  parched  eyelid,  moistened 
Charles's  eye  for  a  moment.  He  kissed  his  sister's  brow, 
paused  a  moment  before  Henrietta,  who  had  not  seen  or 
heard  him,  and  then  retired,  saying  as  he  did  so, "  Poor  girl ! " 

After  the  king's  departure  several  pages  entered,  bear- 
ing boxes  and  caskets.  MaTguerite  made  a  sign  with  her 
bimd  that  they  should  be  placed  on  the  floor.  The  pages 
went  out,  and  GOlonne  alone  remained. 

"Gret  ever3rthing  ready  to  dress  me,  GiUonne,"  said 
Marguerite. 

The  young  girl  looked  at  her  mistress  in  astonishment* 

"  TeSy"  said  Marguerite,  in  a  tone  of  indescribable  bit 
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terneesy  —  "jes,  I  shall  diess.  I  am  going  to  the  ball ; 
they  expect  me.  Make  haste,  then ;  the  day  will  so  be 
complete,  —  the  filte  at  the  Grbve  in  the  morning,  the 
flte  at  the  Louvre  in  the  evening/* 

"And  the  duchess f"  asked  Gillonne. 

''Ah,  she — she  is  quite  happy;  she  can  remain  here ; 
she  can  weep ;  she  can  suffer  at  her  ease.  She  is  not  a 
king^s  daughter,  a  king's  wife,  a  king's  sister ;  she  is  not 
a  queen.    Help  me  to  dress,  Gillonne." 

The  young  girl  obeyed.  The  new  ornaments  sent  by 
the  king  were  splendid,  and  the  dresses  gorgeous.  Mar- 
guerite had  never  been  so  beautiful.  She  looked  at  her- 
self in  a  glass,  and  said,  **  My  brother  is  rights  —  a  human 
being  is  a  miserable  creature."  • 

Gillonne  entered  at  this  moment.  "  Madame,"  she 
said,  ''here  is  a  man  asking  for  you." 

"  Who  is  he  1 " 

"  I  do  not  know,  but  he  is  very  horrid-looking ;  his 
very  appearance  made  me  tremble." 

"  Go  and  ask  his  name,"  said  Marguerite,  turning  pale. 

Gillonne  went  out,  and  returning  after  a  few  minutes, 
said,  "  He  would  not  tell  his  name,  Madame,  but  begged 
me  to  give  you  this."  And  Gillonne  handed  to  Margue- 
rite the  reliquaiy  which  she  had  given  to  La  Mole  the 
night  before. 

"  Oh,  bring  him  hither  I  bring  him  hither  I "  said  the 
queen,  eagerly ;  and  she  became  even  paler  and  colder 
than  she  had  been  before. 

A  heavy  step  was  heard  upon  the  floor,  and  then  a 
man  appeared  on  the  threshold. 

"  You  are—-"  said  the  queen. 

"He  whom  you  saw  one  day  near  Montfaucon,  Ma- 
dame, and  who  conveyed  in  his  tumbril  two  wounded 
gentlemen  to  the  Louvre." 
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**  TeSy  yesy  I  recognize  yon ;  yon  are  Maitre  Gaboche." 

**  Executioner  of  the  provoetiy  of  Parisy  Madame." 

These  were  the  only  words  which  Henriette  had  heard 
of  all  those  that  had  been  spoken  aroond  her  for  the  last 
boor.  She  then  raised  her  pale  &ce  tern  her  two  hands, 
and  looked  at  the  headsman  ¥rith  her  emerald  eyes,  which 
seemed  to  dart  flames. 

"And  you  come — "  said  Marguerite,  tremulously. 

**  To  remind  you  of  the  promise  made  to  the  younger  of 
the  two  gentlemen,  —  to  him  who  chaiged  me  to  return 
this  reliquary  to  you.     Do  you  recoUeot,  Madame  f '' 

"  Yes,  yes  I "  cried  the  queen,  "  and  never  shall  more 
noble  shade  have  nobler  satisfiEUition.  But  where  is 
iif" 

It  is  at  my  abode,  with  the  body." 
Why  did  you  not  bring  it  1 " 

^*l  might  have  been  stopped  at  the  wicket  of  the 
Louvre,  and  compelled  to  open  my  cloak.  What  would 
have  bJbn  said  if  a  head  had  been  discovered  under- 
neath iti" 

"  True,  true ;  keep  it  at  your  house,  and  I  wiU  come 
for  it  to-morrow.** 

''To-morrow,  Madame;  to-morrow  1"  said  Maitre  Ca- 
boche*     "  It  may  be  too  late  I " 

**  And  why  so  1 " 

**  Because  the  queen-mother  desired  me  to  keep  for  her 
experiments  in  magic  the  heads  of  the  fiist  two  criminals 
I  should  execute." 

''  Oh,  profanation  I  the  heads  of  our  beloved  !  Henri- 
ette," exclaimed  Marguerite,  running  towards  her  friend, 
whom  she  found  standing  up  as  if  a  spring  had  placed 
her  on  her  feet,  —  **  Henriette,  my  angel,  do  you  hear 
what  this  man  saysl" 

*"  Yes;  and  what  are  we  to  do  1 " 
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<'  We  must  accompany  him ; ''  and  Maigu^te  tluew  a 
velvet  cloak  over  her  shoulden.  **  Come,  come,"  ahe  said ; 
«  we  shall  see  them  once  more." 

Maigueiite  ordeied  all  the  doors  to  be  closed,  and  a 
litter  to  be  brought  to  the  private  door;  then  ahe  took 
Henriette  by  the  arm,  and  going  down  the  secret  stair- 
case, made  a  sign  to  Caboche  to  follow.  At  the  door  was 
her  litter,  and  at  the  wicket  they  found  Caboche's  servant 
with  a  lantern. 

Maiguerite's  bearers  were  trustworthy  men,  deaf  and 
dumb,  and  surer  than  beasts  of  burden. 

The  litter  went  forward  about  ten  minutes,  preceded  by 
Maitre  Caboche  and  his  servant  carrying  the  lantern ;  then 
it  stopped.  The  executioner  opened  the  door,  while  the 
servant  went  on.  Mai^guerite  alighted,  and  aided  the 
Duchesse  de  Nevers.  In  their  great  grief,  which  thus 
tried  them  both,  it  was  the  nervous  temperament  that 
was  the  stronger. 

"You  may  enter,  ladies,"  said  Caboche;  "eiftrybody 
is  asleep  in  the  tower." 

In  compliance  with  this  invitation  horn  the  headsman, 
the  two  ladies,  clinging  to  each  other,  passed  throngh  the 
entrance,  and  went  along  in  darkness  over  a  nigged  and 
slippeiy  pavement 

Caboche,  with  a  torch  in  his  hand,  led  them  into  a 
chamber,  low,  and  blackened  with  smoke.  In  a  conspic- 
uous place  was  nailed  to  the  wall  a  parchment  sealed 
with  the  king's  seal ;  it  was  the  headsman's  brevet.  In 
a  comer  was  a  large  sword  with  a  long  handle ;  it  was 
the  flaming  sword  of  justice.  Here  and  there  were  seen 
several  laige  images,  representing  saints  under  difierent 
kinds  of  martyrdom. 

Having  arrived  here,  Caboche  made  a  low  bow.  "  Tour 
Majesty  will  pardon  me,"  he  said,  "  if  I  have  dared  to  pen- 
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etrate  to  the  Louvre  and  conduct  you  hither ;  but  it  was 
the  last  and  earnest  wish  of  the  gentleman.     So  —  " 

^*  You  have  done  well,  Maltre/'  said  Maiguerite ;  "  and 
here  is  a  recompense  for  your  zealous  service.'' 

Caboche  eyed  soirowfuUy  the  purse  well  filled  with 
gold,  which  Marguerite  placed  on  the  table.  "  Gold  1 
gold  1  always  gold  1  **  he  muttered.  ^*  Alas,  Madame, 
would  that  I  could  redeem  at  the  price  of  gold  the  blood 
I  have  been  compelled  to  shed  to<lay  ! " 

''  Mattre/'  replied  Marguerite,  with  painful  hesitation, 
"I  do  not  see  —  " 

**  No,  Madame,  no ;  they  are  not  here.  But  it  is  a  sad 
spectacle,  which  I  might  have  spared  you  by  carrying, 
concealed  in  a  cloak,  what  you  have  come  to  seek.'' 

''No,**  said  Marguerite,  who  had  read  in  the  eyes  of 
her  friend  the  same  resolution  which  she  had  fonned, 
— "  no ;  show  us  the  way,  and  we  will  follow." 

Caboche  took  the  torch  and  opened  an  oak  door,  which, 
opening  upon  the  staircase,  led  by  a  few  steps  into  a  cel- 
lar. At  the  same  moment  a  current  of  air  passed,  which 
made  sparks  fly  from  the  torch,  and  brought  up  with  it 
the  nauseous  smell  of  damp  and  blood. 

Henriette,  white  as  a  marble  statue,  leaned  on  the  arm 
of  her  friend,  who  moved  with  a  more  assured  step ;  but 
at  the  fiist  stair  she  staggered.  '*  I  shall  never  be  able," 
she  exclaimed. 

<<  When  we  really  love,  Henriette,"  replied  the  queen, 
''we  love  even  beyond  death  itself" 

It  was  a  sight  at  the  same  time  distressing  and  pathetic, 
to  see  those  two  women,  resplendent  in  youth,  beauty, 
and  attire,  bending  under  this  sordid  and  chalky  vault, 
the  weaker  leaning  on  the  stronger,  and  the  stronger 
clinging  to  the  headsman's  arm. 
They  reached  the  lowest  step.     On  the  floor  of  this 


296  HABOnSBITB  DB  TALOD. 

cellar  lay  two  humaii  forms  covered  vith  a  large  doth  of 
black  Beige.  Caboche  raised  a  comer  of  the  cloth,  and 
lowering  his  torch,  said,  "  Look,  your  Majeety  1 " 

In  tb«ir  black  attire,  the  two  yousg  men  lay  side  by 
Bide  in  the  fearful  aymmetry  of  death.  ThMT  heads, 
placed  close  od  their  bodies,  seemed  to  be  divided  ftom 
them  only  by  a  red  circle  round  the  neck.  Death  had 
not  eepanted  their  hands,  for  either  by  accident,  or  by 
the  pious  core  of  the  headsman,  the  right  hand  of  La 
Mole  rested  in  the  left  hand  of  Coconnas.  There  was  a 
look  of  love  beneath  the  eyelids  of  La  Mole ;  there  was  a 
etnile  of  disdain  under  those  of  Co<»]nnas. 

Marguerite  knelt  dowu  beside  her  lover,  and  with  her 
hands  glittering  with  jewels  gently  raised  the  head  of 
him  ^e  hod  loved  so  welL 

The  Duchesse  de  Neveis,  leanii^  against  the  wall, 
could  not  take  her  eyes  off  that  pale  foes  she  had  so  often 
gazed  upon  with  joy  and  love. 

"  La  Mole  !  dear  La  Mole  !  "  mnnnnred  Marguerite. 

"  Annibal  I  Annibal ! "  cried  the  dncheas,  "  so  hand- 
some, ao  proud,  so  brave,  yon  will  apeak  to  me  no  more  1 " 
and  a  torrent  of  tears  gushed  from  her  eyes. 

That  woman,  so  disdainful,  so  bold,  so  insolent  in  hap- 
piness, who  poshed  scepticism  to  the  extreme  of  doubt, 
and  passion  even  to  cmelty, — that  woman  bad  never 
thought  of  death. 

Maignerite  then  put  into  a  b(^  embroidered  with  pearls 
and  perfumed  with  the  finest  essences  the  hemi  of  Ls 
Mole,  which  looked  still  mora  striking  when  in  contact 
with  the  velvet  and  gold,  and  n'hnse  beauty  a  [lociiliar 
pTeparaUon,  used  at  the  period  in  liiyal  pmbalminga.  oulJ 
not  £ul  to  preserve.  Henriette  fnlJe<!  the  head  of  Co- 
connaa  in  the  skirt  of  her  iDan1lt\  And  both,  bending 
beneath  theii  poignant  sorrow,  n^cended  the  Maiiv,  afl» 
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one  last  lingeiing  look  at  the  loved  remains  which  they 
were  leaving  to  the  mercy  of  an  executioner,  in  this 
gloomy  den  of  common  criminak. 

*'  Fear  nothing,  Madame/'  said  Caboche,  who  compre- 
hended  the  look.  ''The  gentlemen  shall  be  boried  in 
holy  ground;  this  I  swear  to  you." 

*'  And  you  will  have  masses  said  for  their  souls,  which 
this  will  pay  for/'  said  Henriette^  taking  from  her  neck 
a  magnificent  necklace  of  rubies,  which  she  gave  to  the 
headsman. 

They  returned  to  the  Louvre,  and  the  queen,  going  to 
her  own  apartments,  deposited  the  melancholy  relic  in  the 
cabinet  of  her  bedchamber,  destined  from  that  moment  to 
be  an  oratory.  Then,  leaving  Henriette  in  her  room,  the 
queen,  paler  and  lovelier  than  ever,  about  ten  o'clock 
entered  the  splendid  hall-room,— the  same  in  which  we 
saw  the  first  chapter  of  our  history  open,  some  two  years 
previously. 

All  eyes  were  turned  towards  her,  and  she  supported 
the  universal  gaze  with  a  proud  and  almost  joyous  look, 
for  she  had  religiously  accomplished  the  dying  wish  of 
her  friend. 

Charles,  when  he  saw  her,  passed  through  the  gilded 
throng,  and  said  aloud,  "  Thanks,  my  dear  sister  1 "  and 
then,  in  a  lower  tone,  **  Mind  !  you  have  a  spot  of  blood 
upon  your  arm." 

"  Of  what  consequence  is  that,  Sire,  if  I  have  a  smile 
upon  my  lipsl" 
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CHAPTER    XXXL 

THE  SWEAT  OF  BLOOD. 

Soics  days  after  the  terrible  scene  we  have  related, — that  ia^ 
on  the  30th  of  May,  1574,  —  the  court  was  at  Yinoames^ 
when  suddenly  a  great  noise  was  heard  in  the  chamber  of 
the  king,  who  had  been  attacked  with  an  increase  of  his 
disorder  in  the  midst  of  the  grand  ball  he  had  given 
the  very  day  of  the  young  men's  execution,  and  by  ad- 
vice of  his  physicians  had  come  to  Vincennes  for  change 
of  air. 

It  was  eight  o'clock  in  the  morning ;  a  small  group  of 
courtiers  was  assembled  in  the  antechamber,  when  all  at 
once  a  cry  was  heard,  the  nurse  appeared  at  the  door  of 
the  royal  apartment,  her  eyes  bathed  in  tears,  and  called 
out,  "  Help  I  help  for  the  king ! " 

"  The  king  is  woise,  then  1 "  said  Nancey,  whom,  as  we 
have  seen,  Charles  had  released  from  the  service  of  Cath- 
erine, and  had  attached  to  his  own  person. 

**  Ob,  summon  the  doctors  1  summon  the  doctors  1 " 
cried  the  nurse. 

Mazille  and  Ambroise  Par^  attended  the  king  by  turns, 
and  Par^,  having  seen  Charles  fall  asleep,  had  profited  by 
the  opportunity  to  retire  for  a  few  moments.  Meantime 
Charles  had  broken  into  a  profuse  perspiration,  and  as  he 
suffered  from  a  relaxation  of  the  capillary  vessels,  which 
occasions  hemorrhage  of  the  skin,  this  bloody  sweat  had 
alarmed  the  nurse,  who,  being  a  Protestant,  declared  it 
was  a  judgment  for  the  blood  shed  in  the  massacre  of 
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Saint  Bartholomew.     Every  one  hastened  in  search  ot  the 
doctor,  in  order  to  displaj  his  zeal  and  actirit j. 

A  door  suddenly  opened,  and  Catherine  appearcd ;  she 
crossed  the  antechamber  and  entered  the  king's  apaitmenU 
Charles  was  lying  back  upon  the  bed,  his  eyes  dosed,  and 
his  chest  heaving ;  his  body  was  covered  with  a  reiidi^ 
perspiration,  and  from  the  end  of  each  finger  hung  a  div>p 
of  blood.  » 

At  the  sound  of  steps  Cliarles  looked  up  and  beheld  his 
mother.  "  Excuse  me,  Madame,"  said  he,  **  I  would  die 
in  peace." 

**  Die,  my  son,"  said  Catherine,  "  in  a  passing  attack  of 
this  wretched  malady  1  Do  you  wish,  then,  to  drive  us 
to  despair)'' 

"  I  tell  you,  Madame,  that  I  perceive  my  soul  going  out 
of  me.  I  tell  you,  Madame,  —  death  of  all  the  devils  !  — 
that  it  is  Death  who  approaches  me.  I  feel  what  I  feel, 
and  I  know  what  I  teU  you." 

"  Sire,'*  said  the  queen,  **  your  mind  is  diseased.  Since 
the  death  of  those  two  assassins,  La  Mole  and  Coconutis, 
your  bodily  sufferings  ought  to  have  abated ;  and  aa  for 
your  mental  anguisii,  if  I  had  ten  minutes'  conversation 
Mrith  you,  I  could  prove  — " 

"  Nurse,"  interrupted  Charles,  "  let  no  one  enter ;  the 
Queen  Catherine  de  M^dicis  wishes  to  speak  with  her 
beloved  son,  Charles  IX." 

The  nurse  obeyed. 

''  This  interview  must  have  taken  place,"  continued  he, 
'' sooner  or  later,  and  perhaps  to-morrow  it  may  be  too 
late;  but  a  third  person  must  be  present." 

"  Why  1 " 

**  Because,  I  repeat,"  said  Charles,  with  a  terrible  solem- 
nity, ''Death  is  at  the  door  of  this  chamber,  and  may 
enter  at  any  moment ;  and  it  is  time,  since  last  night  I 
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arranged  my  personal  aCEairs,  to  pnt  in  order  this  morning 
the  affairs  of  the  kingdom/' 

"  And  who  is  this  third  person  f 

"  M7  brother,  Madame ;  have  him  summoned.** 

'*  Sire/'  said  the  queen,  "  I  see  with  pleasure  that  those 
denunciations,  dictated  by  hate  rather  than  wrested  from 
suffering,  have  not  left  any  prejudice  on  your  mind. 
Nurse  !  Nurse  ! " 

The  nurse  appeared. 

"  Nurse,''  said  Catherinei  '*  when  M.  de  Nancey  comes, 
order  him  in  the  king's  name  to  summon  M.  d'Alen^on." 

Charles  made  a  sign  to  the  nurse  to  stay. 

"  I  said  my  brother,"  he  exclaimed. 

Catherine's  eyes  glistened  with  rage,  but  an  imperious 
gesture  of  Charles  stopped  her. 

"  I  wish  to  speak  with  my  brother  Henri,"  continued 
he ;  **  Henri  alone  is  my  brother^  —  not  the  one  who  is 
king  yonder,  but  the  one  who  is  a  prisoner  here.  Henri 
shall  know  my  last  wishes." 

''And  do  you  think,"  cried  the  queen,  daring  (so 
great  was  her  hate  to  Henri)  to  brave  Charles's  anger,  — 
'Mo  you  think  that  if  you  are  really,  as  you  say,  dy- 
ing, I  will  yield  to  any  one,  to  a  stranger,  my  right  as 
a  queen  and  as  a  mother  to  be  present  at  your  last 
moments?"  ' 

"  Madame,"  said  Charles,  "  I  am  yet  king ;  I  yet 
command.  I  have  told  you  that  I  wish  to  speak  to  my 
brother  Henri ;  and  will  you  not  summon  my  captain  of 
the  guards  f  Thousand  devils  1  I  warn  you  that  I  am 
yet  strong  enough  to  go  for  him  myself."  And  Charles 
half  rose  from  the  bed. 

"  Sire,"  cried  Catherine,  detaining  him,  "  think  what 
you  do ;  as  for  me,  the  laws  of  nature  and  of  etiquette 
alike  bid  me  stay." 
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By  what  title  do  jou  aiaj  f  ** 

"  By  that  of  your  mother/' 

"  You  aie  do  more  my  mottier  thao  I>'AlefA9'(4«  i«  luy 
brother." 

''Toa  tare,  Monn^mr,"  «u4  Cttih«^ifM>  ^^^ili<;«  whi^ 
is  ahe  who  givei  life  no  lozi^  the  ua'AW  <;f  htui  wLv  htw 
leoeived  itt^ 

"From  the  mcub^fXil,  Mt^i^Uie^  iftli*9ii  Ihtti  uiiiiutuitil 
mother  takes  what  vhe  i;;v»A,^  «ttid  ^^Lt^ritst,  t'Viu^  Uj 
wipe  frcim  idc  1i}j»  a  hlo'jdv  lotuu. 

**  What  Hittttu  Tuxi,  Uuari**  V  j  do  uul  uiid^MdUnjO  vvii,** 
mnnuured  CaHiMriu^  ii«^^\w  diuiWd  wilL  MWiiuiauitdiii . 

**  You  will  unueruluud  m*:.  Mtt<aau*»:/^ 

ChaneB  i^h  uitder  hm-  piLvw*  aiid  di^w  Ivrtti  e  MnaL' 
fiilver  ker.  ^  Tufte  ttJi^  ft*^y  ;  upnu  lav  Ui^s kill lu^tjitAtLtsi 
there,  and  tuu  wiL  tiuu  Vitp«H»  titat  t^i).  bpt^ajK  i\M 
me.'*  He  puiutreU  U/  a  ta.-ir^i  <»1  4;ufv^  \Atic.  liu$u»UicG 
wilL  a  aiiver  iu<^  ti^al  «ivvc  a  tiA-  <;*'iiue  of  tijt; 
u])artme2xt. 

Cathemic.  c(min;b«d  ii:  upi;*'  iJ*^  i<»*io*ii^  ia'  ^.kuhTAt:^'*- 
fiujierior  atiuu(i«  luvntTUt  xp?'.  t/j/et»tH  tut  ca^ii»«^:  .    uj:  u. 

seen  a  aerpent  mbi'j*.  tt. 

'^'Wiiat  ui  Yen:  »e*.  tudi  ai^iiii^   v«>u.  iloUiUi*  *'*  «*s««.c<i 
Cusrleb. 

••  jNolniii:::.*'  win.'  '^iituefui* . 

inert   ^^  oii*    tu^ff*     i-  tuei»    ijo*.  " 
*•  x\  ooji:  oi  vtsiiff  '  *' 
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"Listen,"  continued  Charles.  ''This  hook  —  I  was 
foolish  —  I  loved  the  chase  aboTe  everything — I  read 
this  book  too  much.     Do  you  understand,  Madame  f* 

Catherine  uttered  a  suppressed  groan. 

''  It  was  a  folly  I ''  said  Charles.  ^  Bum  it,  Madame  ; 
the  world  must  not  know  the  weaknesses  of  kings." 

Catherine  advanced  to  the  fire,  cast  the  fatal  book  in, 
and  stood,  motionless  and  haggard,  watching  the  blue 
flames  that  devoured  the  poisoned  leaves  of  the  volume. 
As  it  burned,  a  strong  odor,  like  garlic,  pervaded  the 
apartment.     The  book  was  soon  entirely  consiuned. 

"And  now,  Madame,"  said  the  king,  with  irresiBtible 
majesty,  "summon  ray  brother." 

Catherine,  overwhelmed,  crushed  beneath  a  complicated 
emotion  she  could  not  analyze,  left  the  room.  "  Curse 
him  ! "  cried  she,  as  she  passed  the  threshold.  "  He 
triumphs  1  he  reaches  the  goal !  Curse  him  1  curse 
him!" 

"  Henri !  my  brother  Henri ! ''  cried  Charles,  follow- 
ing his  mother  with  his  voice  ;  "  I  wish  to  see  him  in- 
stantly, to  speak  about  the  regency." 

At  this  moment  Ambroise  Pare  entered  by  the  opposite 
door.     "  Who  has  been  burning  arsenic  here  f ''  said  he. 

"  I  have,"  replied  Charles. 
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CHAPTER  XXXIL 

THB  PLATFORM  OF  THK  DONJON  AT  VINCBNNBS. 

HcNBi  DB  Navarbb  was  walking  alone  on  the  tenace  of 
the  donjon.  He  knew  the  court  was  at  the  ch&teau,  and 
it  seemed  to  him  that  he  could  see  through  the  walls 
Charles  on  his  death-bed.  It  was  a  summer's  eve.  A 
broad  ray  of  light  bathed  the  distant  pkinsy  and  gilded 
the  stems  of  the  old  oaks  in  the  forest. 

But  it  was  not  on  these  objects  that  Henri  fixed  his 
attention ;  he  was  gazing,  in  thought,  on  the  capital  of 
France. 

''Paris!"  murmured  he;  '^ Paris!  where  the  Louvre  is, 
—  the  Louvre,  where  the  throne  is !  and  here  do  these 
ramparts  shut  me  out  from  thee,  to  confine  me  with  my 
mortal  enemy!'' 

As  his  thoughts  wandered  from  Paris  back  to  Yin- 
oennes,  he  saw  on  the  left  in  a  valley  a  man  whose 
cuirass  sparkled  in  the  sunbeams.  This  man  was  on 
a  splendid  chaiger,  and  led  another.  The  king  fixed 
his  eyes  on  this  cavalier,  and  saw  him  draw  his  sword, 
place  his  handkerchief  on  it,  and  wave  it  in  the  air. 
Instantly  the  signal  was  repeated  from  the  next  hill, 
and  continued  until  the  king  saw  it  extend  all  round 
the  chAteau.  It  was  Mouy  and  hia  Huguenots,  who, 
knowing  the  king  was  dying,  and  fearing  lest  Henri's 
life  should  be  in  danger,  had  come  together  in  readiness 
to  defend  or  to  attack. 
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Henri  shaded  his  eyes  with  his  hand,  and  recognizing 
the  cavalier,  ''  Mouy ! "  he  cried,  as  though  his  friend 
could  hear  him.  And  in  his  joy  at  finding  himself  thus 
surrounded  hy  friends,  he  raised  his  hat  and  waved  his 
scarf.  All  the  handkerchiefs  were  again  waved.  <'Ah, 
they  wait  for  me ! "  said  he.  "  I  cannot  join  them. 
Why  did  I  not  do  so  when  it  was  in  my  power  t "  And 
he  made  a  despairing  gesture,  that  Mouy  retomed  by 
another,  which  meant,  ''I  will  wait." 

At  this  moment  Henri  heard  steps  on  the  stairs.  He 
suddenly  withdrew.  The  Huguenots  understood  the  cause 
of  that  retreat.  Swords  were  resheathed,  and  the  hand- 
kerchiefs disappeared. 

Henri  saw,  and  not  without  a  secret  dread,  his  mortal 
foe,  Catherine  de  M6dicis,  appear  on  the  terrace.  Behind 
her  were  two  guards,  who  stopped  at  the  head  of  the 
staircase. 

"  Oh/'  thought  he,  "  it  must  be  something  important, 
indeed,  that  makes  her  come  and  seek  me  on  the  platform 
of  the  donjon  of  Vincennes.** 

Catherine  sat  down  on  a  stone  bench  to  recover  her 
breath.  Henri  approached  her.  '*  Are  you  seeking  me, 
Madame  1*'  he  asked. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Catherine ;  "  I  wished  to  give  you  a 
proof  of  my  attachment  The  king  is  dying  and  wishes 
to  see  you." 

Me ) ''  said  Henri,  starting  with  joy. 
Yes.    He  thinks  that  not  content  with  desiring  the 
throne  of  Navarre,  you  covet  that  of  France  also." 

"  Oh,  Madame  !  " 

''  I  know  it  is  not  true,  but  he  believes  it^  and  lays  a 
snare  for  you." 

**  What  will  he,  then,  offer  mel" 

"  How  do  I  know  t — impossibilities^  perhaps." 
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"  Bat  have  you  no  idea  f " 

**  No ;  but  I  imagine^  for  instance — " 

«  What  1 " 

^  I  imagine  that  believing  you  to  entertain  those  am- 
bitions views  that  have  been  reported  to  him,  he  wishes 
to  gain  from  yoor  own  lips  the  proof  of  that  ambition. 
Suppose  that  he  should  tempt  you,  as  other  men  have 
been  tempted,  to  secure  a  confession  without  reoomse  to 
torture;  suppose,''  Catherine  continued,  looking  fixedly 
at  Henri,  "  that  he  should  propose  to  you  a  share  in  the 
government,  —  a  regency,  even." 

Henri  felt  a  thrill  of  joy  pervade  him,  but  he  saw  the 
snare  and  avoided  it. 

"  Oh,"  said  he,  "  the  trick  would  be  too  palpable ;  offer 
me  the  regency,  when  there  Lb  yourself  when  there  is 
jyAlen^n  1 " 

"  Tou  will  refuse  it,  then  t "  replied  Catherine. 

'^  The  king  Lb  dead,"  thought  Henri ;  **  she  has  laid  a 
tnp  for  me.  —  I  must  hear  what  the  king  says,  Madame, 
for  you  know  all  this  is  but  supposition." 

*'  Doubtless ;  but  you  can  tell  me  your  intentions." 

**  Hon  Dieu  I "  said  Henri, "  I  have  no  pretensions,  and 
so  can  have  no  intentions." 

"That  is  no  answer,"  replied  Catherine';  "but  to  be 
short  with  you,  —  for  there  is  no  time  to  lose,  —  if  you 
accept  the  regency  you  are  a  dead  man." 

**  The  king  lives,"  thought  Henri.  —  '^  Madame,"  said 
he,  firmly,  "  God  will  inspire  me,  for  the  hearts  of  kings 
are  in  his  hands.     I  am  ready  to  see  his  Majesty." 

"  Beflect,  Monsieur !  " 

'^  During  two  years  that  I  have  been  persecuted,  and  a 

month  that  I  have  been  a  prisoner,"  said  Henri,  gravely, 

^  I  have  had  time  for  reflection ;  and  I  have  reflected, 

Madamei     Favor  me,  therefore,  by  informing  the  king  of 

VOL.  n.  —  » 
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my  coming.    These  two  gaatds  woald  pfevent  my  escape, 
even  did  I  contemplate  flight,  which  I  do  not." 

Catherine  saw  she  coold  do  nothing  more,  and  hastily 
descended. 

No  sooner  had  she  disappeared  than  Henri  made  a  sign 
to  Mouy,  that  meant,  "  Draw  nearer  and  he  ready  for  any 
event."  Mouy,  who  had  dismounted,  sprang  into  the 
saddle,  and  advanced  to  within  a  mnsket-ehot  of  the 
chiteao.  Henri  thanked  him  by  a  gestare,  and  hastened 
after  the  queen.  On  the  first  landing  he  found  the  two 
sentinels  awaiting  him.  A  double  troop  of  Swiss  and 
light-horse  guarded  the  courts  and  to  enter  or  leave  the 
ch&teau  it  was  necessary  to  pass  between  two  rows  of 
halberds.     Catherine  was  waiting  there  for  him. 

"  Look ! "  said  she,  laying  her  hand  on  his  arm ; 
"this  court  has  two  gates.  At  this,  behind  the  king's 
apartments,  if  you  refuse  the  regency,  a  good  hotse  and 
freedom  await  you ;  if  you  foUow  the  dictates  of  ambi- 
tion, you  must  come  by  this.     What  say  yon  t " 

"  I  say  that  if  the  king  makes  me  regent^  I,  and  not 
you,  shall  command  these  soldiers." 

"  Madman !  "  murmured  Catherine ;  "  be  warned,  and 
do  not  play  at  life  and  death  with  me ! " 

"Why 'not,"  said  Henri,  "since  up  to  this  time  I 
have  been  the  gainer  f 

"  Go  to  the  king^s  apartments,  Monsieur,  since  you  will 
not  listen  to  me,"  said  Catherine,  pointing  to  the  stain 
with  one  hand,  while  the  other  sought  the  handle  of  one 
of  the  poisoned  daggers  she  wore  at  her  girdle  in  tbe 
shagreen  case  which  has  become  historicaL 

"  Pass  before  me,  Madame,**  said  Henri ;  "  until  I  am 
regent,  you  have  the  precedence.** 

Catherine,  foiled  at  every  point,  made  no 
but  ascended  the  stairs  before  Henri. 
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CHAPTEB  XXXm 


Tbm  king  had  become  impetienty  and  wm  on  th^  p4%ir)t  fit 
•ending  Naoeej  in  ieazcb  of  Hi^nriy  wh^^^n  th«  latf^^r  np' 
peered*  On  aeeing  him,  CTiaries  nUffrpA  a  cry  of  jr>y. 
Henii  atood  app&Eed  as  if  in  th<)  prew^tu*^  of  A  <y>rp«if^. 
The  two  doctois  and  the  prie«t,  wh^  w«m  with  fch**  kinjf^ 
instantly  rose  and  left  the  chanih^. 

Charles  waa  not  gnsatiy  beloveij,  and  y<^  all  fh4  ^amW-* 
ien  in  the  antechambeis  w^^m  we^pin$^  At  th#%  4^^*h 
of  every  kini^  good  or  had,  them  am  !?om«  pATvon«r  jrho 
fear  they  afaail  loae  by  it. 

Chaiies  aniled  mnnrnfuily.  **  Onm*^  h^T^  ]X***)^'f.*/ 
aaid  he*  hoiiiing  ont  hiii  hand  f/>  him  :  "  'V^m^  }»'*•'"  f 
waa  unhappy  at  not  «<>:nc,'  von,  fnr,  ^y^li^/-**  m*»,  f  "*"r- 
offcen  reproarhetl  mrftplf  -.▼'th  .lAvinc/  */^rtn**nfi*f|  -^^.m  •,»,f 
e  king  cannot  contrr)!  irr^ntii.  ^nd  tA^ruipt^  my  m^*^«<^r  i^<^ 
D'Anjon  and  D*Ai<*nron.  \nf\  ^onri^thiri^  .]*#*  ^».;/»'ft  tz-.-gr 
that  I  am  'Ijin^    Ifpfl   n/>t   inffn^ri^p  r^^^   ,Tjrtn«**^A*»rf   ,n«» 

*•  Sire,"  rPT^iiwI  [Ipr.ri.  'f  •***»'  »Iam  ir,|f'  -V^  ,<i*rr.  ;  »>*". 
alwaya  J^onus^  rr.n  la  mr  'irrth<»^  m^  roy  .ft^^^t  fr.'^  // ', 
aa  my  king/' 

"  An.  rrxa  w^  rT?ht    vn»i  '  «▼*>   rnffff  I    a   //  n  'V  *.  .r^  u 
ing  ^.  Ilfmrtrtt :  f.^r  n  *';»*»♦    'r»i    r'»«»'^  .f^A>"./^   -^'x-v.     ♦/*'» 
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• 

to  see  how  I  am  pressed.  Sometimes  I  resist ;  but  some* 
times  also  I  yield  through  weariness.  But,  as  you  haye 
said,  let  us  speak  no  more  of  the  past ;  it  is  the  preeent 
which  presses  me  now,  and  the  future  frightens  me." 
And  in  saying  these  words  the  poor  king  hid  bis  white 
face  behind  his  fleshless  hands.  After  a  moment's  silenoe 
he  continued,  "  We  must  save  the  State ;  we  must  not 
let  it  fall  into  the  hands  of  fanatics  or  women." 

Charles  spoke  these  words  in  a  low  tone,  and  yet  Henri 
fancied  he  heard  behind  the  curtain  a  suppressed  exclama- 
tion of  rage.  Perhaps  an  opening  in  the  wall,  made  ai 
the  instance  of  Charles  himself,  enahled  Catherine  to 
overhear  that  last  conversation. 

"Of  women f"  said  Henri,  anxious  to  provoke  an 
explanation. 

"  YeSf  for  my  mother  would  like  to  be  regent  until 
D'Anjou's  return  ;  but  I  tell  you  that  he  will  not 
return." 

"  How,  not  return  1 "  cried  Henri,  his  heart  beating 
joyfully. 

"  No,  his  subjects  will  not  let  him." 

"  But  do  you  not  think  the  queen-mother  has  already 
written  to  him?" 

"Yes;  but  Nancey  stopped  the  courier  at  Ch&tean- 
Thierry,  and  brought  me  the  letter,  in  which  she  said  I 
was  dying.  I  wrote  to  Warsaw  myself,  and  D*Aigoa  will 
be  carefully  watched,  so  that  in  all  probability  the  throne 
will  become  vacant." 

Another  angry  sound  was  heard  behind  the  tapestry. 

"  She  is  there,"  thought  Henri,  "  and  is  listening." 

Charles  heard  nothing.  "  I  die  without  male  heirs,"  be 
continued.  Then,  stopping  suddenly,  he  looked  at  the 
King  of  Navarre.  "  Do  you  recollect,  Henriot,"  said  be, 
"  the  little  boy  I  showed  you  one  night,  sleeping  peace- 
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folly  in  his  ondle,  and  watched  over  hy  an  angel  t    Alas, 
they  will  kill  him  also  1 " 

''Oh,  no,  no ! **  cried  Henri,  with  tears  in  his  eyes ;  "  I 
swear  to  yon  that  I  will  watch  over  and  protect  him  with 
my  life." 

**  Thanks,  Henriot,  thanks  I  "  said  the  king,  gratefully ; 
''  I  accept  your  promise.  Do  not  make  him  a  king,  —  for- 
innately,  he  ia  not  horn  to  a  throne,— but  make  him 
happy.  I  leave  him  an  ample  fortune ;  as  to  rank,  may 
he  have  his  mother's  nobility,  that  of  the  heart  1  Per- 
haps it  would  be  better  that  he  should  be  educated  for 
the  Church ;  he  would  inspire  less  apprehension.  Oh  I  it 
seems  to  me  I  could  die,  if  not  happy,  at  least  tranquil, 
could  I  have,  to  console  me  here,  the  child's  caresses  and 
the  sweet  face  of  the  mother." 

**  Sire,  could  they  not  come  t" 

"  £h  I  they  would  never  go  out  from  here.  Such  is 
the  lot  of  kings,  Henriot  They  can  neither  live  nor  die 
as  they  would.  But  since  your  promise  I  am  moze 
resigned." 

Henri  reflected  ''I  have  promised,"  said  he;  ^'but 
can  I  fulfil  my  word  ? " 

"  What  do  you  mean  t " 

**  Shall  I  not  be  persecuted,  and  in  more  danger  than 
he  is,  since  I  am  a  man,  and  he  but  an  infiEmt  1 " 

**  You  are  nustaken,"  said  Charles.  "  After  my  death 
you  will  be  great  and  powerful;  and  here  is  what  will 
give  you  power." 

At  these  words  he  drew  a  parchment  from  under  his 
pillow.    ''  Here ! "  said  he. 

Henri  hastily  glanced  over  the  document  adorned  with 
the  royal  seaL 

"The  regency  for  me^  Siret"  said  he,  turning  pale 
with  joy. 
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*'Ye»,  until  D'Anjou's  refcam;  and  as  he  wiD  not  ie> 
turn,  in  all  probability  it  is  the  throne  I  give  you.*' 

**  The  throne  to  me  1 "  munnuied  Henri. 

"You  alone  are  worthy  of  it;  you  alone  capable  of 
governing.  D'Alen^n  is  a  traitor;  leave  him  in  the 
prison  to  which  I  have  consigned  him.  My  mother  will 
seek  to  kill  you ;  banish  her.  lyAigou,  in  three  months, 
in  four  months^  in  a  year  perhaps,  will  leave  Poland  and 
come  to  contest  your  power;  reply  to  him  by  a  papal  bulL 
I  have  already  arranged  that  matter,  through  my  ambassBr 
dor,  the  Due  de  Nevers,  and  you  will  receive  the  docu- 
ment shortly." 

"  Oh,  my  king !  •• 

"  Tou  have  but  one  thing  to  fear,  —  civil  war ;  but  hj 
remaining  converted,  you  will  avoid  that.  The  Protest- 
ants can  do  nothing  unless  you  are  at  their  head,  and 
Cond^  is  not  strong  enough  to  contend  against  you.  The 
King  of  France  should  be  King  of  the  Catholics,  and  not 
King  of  the  Huguenots ;  for  the  King  of  France  shonhi 
be  king  of  the  majority.  They  say  I  feel  remorse  for  the 
Bartholomew.  Doubts,  yes!  remorse,  no!  They  saj  I 
bleed  at  every  pore  the  blood  then  shed ;  what  flows  from 
me  is  arsenic,  and  not  blood." 

"Oh,  what  do  you  mean,  Siret" 

"  Nothing ;  God  will,  if  he  think  fit,  avenge  my  death. 
I  leave  you  a  &ithful  psrliament  and  a  trusty  army. 
They  will  protect  you  against  your  only  enemies,  —  my 
mother  and  D'Alengon." 

At  this  moment  the  sound  of  arms  and  of  military 
orders  was  heard  in  the  vestibule. 

"  1  am  lost,"  murmured  H^irL 

*'  You  fear;  you  hesitate,''  said  Charles,  with  anxiety. 

*'  I,  Siie  1 "  Henri  replied.  <<  ^o,  I  do  not  fear ;  no^  I 
do  not  hesitate.     I  accept" 
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Charles  pressed  his  hand;  and  as  at  that  moment  his 
nnise  drew  near  with  a  potion  which  she  had  just  pre- 
pared in  a  neighhoring  chamberi  without  heing  aware 
that  within  a  few  feet  of  where  she  was,  tfie  destiny  of 
France  was  at  stake,  "Kurae,"  he  said^  ^summon  mj 
mother  and  M.  d'Alen^on." 
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CHAPTER  XXXIV. 

THB  KING  IB  DEAD  I   GOD  8AYB  THE  KING  I 

Gatherikb  and  D'Alengon,  pale  with  fear  and  trembling 
with  rage,  entered  a  few  minutes  later.    As  Henri  had  con- 
jectured, the  queen  had  overheard  all,  and  had  in  a  few 
words  acquainted  XVAlen^on  with  what  had  occurred. 
Henri  stood  by  the  head  of  the  king's  bed. 
*     The  king  announced  to  them  his  wilL     ''  Madame," 
said  he  to  his  mother, ''  if  I  had  a  son  he  would  be  king, 
and  you  would  be  regent ;  in  your  stead,  did  you  decline, 
the  King  of  Poland ;  in  his  stead,  did  he  decline,  D'Alen- 
gon.    But  I  have  no  son,  and  the  throne  belongs  to 
D'Anjou,  who  is  absent.     Since  he  will  sometime  return 
to  reclaim  that  throne,  I  do  not  wish  him  to  find  in  his 
place  a  man  who,  with  claims  almost  equal  to  his  own, 
might  dispute  his  rights,  and  so  expose  the  kingdom  to 
the  danger  of  civil  war.   I  do  not  make  you  regent  because 
it  would  be  painful  for  you  to  choose. between  your  two 
sons,     I  do  not  make  D'Alen^n  regent  because  he  might 
say  to  D'Anjou,  ^Tou  had  a  throne;  why  have  you 
abandoned  iti'    No;  I  have  chosen  a  regent  who  can 
take  the  crown  as  a  trust,  and  will  keep  it  under  his  hand, 
and  not  on  his  head.    Salute  him,  Madame ;  salute  him, 
lyAlengon.     It  is  the  King  of  Navarre  1 "    And  with  a 
gesture  of  supreme  authority  he  himself  saluted  Henri 
Catherine  and    D'Alen9on   made   a  motion   between  a 
shudder  and  a  salute. 


THE  KINO  IS  DEAD  I  GOD  SAVE  THE  KINO  t     313 

*^  Here,  my  Lord  Regent/'  said  Charles, ''  is  the  parch- 
ment that  until  the  return  of  D'Anjou  gives  you  com- 
mand of  the  armies,  the  keys  of  the  treasury,  royal  right 

and  power." 

Catherine  devoured  Henri  with  her  eyes;  D'Alen^n 
trembled  so  that  he  could  hardly  stand.  But  that  fee- 
bleness of  the  one  and  firmness  of  the  other,  instead  of 
reassuring  Henri,  showed  him  that  danger  was  at  hand. 
Making  a  violent  effort,  he  took  the  warrant  from  Charles, 
and  dnwing  himself  up  to  his  fuU  height,  fixed  his  eyes 
on  the  queen  as  if  to  say,  "  Beware,  I  am  your  master !  ** 

Catherine  understood  that  look.  **  No,  never !  "  said 
she ;  **  never  shall  my  race  yield  to  a  foreign  one !  Never 
shall  a  Bourbon  reign  while  a  Valois  remains !  " 

** Mother 4"  cried  Charles,  sitting  up,  "take  care  I  I 
am  yet  king,— for  only  a  short  time,  I  am  aware ;  but 
not  much  time  is  needed  to  give  an  order.  It  does  not 
require  much  time  to  punish  murderers  and  poisoners." 

"  Very  well,  give  the  order  if  you  dare ;  I  am  going 
now  to  give  mine.  Come,  Fran9oi8,  come."  And  she 
left  the  room,  followed  by  D'Alengon. 

**  Nancey ! "  cried  Charles ;  **  Nancey,  arrest  my  mother ; 
arrest  my  brother ;  arrest  —  "  A  stream  of  blood  choked 
his  utterance. 

Nancey  entered ;  he  had  heard  only  his  name.  The 
ordeis  which  followed,  uttered  in  a  voice  less  distinct, 
had  been  lost  in  space. 

**  Guard  the  door,"  said  Henri,''  and  let  no  one  enter ! " 

Nancey  bowed,  and  left  the  apartment.  Henri  looked 
at  the  dying  king.  "  The  fatal  moment  has  come,"  said 
hei    '' Shall  I  reign  t    ShalUHveT' 

"  Live,  Sire  1 "  said  a  voice. 

The  tapestry  of  the  alcove  was  lifted,  and  Bend's  pale 
free  appeared. 
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«  Ren^  ? "  cried  Henri. 

"  Yes,  Siw." 

**  Tour  prediction  was  fflJae,  then ;  I  shall  not  be 
kingr 

'*  Yoa  shall  be ;  but  the  time  has  not  yet  come." 

**  How  do  yoa  know  t    Speak  1 " 

«  Listen ! " 

"  I  listen." 

«  Stoop ! " 

Henri  leaned  over  the  bed,  and  Ben4  did  the  same ; 
between  them  lay  the  body  of  the  dying  king. 

"  Listen !  '*  said  Ken^.  ''  Placed  here  by  the  queen- 
mother  to  undo  you,  I  prefer  to  serve  you,  for  I  have 
&ith  in  your  horoscope ;  and  I  find  it  to  be  for  the  in- 
terest both  of  my  body  and  of  my  soul  to  serve  you." 

*'  Is  it  the  queen-mother  who  bade  you  tell  me  that  1 " 
said  Henri,  full  of  doubt  and  anxiety. 

*'  No,"  said  Ben^ ;  "  but  listen  to  a  secret,  which  I 
alone  know,  and  which  I  will  disclose  to  you  if  you  will 
swear  upon  this  dying  king  to  forgive  me  the  death  of 
your  mother." 

*<  I  have  already  promised  you  once,"  said  Henri,  his 
fiice  darkening. 

*^  Promised,  but  not  sworn,"  said  Ben^  making  a 
movement  to  withdraw. 

*^  I  swear  it,"  said  Henri,  extending  his  hand  over  the 
head  of  the  king. 

"  Well,  Sire,''  said  the  Florentine,  hastily,  <'  the  King 
of  Poland  will  soon  be  here  1 " 

''Ko,  for  the  king  stopped  the  courier  at  Ch&teau- 
Thierry.'' 

"  The  queen  had  sent  three,  by  different  routes." 

''  Oh,  I  am  lost  I  "  said  Henri 
A  messenger  arrived  this  morning  from  Warsaw.    No 
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one  knows  of  Charles's  illness  then,  and  D'Anjou  left 
that  city  without  opposition.  The  courier  preceded  him 
only  hy  a  few  hours." 

"  Ohy  had  I  hut  eight  days  I "  muttered  Henri. 

'*  You  have  not  eight  hours  I  did  you  not  hear  the  noise 
of  the  arms  in  the  vestihulel  The  soldiers  will  come 
even  here  to  kill  you." 

"The  king  is  not  dead  yet" 

"  No/'  said  Ren^,  **  hut  he  will  he  in  t«i  minutes ;  you 
have,  then,  ten  minutes  to  live,  perhaps  less." 

"  What  shall  I  do,  then ! " 

"  Fly  instantly." 

''How)  If  I  cross  the  vestihulci  they  will  kill  me 
there." 

'*  Listen  I     I  risk  everything  for  you ;  do  not  forget  it." 

**  Be  assured." 

''  Follow  me  through  this  passage ;  I  will  conduct  you 
to  the  posters  Then,  to  give  you  time  I  will  go  and  tell 
the  queen  that  you  are  coming;  they  will  think  after- 
wards that  you  have  discovered  the  secret  door  and 
escaped." 

Henri  stooped  and  kissed  Charles's  forehead. 

*'  Adieu,  my  brother ! "  said  he ;  "I  will  not  forget  your 
last  wish  was  to  see  me  king.  Die  in  peace !  In  the 
name  of  my  brethren  I  foigive  you  their  blood  you  have 
spiUed." 

''  Quick !  quick ! "  said  Ben^ ;  *'  he  is  coming  to  him- 
self!    Fly,  before  he  opens  his  eyes;  fly!" 

"  Nurse  ! "  murmured  Charles,  "  Nurse ! " 

Henri  seized  Charles's  sword,  thenceforth  useless  to  the 
dying  king,  placed  in  his  breast  the  parchment  that  made 
him  rngent,  pressed  bis  lips  again  to  Charles's  forehead, 
and  disappeared  by  the  secret  passage. 

"< Noise!"  cried  the  king,  in  koder  tones, '' Nnne I " 
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The  good  woman  hastened  to  him.  *'What  do  yon 
want^  Chariot  1"  cried  she. 

''  Noise/'  said  the  king,  his  ejeUds  open  and  his  eyes 
dilated  in  the  terrible  fixedness  of  death,  **  something  has 
happened  while  I  slept  I  see  a  great  light ;  1  see  God, 
onr  Master ;  I  see  the  Lord  Jesus ;  1  see  the  blessed  Virgin 
Mary.  They  pray  for  me ;  they  intercede  for  me.  The 
Lord  all-powerfiil  pardons  me ;  he  caUs  me.  My  God,  m j 
God,  receive  me  into  thy  pity  I  My  God,  forget  that  I 
have  been  a  king,  for  I  come  to  thee  without  a  sceptae 
and  without  a  crown  I  My  God,  forget  the  crimes  of 
the  king,  in  remembering  the  sufferings  of  the  man !  My 
God,  I  come  1 " 

Charles,  as  he  proceeded  in  the  utterance  of  these 
words,  raised  himself  more  and  more,  as  if  to  go  forward 
in  response  to  the  voice  which  called  him.  After  these 
last  words,  he  breathed  a  sigh  and  fell  back  motionless 
and  cold  into  his  nurse's  arms. 

Meantime,  Henri,  guided  by  Ken^,  traversed  the  pas- 
sage, passed  through  the  postern,  and  springing  on  his 
horse,  galloped  towards  the  place  where  he  knew  he 
should  find  Mouy. 

The  sentinels,  hearing  the  horse,  moved  forward  and 
cried,  ''  He  flies  !  he  flies ! " 

"  Who  flies  1  '*  said  the  queen,  going  to  a  window. 

"  The  King  of  Navane  1 " 

^  Fire  on  him  !  fire  ! "  said  the  queen. 

The  sentinelB  levelled  their  pieces;  but  the  king  was 
out  of  reach. 

'^  He  flies  1 "  said  Catherine ;  "  he  is  vanquished,  then  I " 

''  He  flies  1 "  muttered  D'Alen9on ;  ''  I  am  king,  then !" 

But  at  the  same  moment,  and  while  Francis  and  Yob 
mother  were  at  the  window,  the  drawbridge  creaked  under 
the  feet  of  horses ;  and  preceded  by  a  dash  of  arms  and 
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hj  a  gresi  nonOf  a  yvrang  man,  riding  at  a  gallop,  bis  hal 
in  his  iand,  entered  the  oooit,  cryingi^^  Fiance  ! "  followed 
\t  f:ar  gentkmen,  ooTexed,  like  himself  with  sweat,  d'lst. 


Mr  son !  *  cried  Catherine,  jojfollj. 

Vt  Kccher!"  replied  the  joimg  man,  springing  to 


*.' 


**  D'Ar^ia !  *  exclaimed  Fran^aisy  thonderstrack* 

**  As  I  too  kte  I  "*  sud  Henri  d^Anjoo. 

^X:^  TOD  are  just  in  time ;  and  had  G<A  Mt^i  yo^  \jf 

the  banJL  TOST  arrinl  cK>ci>i  noc  hare  been  m^re  metutM^- 
ilucL     L-xik :  YiSSjen. !  ** 

At  iLtf  m:«2ient  Xbdopt  appearc^d  at  ih^  hkil^yjuy  *JL  Xli^ 
kiTC^f  Epsr&nrtii.tii :  all  eree  wtere  fixed  ost  liim>  lit;  Wvi£« 
a  wioid  in  two  jdifoee  and  expended  his  vrokt,  bvid;ii^  a 
ftapxient  in  eitijar  iiand.  ^  Khi^  Ciinri**  IX.  k  Ctsnd  ! 
King  Gharjes  UL  it  dtiad  '  £^j^  Cijisju*^  JX  ie  d«^d  !  * 
cried  ^Hu'^irae  timea.  And  ht  let  itui  Unt  ira>;tutHfU  s4 
l^e  wand. 

***  Long  iivt  IviTif  Henri  IJL  !  ^  said  CtttL«rii«fc,  i^<jnt*kitjf 
JkcsweM,  —  *•  ionf  live  Fnir  Kenr  J  J  L  T* 

AH  repented  zut  err,  wul  tut  *fv;*?j*ljvii  of  \l  L»Mk<^»u. 
**  Ab  !  sbt:  iiac  iietTuyec  me."  wiiC;  li*:,  UM^ii*/  iiw  UiA«**t 
^th  hifi  fiTigreT'Tmith. 

^'I  have  coiiquei»fC.'*  crwrt,  Oatii<?rn*t ,  **t»iAJ  ^i^i  </<l»^^o^ 
BeamaiE  will  not  lex^  .  '' 
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EPILOGUE. 

A  TEAR  had  elapsed  sinoe  the  death  of  Charles  IX.  and 
the  accession  of  his  successor.  King  Henri  III.,  happily 
reigning  hy  the  grace  of  God  and  of  his  mother  Catherine, 
had  gone  in  a  fine  procession  in  honor  of  Ndtre  Dame  de 
Clery.  He  had  gone  on  foot  with  the  queen,  his  wife, 
and  all  the  conrt 

King  Henri  III.  was  ahle  to  afford  himself  this  littie 
pastime,  for  no  serious  business  occupied  him  at  the 
moment.  The  King  of  Navarre  was  in  Navarre,  where 
he  had  so  long  desired  to  be,  and  they  said  was  very 
much  taken  up  with  a  beautiful  girl  of  the  blood  of  the 
Montmorencies,  whom  he  called  La  Fosseuse  (dimple- 
cheek).  Marguerite  was  with  him,  sad  and  gloomy, 
and  finding  only  in  her  beautiful  mountains,  not  an 
amusement,  but  a  soother  of  the  two  great  griefe  of 
human  life,  —  absence  and  death. 

Paris  was  very  quiet;  and  the  queen-mother,  really 
regent  since  her  dear  son  Henri  had  become  king,  resided 
sometimes  at  the  Louvre,  sometimes  at  the  Hdtel  de 
Soissons. 

One  evening  when  she  was  deeply  occupied  in  study- 
ing the  stars  with  Een6,  whose  little  treason  she  had  never 
detected,  and  who  had  been  reinstated  in  her  favor  after 
the  &l8e  testimony  he  had  so  opportunely  borne  against 
La  Mole  and  Coconnas,  she  was  informed  that  a  man 
desired  to  see  her  who  said  that  he  had  a  matter  of  the 
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utmoot  importance  to  oommunicate.     She  went  hastily  to 
her  OTatory,  and  foand  M.  M&iu«veL 

**He  18  here  1 "  exclaimed  the  ancient  captain  of  the 
petardeeiB,  not  giving  Gatheiine  time  to  address  him, 
according  to  royal  etiquette. 

**  He  !  who  f "  she  asked. 

*<  Who  can  it  be,  Madame,  bat  the  King  of  Navane  t  ** 

"  Here  1 ".  cried  Catherine.  "  Here  ?  He  t  Henri  t 
And  what  is  the  madman  doing  heref " 

**  If  appearances  may  be  tmsted,  he  has  come  to  see 
Madame  de  Sauve;  if  probabilities  are  considered,  lie 
comes  to  conspire  against  the  king." 

'*  How  do  yon  know  he  is  herel " 

''Because  I  saw  him  enter  a  house  yesterday,  and, 
▼eiy  soon  afterwards  Madame  de  Sauve  joined  him 
there." 

''  Are  you  sure  it  was  he  f " 

"  I  waited  until  he  came  out ;  that  is  to  say,  a  part  of 
the  night  At  three  o'clock  the  two  lovers  ap|HHirml. 
The  king  conducted  Madame  de  Sauve  to  tht^  wicktl  of 
the  Louvre.  There  the  porter,  who  is  no  doubt  in  hot 
interest,  admitted  her;  she  entered  without  ititi'rriiptioiii 
and  the  king  returned,  humming  a  tune,  and  willi  a  M(«>p 
as  free  and  unconcerned  as  if  he  were  among  hi«  inouu 
tains  in  B^anL** 

^  And  whither  did  he  betake  himself  1 " 

"Rue  de  TArbre  Sec,  to  the  H6t«*l  <i«  la  Ijtllo  I^Xuilo, 
the  same  inn  where  the  two  sorcerere  l<xl>(<Hi  whom  yww 
Majesty  executed  last  year." 

"Why  did  you  not  come  and  inform  nu«  (.ho  nmnu'iH 
you  first  saw  him  Y  " 

"Because  I  was  not  quite  sun'  of  Uiy  umii." 

"  While  now  —  - 

«  Now  I  am." 
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"  You  saw  him,  then  1 " 

"  Plainly.  I  concealed  myself  at  the  wine-shop  in  front 
of  the  house,  and  saw  him  enter  the  same  place  as  on  the 
previous  night.  Then,  as  Madame  de  Sauye  was  late,  he 
imprudently  put  his  fiice  against  the  window  on  the  first 
floor,  and  then  I  had  no  further  douht.  Besides,  a  few 
moments  afterwards  Madame  de  Sauve  came  and  rejoined 
him." 

**  And  do  you  think  they  will  remain,  as  they  did  last 
night,  until  three  o'clock  in  the  morning  9" 

"  It  is  probahle.'* 

"  Where  is  the  house  you  mention  1 " 

"  Near  the  Croix  des  Petits  Champs,  close  hy  St. 
Honore." 

"  Very  good !  "  replied  Catherine.  **  Does  M.  de  Sauve 
know  your  handwriting  9 " 

"  No,"  said  MaureveL 
Sit  down  there  and  write." 

Maurevel  obeyed. 

"  I  am  ready,  Madame,"  said  he. 

Catherine  dictated :  — 

"  While  the  Baron  de  Sauve  is  on  service  at  the  Louvre,  his 
wife  is  with  her  lover  in  a  house  near  the  Croix  des  Petits 
Champs,  Rue  St.  Honor^.  The  baron  will  recognize  the 
house  by  a  red  crofls  on  the  walL" 

"WeUI" 

''  Now  make  a  copy  of  this  letter." 

Maurevel  did  so. 

"  Now,"  continued  the  queen,  '*  let  this  note  be  given 
by  a  skilful  messenger  to  the  baron,  and  let  that  messen- 
ger drop  the  other  in  the  corridor  of  the  Louvre." 

"  I  do  not  understand." 

Catherine  shrugged  her  shoulders. 
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"Toa  do  Dot  see  that  s  hnslwid  who  reeeirM  snch  & 
letter  most  be  uigiy." 

"  In  the  King  of  NftTaire'a  time  he  ma  not  offended." 

"  Do  joa  not  know  there  ia  k  gnat  difference  hetween 
>  kii^  and  »  plain  lorert  Besides,  if  he  is  not  offended, 
jon  wiD  be  trended  for  him." 

-11" 

"Yes  ;  take  foor  or  six  men,  masked.  Too  bnnt  open 
the  door ;  yon  anipriae  the  lovers ;  you  strike  in  the 
buon'a  name.  And  the  nsxt  day,  the  letter  found  in  the 
Loane  proves  that  it  is  the  hnsband  who  levenged 
binuel^  —  only  it  happened  that  the  lover  was  the  King 
of  yavaire;  bat  who  could  think  he  was  there^  when 
eray  one  believed  he  was  at  Faut" 

Msurevel  looked  at  Catherine  with  admirstion,  bowed, 
and  withdrew. 

Jost  as  be  left  the  HStel  de  Soiasous,  Uadame  de  Bauve 
entend  the  bonse  of  the  Croix  dee  Fetits  Champs.  Henri 
m  waitoDg  for  her. 

"  Have  you  been  followed  1 "  said  he. 

"  No,"  said  Cbailotte^  "  not  that  I  am  awsre  ot" 

"  I  think  I  have ;  not  only  to-night,  but  last  evenii^ 
abo," 

"  Ob,  Six«,  you  teni^  me.  I  should  be  ineonsolable  if 
uiTtfatng  were  to  happen  to  you." 

"  Fear  nothing;  love,"  said  the  B^amais,  "  three  fiutb- 
ful  followers  watch  over  me." 

"  Only  three  I  that  is  small  protection,  Site." 

"  Three  are  saScient  when  they  am  called  Mouy,  Sau- 
eouit,  sod  Bartb^lemy." 

~  Miiny  ii  lii^n  at  Pari?  I  Has  he,  like  j-ci],  some  poor 
I  sadly  to  love  with  bimt" 

*No ;  bdl  a  mortal  enemy,  whose  death  be  hsa 
t*<5B  lo  eompMS.     JTcrthins    oL»i   but   bate,    my    liear, 
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makes  men  commit  such    follies    as  they   oommh   in 
love.*' 

"  Thank  you.  Sire  I " 

*'  Oh,  I  do  not  speak  of  our  present  follies,  but  those 
past  and  to  come.  But  let  us  leare  off  this  oonTetsaftion, 
for  my  time  is  short." 

"You  leave  Paris,  then  1  ** 

«  To-night.'' 

**  Your  affairs  in  Paris  are  finished  t " 

**  My  only  business  was  to  see  you." 

«  Gascon  I " 

"  My  love,  it  is  true;  but  we  have  a  few  more  boon  to 
pass  together  and  then  we  separate  forever." 

**  Oh,  Henri,"  said  Charlotte,  "  nothing  but  my  love 
lasts  forever." 

Meantime,  as  the  King  of  Navarre  had  said,  Mony  and 
his  two  companions  were  concealed  in  the  neighborhood 
of  the  house.  It  was  arranged  that  Henri  should  leave 
the  house  at  twelve  o'clock,  that  he  and  his  companions 
should  escort  Madame  de  Sauve  to  the  Louvre,  and  should 
go  from  thence  to  the  Rue  de  Cerisaie^  where  Maurevel 
dwelt. 

The  three  Huguenots  had  been  on  guard  about  an  boor 
when  they  saw  a  man,  followed  at  some  distance  by  five 
others,  approach  the  door  of  the  house^  and  apply  succes- 
sively several  keys  to  the  lock. 

At  this  sight,  Mouy  sprang  firom  his  concealment,  and 
catching  the  man  by  the  arm,  "  Stay  1 "  said  he^  "  yon  do 
not  enter  there ! " 

The  man  started,  and  his  hat  fell  ofil  ^^M.  deMouy  de 
Saint-Phale  1 "  cried  he. 

**  Maurevel  1  **  thundered  the  Huguenot,  brandishing 
his  sword ;  "1  sought  you,  and  you  come  to  find  me ! " 
But  he  did  not  forget  Henri,  and  turning  to  the  window, 
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be  whistkd  like  the  Siamese  shepherdf.  "That  in 
mlfioient,"  said  he  to  Saucourt  "  Now,  thou,  tmir- 
^4gr^:^    mud  he  spnng  towards  ManreveL 

MaoRTsl  had  had  time  to  draw  a  pistol  from  h\n  Imli, 
mud  leTelling  it  al  the  young  man,  **  This  tirnn,"  mi/I  i)m 
Kind's  Killer,  •*  yoa  are  dead." 

Bat  Mooy  sprang  on  one  side,  and  tb«  hall  jt^A^/'/l  f/y 
liim-  •*  ItJ  B  my  turn  now !  *  cried  he ;  ar»^J  h*  d^Jilt 
>Liai»veI  30  terrible  a  thmat  with  his  rapi<%r  that  filUi^t^v/h 
h  hit  his  feather  bilt^  the  sharp  point  w«mt  thrrmi^h  Rhat 
obs&uile  ami  penetmteii  the  fiesh. 

Xanrevel  aitei»l  so  pieming^  a  07-  that  hi«  fr>!',«%«jf^.f3| 
th.:a^ht  he  waa  killed^  ami  tan  away  .inwn  f,h«  I<i)#»  .Hf. 
Hooore. 

Mauiev^  seeing   himself  .ihandonpri,    v^otr   t#>   flight 
cryrn:^  **  ff«ip  !  hein  '  "    iD>iiy.  iaiironit,  iii/j  ft^r^/n^^l'-tn/ 
umsiiei  him.  hotiv: 

As  they  ♦mtBiBfi  :he  Rub  It^  'Jr^nf-!!^.  %  nan  T,r»jTi'^  .nf, 
of  awintiuw  m  the  !irst  rlonr.  It  -w^  l]('T,n  "V^t^iM 
hy  itm-'i  -fliOHd^  md  V  iifr  y^vtrnt  >f  J^sr  ,i^t^|  .y^,^ 
■omethuur  iiad  jcmrred,  .m^  .u'U4n*-rj**r!  'o  .})<*  «j»^jtaT»/»»»  ,f 
hwireniLs.  AttivT^  nut  ijiMTnu.  ,a  f^«hM  ,f>^  i,^^ 
aw»iri  M  janiL 

A    :rT  zin.ie<i     nm.      Tt    »jim«»   frm     K**    .Vrt-^.-r    f*** 

ca^t   icun  for    j>Jn.      :fp^   vn^    v,r«r^f     o -.irr,     ,,»  .f,.^    ,^ 
nnc '    It   ^m-    .fri-iv*"' 
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*'  Kill  bim  quickly  I  "  cried  the  king.  '*  Here  aie  his 
soldiers  1 " 

Mauievel,  breathless  and  exhausted,  could  go  no  fiuiher ; 
he  fell  on  one  knee,  and  presented  his  swoid-point  to 
Mouy. 

"  They  are  only  two  ! "  cried  he.     "  Fire  !    fire  ! " 

Saucourt  and  Barth^lemy  had  been  carried  away  in 
pursuit  of  the  other  soldiers,  so  that  Mouy  and  the  kipg 
found  themselves  opposed  to  four  men. 

"Fire!"  cried  Maurovel,  while  one  of  the  soldien 
prepared   his   arquebuse. 

"  Yes  ;  but  first,"  said  Mouy,  '*  die  1  assassin,  muiderac^ 
traitor,  die ! " 

So  saying,  Mouy  seized  Maurevel's  sword  with  one 
hand,  and  plunged  his  own  so  violently  into  his  breast 
that  he  pinned  him  to  the  earth. 

'*  Take  care !  take  care  I  "  cried  Henri 

Mouy  sprang  back,  leaving  his  sword  in  the  body  of 
Maurevel,  for  a  soldier  was  in  the  act  of  firing  at  him. 
Henri  instantly  passed  his  sword  through  the  soldier's 
body,  who  fell,  uttering  a  cry.  The  two  others  betook 
themselves  to  flight. 

"  Come,  Mouy,  come  1 "  said  Henri.  "  We  have  not  a 
moment  to  lose  ;  if  we  are  recognized,  we  are  lost ! " 

"  One  moment,  Sire,  whUe  I  recover  my  sword«  You 
do  not  suppose  I  would  leave  it  sticking  in  the  body  of 
that  scoundrel  1'' 

He  went  towards  Maurevel,  who  lay,  to  all  appearance^ 
deprived  of  the  power  of  motion ;  but  the  moment  that 
Mouy  laid  his  hand  on  the  hilt  of  the  sword  which  had 
remained  in  his  body,  he  raised  himself,  with  the  petronel 
in  his  hand,  which  the  soldier  had  dropped  as  he  fell,  and 
placing  the  muzzle  full  against  Mouy's  breast,  pulled  the 
trigger.    Mouy  fell  withoHt  a  cry ;  he  was  killed  outright 
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T*^^  nahed  towaida  Masaev^;  but  Le  liftd  ialiaiJ 

,-^^   Mod  the  king's  awoid  jMetoed  only  a  dend  cBitauifc. 

i  -«  neoefisaiy  for  him  to  flee ;  the  nouw  iiud  air 

a  great  number  of  personE,  and  the  guard  niiKiit 

Henri  then  looked  among  the  apwuttuia  dravu 

by  the  noise,  to  see  if  any  oiwj  wa*  tbtn*  'V'iiunj 

r,  and  gave  a  cry  of  joy  as  be  rboaj[:iii»$d  yiiiiyn 

ETrioe. 

-My  dear  La  Huriere,  look  aft«r  lluuy,  I  ynj  yu, 
nzb  I  have  great  fear  that  be  is  paBi  L'jp«:«     Htii^t; 
taken  to  your  house,  and  if  be  gtill  h\fst,  n^Ainc  u*/ 
expense ;  here  is  my  purse.    As  to  the  otli^r,  1«av*$  tl>t; 
•coaDdrel  to  rot  in  the  gutter  like  a  dog  !  *' 
*  Bat  yourself) "  said  La  Huriere. 
'-I  have  a  feirewell  to  make.     I  will  h'dj^yu^  «;id  \m 
back  with  you  in  ten  minutes.     Have  my  h^jr*^.  t^^\y.** 

Henri  then  hastened  away  in  the  dir^y.-tlvn  'A  i'itn  U^^U 
boaae  in  the  Croix  des  Petits  Champs  ;  but  wt  Uh  ttirrM^j 
the  eomer,  he  stopped  in  great  aUrm. 
Thers  was  a  great  crowd  before  the  d'>^;r. 
«  What  has  happened  in  this  house  1 "  i/Kj»jif^^|  ll«fr»H, 
•'Oh,"  replied  a  bystander,  "a  terriblfj  afjujr,  MonniiMir  I 
A  beautiful  woman  hss  been  stabbe^l  by  her  bijuUiinl,  in 
whom  some  one  had  sent  a  note,  informing  biru  thai  stiM 
was  there  with  her  lover." 

•*  And  the  husband  1 "  cried  Henri, 
"  Has  gone." 
"The  wife r' 
"^  Is  there  stilL" 
"Dead!" 

"  Not  yet ;  bat  there  is  no  hope." 
**0h,"  exclaimed  Henri,  **  I  am  thoii  rtiMMiHiul  I  »♦  i\\\y\ 
be  rushed  into  the  house. 
The  room  was  filled  with  pooplo,  M  llUlh^u\^th\^  \\>^ 
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bed  on  which  lay  poor  Charlotte,  stabbed  with  two  blows 
of  a  poniard.  Her  hosbandy  who  had  for  two  yean  ooii- 
cealed  his  jealousy  of  Henri,  had  seized  this  opportunity 
of  avenging  himselE 

*'  Charlotte,  Charlotte  1 "  cried  Henri,  fiilling  on  his 
knees  at  the  bedside. 

Charlotte  opened  her  beaatifiil  eyes,  already  veiled  by 
death,  and  gave  a  cry  which  made  the  blood  flow  from 
her  two  wounds ;  and  making  an  effort  to  rise,  she  said, 
"  Oh,  I  was  sure  I  could  not  die  without  seeing  him  once 
more ! " 

And  as  if  she  had  awaited  the  moment  of  Henri's  com- 
ing to  die,  she  pressed  her  lips  on  the  King  of  Navarre's 
forehead,  and  murmuring  for  the  last  time,  **  I  love  thee ! " 
fell  back  and  expired. 

Henri  could  not  remain  a  moment  longer  without  his 
life  being  in  jeopardy.  He  drew  his  dagger,  cut  off  one 
of  those  long  and  fair  tresses  he  had  so  often  admired  and 
pressed  to  his  lips,  and  sobbing  bitterly,  amid  the  sobs  of 
the  lookers-on,  who  had  no  idea  that  their  sympathies 
were  excited  for  persons  of  such  high  estate,  left  the 
room. 

''  Friend,  mistress,"  cried  Henri,  in  despair,  "  all  fonake 
me,  all  leave  me,  all  fail  me  at  once." 

''  Tes,  Sire,"  said  a  man  who  had  quitted  the  group  be- 
fore the  house,  and  followed  Henri ;  **  but  the  throne  is 
still  left  to  you." 

"  Rene ! "  cried  HenrL 

''Yes,  Sire,  Ren4,  who  still  watches  over  you.  The 
wretch  Maurevel  named  you  as  he  died.  They  know 
you  are  in  Paris ;  the  archets  are  seeking  for  you.  Fly  I 
flyl- 

"  And  yet  you  say,  Ken^,  that  I,  a  fugitive,  shall  be 
king?" 
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